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MSC MODULE 2

Unit 2

THE 31st PATH

CORRESPONDENCES

Sephirah of commencement


Greek name: Basileia.


Hebrew name: Malkuth. 


English name: Kingdom.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: BATH-MENIN-HEKASTOU.


Hebrew Divine Name: ADONAI MELEK.


Planetary correspondence: Earth.

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 31st Path; the Unresting Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: THEOS.


Hebrew Divine Name: ELOHIM.


Philosophic attribution: Stoicism, particularly the philosophy of Heraclitus. The will to endure, the knowledge that seeming destruction is but transformation. 

Influence: The element of Fire.


Hebrew letter: Shin (Tooth).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XX, The Last Judgment.


Magical phenomena: Visions of transformation and renewal.

Sephirah of destination


Greek name: Lamprotesis.


Hebrew name: Hod.


English name: Splendour.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: AZOTH.


Hebrew Divine Name: ELOHIM TZABAOTH.


Planetary correspondence: Mercury. 


Number: 8.


Element: Water.


Colours: Orange, black, white.

Magical phenomenon: The balance of opposed forces whose outcome is repose.

PRELIMINARIES

1 – The participants stand in a circle around the altar.

2 – The battery is sounded: a single stroke of bell or gavel.

3 – The director states:


I proclaim a working of the Thirty-first Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 31st Path is called the Unresting Intelligence, and why? Because it controls the movement of Sun and Moon, each by its rightful laws and in its due orbit.

6 – The participants visualize a single sphere of white light above the centre of the circle. 


This sphere grows brighter and more radiant, until the light from it encompasses all participants.

7 – The director proclaims verse XXXI of The Song of Praises:

Shining O Fire in thy strength,

Laughing in flames rushing to heavenward:

Sharp is thy tooth to devour

All things of earth, all things transmutable:

Winning them into thine own

Force incorrupt, turning them hiddenly

Back to their principles!

8 – All participants now visualize a wall of white light enclosing their circle and revolving anti-clockwise; then they visualize a wall of blue light, revolving clockwise about their circle and replacing the wall of white light.

9 – After a few moments, all visualization is allowed to fade from consciousness.

10 – The participants unlink hands and seat themselves. They close their eyes and breathe in a steady rhythm, evenly and quietly.

11 – The director now says:


This Path takes us from the Earth Sphere, Malkuth, to Hod in Yetzirah: the astral level of the Sphere of Mercury.


“Trial by Fire” is an ancient and harsh concept, whether the material to be tried is mineral or human. Significantly therefore we encounter this element in the course of our first movement to the Column of Severity of the Tree of Life.


Only that which is immutable – the spirit itself – can withstand the power of Fire to produce change. If Fire represents energy in its most dynamic form which is within our apprehension, then truly we can say with the Stoic, Heraclitus, that the whole dynamism of the universe is of the nature of Fire. This elucidates the verse from The 32 Paths of Wisdom. With the Stoic, too, we have to acknowledge that “all things transmutable” (as The Song of Praises puts it) are, through this endless surging of fiery energy, on their way “back to their principles”.

 
Having overcome the trials of this Path, we arrive in Hod, the sphere of magick and of science. It is notable that the very name of Magick comes from the Magians who were worshippers of the powers of Fire. Those who rule the unresting energies of the universe are not those who refuse to acknowledge those energies but those who work with them, “producing change in accordance with will”. 

We, with all else that is, are on our way back to our glorious Source: but by virtue of the spirit within us we can so will and direct our course as to make our Way of Return a triumphal progress. 

12 – After a suitable pause for reflection, the director sounds the battery once, and makes the invocation:


May we be encompassed by the power of the name BATH-MENIN-HEKASTOU (or ADONAI MELEK) and established in Malkuth, the Kingdom.

May the portal of the 31st Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name THEOS (or ELOHIM) to the gate of the Sphere of Hod, Splendour. 

And, in the name AZOTH (or ELOHIM TZABAOTH), may the gate of Hod be opened to us and may we be firmly established in the wonders of that Sphere.

13 – The battery is sounded once, and the Pathworking commences. 

THE WORKING OF THE THIRTY-FIRST PATH

Oration

1

We stand in the warm light of a summer day, beneath a sky of intense blue. No living thing can be seen save the thorn-bushes that grow amid the harsh rocks. This is no friendly region, here is neither shade of tree nor sound of grazing herd; yet in this place, in its austerity, we may the better find that which today we seek.


Some little distance ahead of us there stands a solitary arch, built of flints by the men of some past age. The keystone of the arch is of pale granite, sparkling with a myriad points of transient white fire; and carved deeply into this keystone is an emblem, the curling horns of a ram.

 
Why has this single arch been thus left in a wilderness of rocks and thorns? What means this mysterious emblem upon the keystone? We go forward and pass through the arch, feeling for a moment its shadow upon us.
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Now we have come into an even more desolate region, a bare stony expanse; and from what cause we cannot say, the sky above us is darkened.


As we look about us, a plume of smoke arises from a fissure in the ground, to be swiftly followed by a leaping flame. Immediately, to the other side, a second flame leaps up; then several in rapid succession burst forth some distance before us. These flames grow to a great height, filling the sky: free and immense are they, the unshorn tresses of Fire. We look to the way by which we have come: but no retreat is possible, for flames have sprung up in that direction also

New flames now arise, and struggle to ascend; but it seems there is not air enough to support them, and with a great sound like the beating of wings the lesser flames writhe and vanish. The tall flames also seem to strive together: they bend and entwine, they divide into tongues which blaze with yellow light, they spring up again in renewed strength and unity. Continually they roar and hiss and crackle, and seem to drum upon the air. We are caught in the midst of this fury of fire; we feel its scorching breath and are oppressed by the lack of air, but no way of escape is evident.

Now the flames commence a new movement: they bend sidelong, with a tumult of sound as if they shouted and shrieked their protest against the sudden wind that lashes them. Even above this we hear the menacing voice of storm, the majestic command of the thunder. Now the fire of the heavens replies to the fire of earth: lightning quivers and dances above the leaping flames.

The air detonates; the flames are dimmed by a brilliance that seems to tear the skies; a shaft of lightning descends directly before us, throwing the fire itself momentarily into a disregarded blackness. 

Even in that moment, we are aware of a change in the atmosphere about us. As the lightning fades, we see that we are indeed in the presence of one whose very gaze separates us at once from the seared and exhausted air of the material region. He is tall, of dominating appearance, with glowing countenance and with bright discerning eyes. His head is crowned with large curling ram’s horns, ivory-white and adorned with bands of steel. He wears a robe of brilliant white girdled with red gold. His aspect expresses limitless energy.

With a commanding gesture he bids us to follow him, and when he ascends swiftly into the air we find it easy to do likewise. We know that we are being taken from the domain of earthly fire, not merely to save us from it, but so that we may be shown something of its cosmic meaning.
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We rise into a region which seems to be filled with cool, pure air, for we are at once refreshed; but in fact these are no longer the material elements which we experience, for led by our guide we have crossed the boundary from the material world to the astral: with the perception of the astral world we now behold that which occurs behind the veil of material phenomena. Now there flows around and before us a stream of bright scarlet light, intermingled with shimmering flashes of other hues, red-orange, blood-crimson, golden-green, sky-blue, which appear briefly, to be reabsorbed or to pass to other modes of being.


As we watch this vision of living light that swirls and undulates ceaselessly, we become aware of fleeting and phantasmal forms, flashing likewise within that tide of supra-mundane Flame. Shapes of tall trees shimmer awhile in the changeful vision, trees vast of trunk or strangely plumed of leafage; animal forms appear too, semblances of armoured fish, fanged and flightless birds, dragon-like reptiles. Here appears a noble stag with slender limbs and towering antlers, challenging and dominant until a wave of the flashing stream brightens and swirls, and the shape vanishes; there is the supple shape of a lion which crouches as if to stalk its prey, seemingly invincible, a marvel of lithe muscle armed with steely claws and with elongated canine teeth like downward-stabbing tusks. Again the current shifts and flashes, and the lion disappears. Human forms, too, are seen, massive or refined of limb and feature: some bear the aspect of the warrior, some of the thinker, some of the craftsman. All appear but briefly, to be swiftly engulfed in the tide of astral fire.


We are saddened with an irresistible melancholy by this showing of the transitory nature of all life forms! – nothing flourishes for ever, nothing endures! – but then, in other parts of the current, we behold new and different forms emerging, in like measure as the old disappeared. We see new animal forms, but fewer; new human forms, and more numerous. We see the new briefly prospering in their particular modes, until they in their turn are consumed by the stream; but now, instead of being merely saddened, we watch to see where they shall reappear and in what changed aspects. Furthermore, among these many fleeting forms we glimpse some few that are strangely familiar to us, whose life-experience we seem to have known from within. For each one of us the tale of this succession of lives will be different, but slowly its pattern will become clear to us. We also who watch this changing tide of shining flame which is the current of natural life, we also are part of it; we likewise shall pass and be reabsorbed; yet elsewhere, changed but not destroyed, we shall reappear to continue our course. There is strength in this knowledge – strength, and the will to endure.

4


Led by our stately and indomitable guide, we move forward through the scintillating current that surrounds us.


The astral fire still swirls and darts forth from time to time its long pulsing flashes of radiance, and as we become more closely united to its subtle nature we detect in it not only movement and colour but also sound: scarcely perceptible but wholly harmonious chords, answering to the coruscations of the light, impinge upon our consciousness. Those vibrations which at first only manifested to us as colour, now make themselves known as sound also; but whereas the colours had appeared to be sometimes discordant in their brightness, yet now that the vibrations manifest in some measure as sound, our spiritual perception begins to grasp their essential harmony, the intellectual significance beyond the simply astral.


The musical quality of the rhythm increases. It does not at first give the impression of an actual melody, so much as a series of harmonies, drifting cadences, broken lilting snatches, brought into unity by a grand and sonorous descant; then an undertone of melody becomes distinguishable and gradually develops, swelling into an austere and measured chorus of sound which answers, meets, interweaves with the descant, then fitfully sinks to a near-silence while huge chords take its place. Then the sublime melody is resumed.


This music is not altogether that of the human voice, nor of any recognisable instrument; for it is the direct effect of that which every voice and instrument attempts, that is, a simultaneous stress wrought in the atmosphere and in the sphere of mind. Here we have the audible rush and leap and pulsating radiance of the essential nature of fire, that fire which visibly still courses around us. But not yet have we come to the heart of it.
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Fire shining and quivering! Fire flashing with life and running its course through the universe! Vital, ever-changing fire! Coruscating, singing, triumphant fire!


We have risen above the surface of the flowing astral fire, and the choiring flame-voices sound ever more clearly and jubilantly; we are ascending into the realm of spiritual fire, which the astral but mirrors.


This is ecstasy, stark and yet glorious. This is the life of fire, assimilating all things to itself, yet totally denuded, even of material form.


Thus live the gods!


Are we then as they, we who are thus uplifted?


We look to our guide. He, who has proceeded ahead of us, shines altogether as a flame of whiteness; we behold neither the ram’s horns with which he is crowned, nor the bright robe which envelops him.


Higher yet we arise: that which seems like air around us is filled with bright and rippling sparkles, and holds an intensely dry heat. We become aware of a throng of beings therein, a throng scarcely perceptible even to our new consciousness, beings of a nature more entirely spiritual than we have previously encountered. The united gaze of great brilliant eyes is fixed silently upon us as we pass through their ranks. We are to be in some unknown manner put to the test, proved by the fire.


We ascend still higher. Hotter and brighter, more scintillating is the atmosphere in which we move. A sensation like thirst assails us, but it is not a thirst for water: it is a craving for shade, for the least vestige of shadow to which to direct our movement. There is none. We are encompassed by a world composed entirely of sparkling radiance; if we advance further we must also go further into it. There is no other possibility. And still the eyes await the outcome.


That which must be endured, let it be accepted with a good will: for we cannot avoid the pain, but by reluctance we might fail to assimilate the potential of the experience.


A ripple of heat, like a breath from a furnace, flashes scarlet and silver as it runs onward across and through us without hindrance; then another and another wave of fire follows it. We feel strangely lightened, emotionless and liberated from fear by the touch of this spiritual flame, even though its fiery nature oppresses all our powers of sensation and leaves us arid, unutterably void of every opposite quality. The intellectual vision, however, is intensified. We comprehend why this purgation of every emotion is at this time needful, since we are to behold something of the eternal ordering of things, and emotion is in its very essence turbulent and chaotic. We are upon the verge of many perceptions: and still we are surveyed by the high pure eyes of the winged watchers.

A burst of sheet lightning expands around the luminous form of our guide who still goes star-like before us. He turns: in the fading of the flash we see his arms raised in benediction and farewell; then he is gone from us.

Another wave of fire meets us: this time, of blazing whiteness sparkling into flame-orange. We are absorbed into it, we are transformed to very flame; we feel and behold only that intense radiance until we reach the essential heart of it –

Blackness: icy, intense cold and blackness.

It strikes and benumbs.

There is nothing, nothing even to endure.
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We wait passively, until at last, released from the ice-heart of the flame, we find a dewy mist drawn down upon us. We move forward upon our path, but now we behold only shadowy shapes veiled by the moist and gentle vapour. The mist thickens to actual drops: we are walking through falling water, through water that swirls about our feet. Now before us a waterfall crashes and cascades in the dim uncertain light. We pass through the force of the torrent to find ourselves standing on the rocky floor of a large cavern. A faint luminescence filters through the waterfall behind us; the smooth stone of the cavern walls is variegated, translucent white and orange with veins of black. We proceed into the depths of the cave: as we go, the sound of the waterfall, which at first is loud in our ears, gradually recedes until we hear it only as a faint murmur.


As we reach the end of the cavern, where a shaft of light shines from above, we see worn steps ascending, cut into the living rock. We climb the steps; eight are they in number, and when we have reached the topmost we find ourselves on the threshold of a sacred place. We are about to enter a temple which now opens before us.
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As we enter and walk across the expanse of the black lustrous floor, our eyes are drawn to the far end of the chamber. We pass between the two columns -- the black to our left and the white to our right -- into the very centre of this temple whose walls are of translucent stone, of the appearance of carnelian. 

Before us is that which first drew our gaze: a great curtain, silvery and iridescent, with the gentle play of unnumbered colours upon its surface. It moves and shimmers, magnifying every least stirring, and seeming almost alive in its ceaseless quivering. Upon it is depicted the Caduceus, the staff of Hermes entwined with the twin serpents, the bright and the dark. 

Above us, suspended from the high ceiling, burns a single lamp, symbol of the Eternal Flame. We salute the east.

Peroration


Stillness pervades the temple with a sense of calm expectancy. We have come through ascending flame and through falling water, and we have arrived at this quietness. We comprehend that where all is ordered in just measure there is balance and stillness; nor is this the stillness of an inert mass, but rather it is a vibrant and living quality, the equipoise of force against force. As a man stands upright, he appears to be balanced without effort; yet the interplay of tendon and muscle is continuous to maintain him thus. So does the Caduceus, which is in one sense an image of Man, show us serpent entwined with serpent, pinion balancing pinion, and symmetry ruling all. Thus in the realm of Mind are opposites to be balanced, for in their balance do the multiplicity of qualities compose a true unity, even as the man with all his diversity of corporeal parts and qualities of mind and spirit, is yet one individual. Again: not only the final totality is one, but also the initial totality is one. In the material world all things are intricately wrought of one fundamental energy; likewise the astral stream of life forces continues through phases of change and of becoming, while upon the spiritual level all has come from one unity and shall return thither. Knowing this, we can regard no extreme as ultimate, for all shall be balanced and counterpoised in the totality. This also do we acknowledge in the sign of the Caduceus: for these truths are of the dominion of Reason, which is of Mercury.


Battery: 3-5-3
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