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MSC MODULE 3

Unit 1

THE 30th PATH

CORRESPONDENCES

Sephirah of commencement


Greek name: Asphaleia.


Hebrew name: Yesod. 


English name: Foundation.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: IAO.


Hebrew Divine Name: SHADDAI EL CHAI.


Planetary correspondence: The Moon.


Element: Air.


Colours: Lavender, silver, white, ivory, pale yellow.

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 30th Path; the Collating Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: ONOPHIS.


Hebrew Divine Name: ELOAH V’DAATH.


Philosophic attribution: Alchemy: discipline of the psyche through the natural order. 

Influence: The Sun.


Hebrew letter: Resh (Head).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XIX, The Sun.


Element of the Path: Air.


Magical phenomena: Awakening to new realisation of powers, the Elixir of Life.

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: All shades of orange, counter-charged black and white, variegated and iridescent hues as the “Peacock’s Tail” of alchemy.


Magical phenomenon: Swiftness of movement, duality resolved by balance of forces, magical regeneration as foreshadowing mystical regeneration.

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 Thirtieth Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 30th Path is the Collating Intelligence, so named because by means of it the astrologers judge the verdict of the stars and of other heavenly portents, refining their decisions in accordance with the principles of their art.

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 XXX of The Song of Praises:

Rise in thy splendour, O King!

Glorious brow, gaze on thy governance

Gladdening all who behold!

Soaring as song, rule and illuminate:

Crysoleth gleaming thy crown,

Rise and inspire, Lion-gold, Falcon-flight,

Joyous, ambrosial!

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:


The imaginative and fertile influence of Yesod in which this Path begins is made truly creative by the power of the Sun upon the Path itself. Here there is no heavy influence of Earth to be countered: both Moon and Sun have Air as their element. Furthermore the destination of the Path is Hod, the Sphere of Mercury: and although the element corresponding to that Sephirah is Water, the symbolism of Mercury-Hermes the Messenger of the Gods with his winged caduceus has evident aerial affinities. The arts of science and magick that belong to our goal are thus, as we approach by this Path, winged with visionary inspiration.


One of the significant themes that contribute to that inspiration is the relationship between the male and female sexuality of Yesod and the unity-in-duality of Hod. The two children, typical figures of alchemical symbolism, express this theme.


The Red Flower is an alchemical symbol for the Red Elixir, which in turn signifies the Philosophers’ Stone in its healing and regenerative aspects. “Red” in medieval naming of colours included the hues of gold and of flame. In this Pathworking the Red Flower has eight petals. The number 8 has a threefold  significance: 

It relates to the formative influence of Saturn as “octave” of planet Earth and manifestor of the formative power of Binah, in wisdom, in artistic creativity, and in every expression of an inspired idea by material means.

It relates to the regenerative powers of the Sun Sphere as symbolised by the Eight-pointed Star. 

And it relates to Hod, the 8th Sephirah: for Hod does indeed govern forces of regeneration, through alchemical transmutation, through magick, and through every art of healing.

It is in this relationship to Hod that the eight-petalled Red Flower is introduced as the culminating symbol in this working, but there are echoes from the other correspondences of the number. The strong influence of the Sun upon the Path casts upon us a reflected gleam from Tiphareth; while the recurrent glimpses of the two young lovers, with their hints of the salt-sulphur-mercury theory of the Philosophers’ Stone, carry a suggestion of the romantic and inspirational force of Binah as Triune Neshamah.

The soaring inspiration of this Path is celebrated by The Song of Praises, while The 32 Paths of Wisdom typifies “the Collating Intelligence” by the astrological art of interpreting celestial influences in terms of earthly effects.

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 IAO (or SHADDAI EL CHAI) and established in Yesod, the Foundation.

May the portal of the 30th Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name ONOPHIS (or ELOAH V’DAATH) 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 THIRTIETH PATH

Oration

1

In stillness of mind, in freedom from the cares and from the reasoning of every day, we are aware of ourselves afloat in peaceful yet vibrant darkness. A feeling of mystery fills us: a feeling that is not the passive and aimless questioning which arises from mere bewilderment, but is a sense of wonderment and of reverence. Here we have true mystery: the living, creative darkness of the Sphere of the Moon.


While we remain aware of this wonderment, the obscurity gradually lightens to a blue astral mist. The mist in its turn completely encompasses us; it moves and swirls into the suggestion of uncounted shapes, of which nothing appears clearly or remains fixed. Then the mist itself disperses, and we stand in clear moonlight: a cool, bright radiance which allows us to see as clearly as by the light of the sun, but to enjoy also the strong contrast of deep velvet shadows belonging to the Moon Sphere. Above us, the sky is suffused with an intense pale lavender colour, blotting out the stars. Before us, surrounded by a delicate balcony of ivory-coloured stone, is a sunken garden. An opening in the balcony shows where a flight of steps, of the same ivory stone, descends into the garden. The rhythmic plashing music of a fountain sounds from below, and a rich fragrance of flowers and fruit rises to greet us. We make our way down the steps. 

2


Large gentle moths, with bodies soft as down and wings like enamelled steel, brush us in their silent flight, their eyes shining like sparks as they glide to sip the juices of ripe fruits and the alluring nectar of the pale flowers which open in the shadows. Around us are lilies and yellow poppies, starry jasmine and clustering bushes of fragrant rosemary, hazel trees and willows; but in truth every plant – fruit-trees and gourds, roses and vines and conifers and all the others – whatever their nature, all in some measure own the dominion of the moon and flourish as she bids them. Manifold and wonderful is the beauty of this garden in the Sphere of the Moon!


In the centre of the garden the water of a fountain arches high, its descending drops flashing in a rainbow of emeralds and rubies, sapphires and pearls as they disperse to fall wide of the circular pool below. A multitude of delicate ferns and ivies, nourished by this moisture, veil the brink; and they, and the taller plants beyond, wear the flashing drops proudly upon their leaves like jewelled trophies.


We move through the garden, conscious of its intensely living and vibrant quality. Here are plants such as we have never before seen. All is a riot of beauty and vitality: delicate cups of frosted rose spread wide to reveal a centre of metallic violet seeds, flame-red tendrils spring from the tips of deep azure leaves, while some mysterious clumps of slender trees prove to be gigantic grasses bearing at their summit huge iridescent plumes of blossom.


From time to time, breaking through the voice of the fountain and the fitful rustling of the higher branches of the trees as a wandering breeze moves them, distant sounds reach our ears: now voices raised in melodious song, now laughter and cries of joy. Evidently we hear the sounds of some distant festival; but when we try to listen the voices are lost to us and we hear only the plashing fountain and the rustling breeze.


However, the garden has another secret to disclose. 

As we continue to explore its intricate paths we find a kind of arbour formed by loosely interwoven supports over which a magnificent vine is growing. The leaves of this vine are glossy scarlet, and from the sinuous branches hang heavy clusters of grapes, deep purple strewn over with glittering gold-dust. Within the arbour is a stone platform on which stand two sculptured human figures. These figures are ancient representations of the male and female tutelary deities of the garden. Both are nude as befits their dignity. The male figure, expressive of energy and muscular force, is represented with the horns of a bull, with erect phallus and with arms raised in a gesture of blessing; the maternal proportions of the female figure are no less expressive of directing power in and over the forces of nature, and this figure bears a basket filled with the good fruits of the earth.

 As we look at these figures we realise they seem to be sculptured from a very translucent, almost transparent form of alabaster, so that in part we see through them the leaves and branches of the vine. Far from making them seem less real, this translucency adds to the power of their appearance: we seem almost to be gazing at veritable beings of an order more removed from the material world than is the garden wherein we see them. We make salutation to them in veneration to the beneficent Powers they represent.
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Unexpectedly, a clearer burst of singing arises from near at hand: the singing of many voices, interspersed with the sound of stringed instruments and of flutes, and accompanied by drums and cymbals. The gladness and sweetness of the music is intoxicating, and the rhythm of the drums takes possession of our feet. 

We leave the garden and mount the steps. The singers remain unseen to us, but we whirl into a dance that answers their voices. The music grows even louder and more insistent: as we circle to its cadence we are lifted from the ground. We stream up and up into the brilliant lavender sky.

The music is out of our hearing now, and the garden is lost in the shadows far beneath us; but still we float in the height, hovering and looking about us in the luminous expanse.


Now a great wind comes and lifts us, carrying us to even greater heights. The sky over us changes from lavender to electric green, and from green to white. Not even a wisp of cloud accompanies us in our swift flight; and, if we glance downwards, any object that might exist in that direction is hidden by a pale haze of illimitable remoteness.


We feel no fear, for here nothing to fear is visible, and in our hearts there remains the joyous memory of the ecstatic song that bore us up to this height. Now another great gust of cosmic wind catches us and bears us onward, we know not whither.


As we glide forward we perceive at last, in front of us, and a measureless space below, rising up out of the misty distances what appears to be part of the upper curve of an immense wheel, the rest of which remains hidden from us. The rim of this wheel gleams in the light and appears to be of pure gold. Evidently, too, it exerts some degree of gravitational force, for, almost imperceptibly at first, we begin a long, gliding descent towards it.


We are travelling at a great velocity, but our progress seems slow because of the immensity of the space through which we are moving. As the distance between ourselves and our destination gradually becomes less vast, we begin to see that the golden surface, at first apparently quite smooth, is made up of a myriad of separate fragments like grains of sand, gleaming and flashing. Then, as we continue to glide swiftly onwards and downwards towards them and these fragments become less remote, we form a clearer idea of their size until each of these seeming sand-grains has the dimensions of a planet. At the same time, their collective gravitational pull increasingly counteracts our forward motion.


As we continue to approach, we seem to be hovering above these whirling worlds. We perceive that each of them has its own individual character; but, now we are close enough to see them in their true dimensions, our progress is so slow that our choice of a landing place is limited.
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We find ourselves as if suspended above a large fragment world whose form we cannot discern; it is hidden from us by a mantle of dense vapour, from which rising currents of hot air, mounting in gusty billows, seem deliberately to impede our descent. Suddenly, the cloudy vapours are parted asunder and there comes into sight a wide volcanic crater, a lake of fire, whose surface works and froths strangely, with spurts of smoke of varying colours arising from it. Involuntarily we draw back, even at our considerable height above it, from its menacing heat and noxious fumes. As we do so, the turbulent currents of rising vapour catch us with redoubled force, and send us to a great altitude away from the molten minerals.

Even as we are borne away, however, a strange vision of a happening in that world comes to us with the force of an inner knowledge. 

Around the edges of the volcanic crater, among the weird pinnacles and deeply fissured masses of rock which have solidified from that burning lake, there appear gleaming deposits of metals and other minerals that have separated out from the rest in cooling. In that perilous landscape, we are astonished to see a small body, of about five years of age, clambering about the harsh rocks. He is quite alone, and has the air of searching intently for some specific object. He is wearing a belted tunic of scarlet over long hose of the same colour, and in his hand he carries a small wooden box, exquisitely fashioned and intended to hold something of great value. 

The boy finds what he seeks: a cluster of large crystals of sulphur – their pure pale yellow gleaming in the bright light – standing at the very lip of the lake. Carefully he breaks off smaller crystals from the mass of sulphur and fills the box he carries. Then, holding fast to his treasure, he turns away from the hazardous brink.
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The clouds of vapour swirl over the whole area, and that volcanic world with its powerful upward air-currents is lost to us. We soar aloft, we hover, and again we descend, becoming caught in the pull of another of these fragment worlds. Here we are sure no volcano awaits us; the gleaming expanse beneath us suggests a smooth, peaceful terrain, veiled by nothing more than the shimmer of reflected light.

While it spins evenly, the planet at which we gaze seems all at once to rush to meet us. We are very willing to descend to try the hospitality of this shining world; and here nothing hinders us.

Suddenly we are moving over the ground of the planet. We are no longer gliding but walking: walking in the desert of tawny, gleaming sand that extends in every direction as far as we can see. The sun is just rising, and such a blaze of colour fills the air with shining reds, golden yellows and a scorching, ardent blue, that the horizon disappears at once in the dazzle of concentrated brilliance. If we walk by blind faith, all is well; if we try to see where we tread, the surface of the sand disappears in a third and fourth dimension of diamond light, amid which the luminous colours dance in elusive rainbows.

Even though the sun is not very high, the hot rays reflected back by the dazzling sand begin to be oppressive to us. We look for any rock that might throw a vestige of shade, but there is none. We cannot tell if we are moving in a straight line, but we keep up the best pace we can in the hope that at some time a limit or at least a variation in the desert will show itself. Our mouths are dry from thirst.

As we scan the distance ahead, our anxiety turns to surprise and then to delight. The long, level waves of a clear lake, cool and limpid, throw pearly shadows upon the sand as they course over it. We hasten forward and stoop to gather the precious water in our hands, but as we change posture it vanishes. It is a mirage.

Deeply disappointed, we go forward again. The mirage accompanies us, changing only the form of its illusory images: we cannot tell if these images are creations of the elements, heightened perhaps by our imagination, or whether they are true pictures of phenomena really existing at some other intersection of time and space, and by a trick of refraction flung before us as if upon a screen. In this way we see gleaming lakes, waterfalls, swift rivers and wild seacoasts – always water, water, water – but we try to close our minds to them as we keep advancing.
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Now, however, we see something that grips our attention. Amid the floating lines of shimmering light that form these illusory scenes, a detailed landscape builds up. In the distance we can recognize the long rolling breakers of a sea shore; in the foreground is an area of sun-scorched grassy land, with shallow depressions in which pools of sea water have dried out to form glistening white deposits of salt. Into this scene moves a small figure clothed in bright red; we recognise the same little boy whom we saw previously by the crater in that other fragmentary world, and we observe that he is still carrying the casket into which he gathered the sulphur.


Now he draws near to the salt. As he does so, however, we realise another child is there before him. A little girl of about the same age as the boy, and wearing a long white dress, is kneeling beside one of the dried-out pools and is gathering the pure, sparkling granules of salt into a crystal cup. As the boy approaches she fills the cup with salt, places a lid upon it and stands up, holding the cup carefully. She extends her free hand to the boy; he takes it, and the two children without exchanging a word walk away together. Even as they do so, the visionary landscape loses its clarity for us and again we see only the brilliant sunlight blazing on and above the sand.
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For a moment we turn our gaze to the sun, incredulous that the same light that sustains our life can be so hostile. Then we close our eyes, completely dazzled. A flight of rose-coloured flecks, the aftermath of extreme brightness, drifts before our eyelids.


We open and close our eyes several times in order to banish the drifting spots. We seem to have succeeded; but when we open our eyes again, a new series of flecks and flakes of rose-colour appear, floating in the air from the direction of the sun. Some of these flecks fade away, but a few of the largest of them, despite all our efforts, continue to drift towards us and increase in size as they do so. They are like petals, petals from an immense rose; and standing upright upon the largest of them, looking towards us with a calm and benign expression, is a tall and dignified figure.


This is a man, apparently of middle age, with hair and beard dark and considerably silvered. He wears a long sleeveless surcoat of spectrum blue over an ample gown of deep yellow. About his neck is a heavy golden chain supporting a large circular lamen, also of gold: this lamen bears cryptic words and emblems in finely engraved lines. In his right hand this personage carries a staff, which could be used for walking. Now, he points it towards us, as if to guide his course or to declare his concern. By his attire, and by the golden lamen about his neck, we recognise that he is an Alchemist: a Master Alchemist, to whom the inner secrets of the natural forces lie open. His entire form is surrounded by a bright radiance of transparent golden light, like mild sunshine; this radiance is concentrated with particular brilliance about his head, around which it seems to form a globe of pulsating rays. From his whole being emanates an assurance of measureless generosity and wise counsel.


As the great rose-petal upon which he stands touches the ground, it loses substance and rapidly disappears. The other petals which accompanied him would seem to be the vehicles of other beings, not visible to us; for now, without touching the ground, they hover for a moment, then rise higher and glide off again in the direction from which they had come.


The Alchemist raises his staff and, with the tip of it, gently touches each of us upon the brow. Instantly, all our weariness and sense of oppression is gone. Not only do we feel refreshed and joyful; we have as it were awakened from an inward sleep, into a new consciousness of our powers. We have no need to tread step by step through this desert place! Nor has our august helper any need of a vehicle, although it was through the rose-petals of the sun that he first made contact with us. In like manner he could have awakened us without the touch of his staff. But, we perceive, it is often good to use material means, either while oneself is learning or in order to teach another, to achieve something that will later be done without those means because the true doer of the action is the inner spirit. When this powerful and benevolent being turns away and, in the same movement, rises almost vertically into the air, he scarcely needs bid us to follow him.

8


We step forward and rise up, without effort soaring higher and higher. The burning desert falls away beneath us, and then the tumbling fragmentary worlds merge into the smooth curve of the gleaming rim. Finally, as our guide the Alchemist and we soar onwards, the arc of the vast wheel fades away below and behind us in space.

              On and on we glide into an immense nacreous void, the luminous distance shimmering upon all sides of us with the lustre of pearl. Gradually, from different regions of this unbounded space, there come to our hearing the sounds of distant but mighty voices, calling to each other with resonant musical cries. The sounds grow louder as the creatures causing them, six in number, converge on us, soaring upon their powerful wings.


When we can begin to distinguish their appearance it is terrible to us; but our guide reassures us with a smiling look, and without pausing we continue to glide steadily forward. These are griffins, marvellous winged quadrupeds that dwell high in the light of the sun. They have golden-hued eagle pinions and the noble head of an eagle; but the neck and breast, over the whole rib cage, are covered with large overlapping scales that flash like gilded mail. Their forelegs are similarly armoured, and end in mighty talons shaped like those of an eagle. From the end of the ribs, the body is covered in glossy tawny hair: the belly, tail and hind limbs being those of a lion.


As they fly, the forelegs are drawn up under the body, while hind legs and the long flexible tail are extended behind; the whole muscular frame seems wrought of gold, and of brass, and of golden bronze. Repeatedly they circle around us, they soar above us and below, while, ever and anon, one or another of them opens its beak and utters their majestic, ringing call.


Escorted by these magnificent solar beasts, we continue our flight into unknown regions. The sun is still mounting in the sky. Gradually, however, in the luminous expanse about the sun, we become aware of a shadow upon the pearly hues that fill the boundless void. As we sweep onward, this shadow takes on a vast phantasmal form. The griffins perceive it even before we do. From the throat of each of them there issues a deep, harsh, menacing sound, while at the same time the scaly plates upon the neck of each rise up to form a warlike crest. Unerringly they have recognised an ancient enemy.


Now the phantasmal form appears more solid and its contours become more clearly defined. We see it to be an immense dragon, coiled upon itself in the heavens. Its reptilian shape and folded bat-wings are a dead green colour, the hue of verdigris, but the monster is visibly full of malevolent life. The greater part of the dragon’s body is coiled below the sun, but the long neck rears and arches upwards so that the widely gaping, slavering jaws are spread just above the point the sun must inevitably reach in a few moments.


With our guide we hover motionless, watching. The one thing unthinkable, we realise, is that the sun should swerve in its course. But to continue that course is to fall into the jaws of the embodiment of cosmic evil and negation.


With a piercing scream of rage the griffins speed across the airy gulf and hurl themselves upon the dragon. They have no easy victory. 


The first griffin to arrive receives a lashing blow from the dragon’s tail and is sent skimming like a great fireball across the heavens.


Of the other griffins, three seize where they can upon the dragon’s body and limbs; they hold fast with their eagle talons, while with beak and with lion claws they tear at the green scaly skin; but more they cannot do. 


Another griffin secures a fast hold on the monster’s tail and is flung from side to side ceaselessly, but will not let go. The great reptile is somewhat distracted thereby: yet still the hideous jaws gape over the sun, and the sun mounts inevitably into their poisonous depths. A shadow darkens all the vault of the sky, and a great stillness awaits the outcome of the contest.


The sixth griffin, which has been circling around the dragon, soars high now and drops sheer upon the arching neck, digging claws and talons deep, flapping great wing-tips around to baffle the small red eyes in the green head. The dragon rears upward very slightly under this attack.


At this moment, back like a golden javelin hurled by a god comes the griffin that was flung out of the combat by the dragon’s tail in the initial encounter. Straight for the lifted and unprotected throat of the dragon darts this griffin, and clings there where the fangs cannot reach, only to be dislodged if the dragon moves away from the sun.


Suddenly, effulgent light streams forth in all its perfection as the dragon twists itself away from the sun. Violently the green monster shakes off its assailants and sweeps downward, bellowing, to disappear in the lower vapours. The griffins, calling to each other in triumph at having put their ancient enemy to flight, circle several times above the region where the dragon disappeared and then themselves make off, we know not whither.


We consider a matter that seems strange to us; why the warlike griffins, when they had the advantage of the green dragon, did not slay so malevolent an enemy but simply put it to flight? We arrive at a realisation that the green dragon, like many other powerful and noxious entities, can neither be destroyed nor laid to rest, at least not within the terms of this evolution; they can be put to flight, they can by a powerful champion of the Light be held in check for long ages, but they do not die. 
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Our guide turns to the direction in which we had been advancing before the appearance of the dragon, and extends his staff so that it points horizontally before him; then he lowers the tip so that it inclines slightly downwards. In response to this gesture, he and we begin to move forward and to descend gradually along the line he is thus indicating.


After some time, the snowy summits of a high mountain range appear far before and below us, sparkling in the sunlight. We descend steadily at the same rate as before, but we seem to be dropping far more rapidly as the side of the mountain rises to meet us. Now the windswept trees below the snow line become visible, and our guide directs us to survey the approaching landscape.


Somewhat apart from the highest peaks of the range, we see a tall cone-shaped mount that is covered with trees almost to its summit. Towards the foot of this hill our guide directs his flight. We wonder at the strange power that resides in his staff, or rather in him, the Alchemist, so that as he indicates the direction he wills to take, so our direction is determined likewise. We cannot feel that this is any contravention of our will, since it is we who choose to take him as our guide; rather we see it as another example of the way in which whatever materials come to hand, and one’s own magical instruments in particular, should be used to accord with their nature for the fulfilment of one’s inner spiritual purpose.

Our guide comes to earth at the base of the cone-shaped mount, and within a moment we too feel the ground beneath our feet. From where we stand, a path leads up the mount. To judge by its low incline, it must take a spiral course, but from the beginning it is so overgrown with dense leafage that we can distinguish no feature of the mount save for the small platform of bare and craggy rock at the summit. A heady, almost intoxicating odour of spice-bearing trees comes to our nostrils.


Using his staff to aid his steps, our guide begins the ascent of the mount and we follow. The winding path is narrow and uneven, and, on the far side of the mount from the commencement of the path, we find a clear stream falling in cascades from the summit. As we climb, we drop behind our guide a little way.


From our first few upward steps, when the branches of the trees of the mount began to close in upon us, we have become more and more aware of the insistent rustling and murmuring in their leaves. Now the murmuring forms itself into patterns of speech:


“What do they seek?”


“The Red Flower of the Sun.”


“Then must they cross the silvery sea.”


“But this is not the way.”


“They do not know the way.”


“Take care! Take care!”


“Come and learn the way!”


“Turn aside to this path!”


“Here is the path to fortune!”


“You do not know the way.”


Do the voices really come from the odorous leaves, we wonder, or do they come from within our own minds, expressing our own hidden thoughts?


“They do not know the way.”


“Take care! Take care!”


“Come and learn the way!”


Several times we pause, irresolute, and the Alchemist goes on further ahead of us. At other times we try to shut the quiet voices out of our consciousness, but they persist in their murmuring attempts to lead us aside from our path.


“Turn aside to this path!”


“Here is the path to fortune!”


“You do not know the way!”

Now we approach the summit of the mount. The trees and fragrant bushes end, and for a short distance we climb by footholds cut in the bare rock.  
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On a natural, almost flat rocky platform at the summit we find the Alchemist; and standing with him are the same two children of whom we caught visionary glimpses earlier, although now they both seem to be somewhat older. The boy is still dressed in red, the girl in white, he still carries the box in which he placed the sulphur, and she still carries the crystal cup in which she placed the salt. 

From a crevice in the rock near the centre of the platform issues the clear and copious spring whose waters, cascading down the mount, we have encountered during our ascent. 

The Alchemist contemplates this spring, and looks to the sun that has now arisen almost to its noonday height. Having laid his staff down gently upon the rock, from beneath the ample folds of his blue surcoat he carefully lifts a pouch made of softly padded and quilted white silk; he opens this pouch, and from it he takes, with care, an ancient drinking vessel.

It is of glass; but so old is it, its like would be hard to find. The cup is deep and bell-shaped, and a short stem unites it to a small base. The rim of the cup is turned completely outward so as to close upon itself and to hold, all round, a fine thread of imprisoned air. So old is this cup that the swirling lines of its making show in the glass like the water about a whirlpool; it is transparent no longer, but gleams with dusky blue and green, and flashes with strange metallic sparkles.

The Alchemist takes this wonderful vessel to the spring, rinses it, and then fills it with fresh water. Holding this in his left hand, in his right he lifts his massive golden lamen without removing the chain from his neck. He turns the lamen and catches the rays of the sun upon the bright gold, so that as they reflect back the metal seems to blaze with their effulgence; and, just at the moment when the sun mounts to its zenith, he speaks a word of power in a quiet voice, holding the cup and lamen so that the full force of the noonday sun is deflected into the limpid water. The water flashes and sparkles with a myriad tiny bubbles; the Alchemist, watching this intently, silently replaces the lamen upon his breast.

He now offers the cup to the girl, who drinks from it and passes it to the boy, who in turn drinks deeply of it and hands it back to the Alchemist. Both children are evidently refreshed and strengthened for further adventure by this magical draught empowered by the sun; both glow with a light that increases until they are absorbed into its splendour, and then the light fades from our vision. The Alchemist, having watched the departure of the children, again puts away the venerable vessel of ancient glass.
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Now as we look towards the high snowy peaks that on one side break our horizon, a strong vigorous wind arises at our back. Our guide indicates that we shall travel with it. He takes up his staff and extends it; lightly and easily then we allow the wind to lift us from the top of the mount, and to carry us high once more into the shining sky.

The snowy peaks sink out of sight as we rise, and, our guide leading, we fly rapidly onwards, passing through shimmering astral vapours, under a remote sky whose luminous pale hue changes continually as if it were the vault of an immense sea-shell containing us. Caught in this variable illumination, opaline columns suddenly flash into being, extending from the depths to the height above us; then just as suddenly they vanish as we speed away. Delicate webs of emerald and amethystine light seem spread to entrap us, and then are left far behind in our flight.


As the luminous vapours coil and surge into strange shapes, during the brief time that we see them they suggest strange images to our consciousness. Here a tree laden with starry fruit grows from the top of a fantastic fortified tower, a dream castle; a flight of birds with extravagantly streaming plumes comes to eat of the shining globes. Now the scene is gone, and great fan-shapes of light, scarlet and intense blue, well up across the heavens and disperse. Through the succeeding blackness a white chariot advances, drawn by horses of flashing brightness; in the chariot sits a woman crowned as a queen. One of the plumed birds appears again and, gliding down past the chariot, places a star-fruit in the woman’s lap where it glows like a ruby. The image is snatched away from us and the sky blazes like a rainbow curtain. Scenes and countenances of an intense, visionary quality flash upon us as we journey long and far.


Now we hear a succession of notes, sonorous, slow, majestic, as from an Aeolian harp; and now, after a pause, the same succession of notes again. We look all about us, but in vain, for any visible manifestation that might be related to this sound.  Our guide, the Alchemist, does not look about. Without pausing in his advance he looks upwards and raises his right hand in acknowledgment and salutation to the sound. And now again we hear the same sonorous, majestic tone, but this time in a different succession of slowly changing notes, like an equinoctial gale singing in the branches of a gigantic tree.


Now the air is full of shining rosy flecks. The intense light irradiates them, creating a hue almost of dawn or of sunset. In every direction, the atmosphere is thronged with little semi-transparent particles, some transmitting and some reflecting the light but all pervading it with the same radiant colour. The sight calls to mind the drift of rose-petals that brought our guide to us.


Indeed, just when these diminutive flecks of rose colour, becoming less distinct, have merged into a soft luminous tint in the air, there comes floating down from the illimitable height of the skies just such a drift of immense rose petals as we witnessed in the desert. 


Our guide and we cease to go forward.


A few of the largest petals draw near, and hover in the air before our guide. Without hesitation he steps on to the central petal, then as they begin to ascend he turns to face us. He raises his arms as in blessing to us, and his wise and benevolent gaze is fixed on us. The brightness of the light that encompasses him, and of the rose petals that surround him, grows more and more intense; but the glowing light about his head increases beyond the rest, so that it first is lost to our sight in the effulgence. Then all merges in a blaze of rose-coloured light. It fades from our perception, and we are hovering in the airy vastness without our guide.
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By an effort of will we begin to go onward again, and our flight continues. At length, looking down, we see a gleam as of the ocean. We remember the words of the talking trees on the mount, that we must cross the silvery sea. Perhaps, then, we shall also find the Red Flower of the Sun.


We resolve to cross the bright ocean before us, even though at present we can see no further shore. As we gaze at it, we realise we are losing height. It is a marvellous silvery sea that confronts us, with shining billows that, as they rise and fall, weave a pulsating web of light. As we gaze fascinated we find that we are drawing still nearer to the bright expanse.


Surely, even so, we have no need to be greatly concerned! We have learned much by watching the Alchemist. We have no wand, as he had, but it seems to us that the correct motion of hand and arm should suffice.


We extend right hand and arm before us as we glide along, in a gesture to indicate rising; but the immediate result is that we drop suddenly lower. Now we are almost skimming the waves. We do not have the deep knowledge, or the power, to direct our course aright; neither do we know the depth, or the extent, of this strange silvery ocean. We make one more attempt, and the waves splash us. They do not feel wet, however.


Now two slender, luminous figures come flying across the waves. They are the two children, dressed in the same colours as before – he in red, she in white – but now they are grown almost to man and woman. Between them they carry a two-handled jar of yellowish red clay, with two bands of geometrical pattern counter-charged in black and white. In their other hands they each hold the vessels they carried previously. Both the children are laughing.


They bid us to descend willingly into the silvery sea. “This is water, but no common water! This is mercury, but not mercury of the material world!” they tell us.


We have faith in these two beautiful and radiant beings, and we allow ourselves to slip into the welcoming waves. For an instant we are immersed; then we float to the surface, and the waves support us. As we gently rise and fall with their rhythmic motion, we feel we are renewed and vitalised by our contact with the pulsating web of light we observed previously. 


In this sea is a magically creative force that, we realise, is derived from, although not the same as, the mystical power of that great ocean which is the mother of all that has form. Here we must learn by rule and measure, but still we must use the magical energies to think and act creatively for ourselves.


Now the children call out, and, laughing again, begin running across the waves away from us. Spontaneously we rise up, and speed also over the silvery waters, under a pale saffron sky.


At last we reach a grey rocky shore. Here the children stop, and we linger also to watch as they fill their jar with the silvery liquid of the waves that break on the rocks. As they complete this task and gather up their treasures of salt, sulphur and mercury, we ask them how it is that they who are so young have such deep knowledge.


Suddenly as they formulate the answer to our question they are entirely man and woman. Their smile is wonderful as they reply, “We have no deep knowledge: we love each other.” In their luminance they blaze together like twin stars. We see that the polarity between them is a power that might otherwise be achieved only by much skill. We look at the path that leads from the shore, and we ask the young lovers if they will accompany us. “Ours is a different way,” they say, and, with their treasures of salt, sulphur and the mysterious mercury, their forms are absorbed into their own radiance that in turn slowly fades from our sight. As we watch the fading light, we hear their voices bidding us go and prosper in our quest. “Knowledge without love avails little,” they add; “love, even without knowledge, has great power; but knowledge gained and used with love is the greatest force there is.”
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Beyond the shore we find a low wall, a gap in which is closed by a pair of swinging gates. The path we are following leads through these gates and we willingly enter because of the mingled fragrance of sweet flowers and aromatic leaves that greets us.


The greenery and the atmosphere are full of moisture; but here we have neither the fantastic and riotous life of the garden in the Sphere of the Moon, nor the contradictory, baffling voices of the talking leaves through which the Alchemist guided us to the summit of the mount. We are now passing through a garden laid out in neat, well-tended beds, intersected by paved paths and filled with plants of many kinds. Each plant, whether large or small, has an inscribed clay tablet accompanying it, giving its name and its curative scientific properties as well as its association in myth and folklore. Here also are small citruses and a number of taller trees that give shade as well as fragrance.


It is evening. The heat and brilliance of the sun have now considerably declined, and it would be both pleasant and instructive to linger in this curious garden; but we must continue on our way.


Beyond the garden we see a large octagonal building, which seems built of carnelian. We walk towards it. The sky above this building is filled with splendour. The sinking sun suffuses it with gold and blue and green, shimmering with lines and waves of shining brightness. The effect is of the wide spreading fan of a peacock’s tail.
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At each side of the entrance to the building is sculptured a symbolic beast; to the left side a unicorn, representing singleness of purpose, and to the right a winged horse, signifying inspiration.


We enter into this sanctuary, where the air is cool and still, and pass between the two columns, the black and the white. We pause, and salute the east.


The Lamp of the Mysteries hangs from the centre of the roof. 

Beneath our feet extends a chequered floor in which squares of almost luminous whiteness, as of marble, alternate with squares of metallic mirror-like blackness. The interior of the roof is similarly adorned. The eight walls have a lustre of dark pearl, with iridescent gleams of brilliant colours playing swiftly and changefully over the surface. With the fitful gleaming of these colours and the complex play of reflections between floor and roof, the whole temple seems to be quivering with movement.


In the east, between two narrow open portals, hangs a curtain rich with mingled colours in the embroidered design of a Phoenix rising gloriously from the ashes of its former self. The passage from an old life to a new one, like the transmutation sought by the alchemists, can take place in many ways and at many levels of being.


We cross the floor and, taking the left hand portal, we pass into a small chamber behind the Phoenix curtain. We enter with a great sense of reverence, for it is evident that some great wonder is here to be seen.


The floor, the walls and roof are of the same materials and colours as the temple itself; but in the middle of this chamber is a low plinth of stone, on top of which stands a brazier of glowing fire. Upon this fire rests a crucible, itself glowing to red heat; and within the crucible is some black substance that we cannot identify, but which gives forth a hot, sweet smell.


The greatest marvel, however, is a small plant with leaves that shine like golden lace, a plant that seems to be growing from the hot, black substance within the crucible. From the centre of this plant arises a tall stem, surmounted by a single bud.


We stand admiring this golden plant, uncertain what art has produced this strange and beautiful sight; when, as we watch, the bud slowly opens, and a living flower spreads its eight petals, each petal red and glowing as a fire opal. And the heart of the flower is of yellow light.


We cannot touch this marvel because of the heat of the fire. We can but contemplate it, and that which it signifies. We have come by the Path of the Sun and crossed the silvery sea to find it; its eight petals represent the regenerative and healing power that is of this Sphere of Mercury, and it bears the light of the Sun in its centre. It is the regenerative and healing power of knowledge; yet everything of this Sphere is dual in nature, and, as the two children told us, the completion of Knowledge is with Love.

Peroration

We have come from the Sphere of Luna, the place of dreams, to the Sphere of Mercury, the place of magical knowledge. We have travelled by way of the Path of the Sun, for the transition from dream to knowledge must be by way of Illumination, in which neither the creativity of dreaming is lost nor the effectiveness of knowledge impaired.


The Path we travel governs the fruition we win in the Sphere at which we arrive; none the less, the fruition is truly won from the Sphere itself. The treasure we have attained in this Temple of Mercury is the Red Flower, which is a traditional manifestation of the alchemical Elixir of Regeneration: itself a form of the Philosophers’ Stone. We have found it springing up in the crucible, which is a symbol of the mind. This is truly the magical work of the Sphere of Mercury; but beneath the crucible glows the fire, which is a ray from the splendour of the Sun and is of the heart. For each Sphere contains every other Sphere after its own manner; and to attain to the Sphere of Mercury, the Sphere of Magick, is not a limitation therein but a limitless treasure to be brought into realisation of knowledge, power and inspiration in the New Life.
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