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MSC MODULE 3

Unit 2

THE 29th 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.


Colours: Soft browns and greens.

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 29th Path; the Bodily Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: ZARAIETOS.


Hebrew Divine Name: EL.


Philosophic attribution: Epicureanism (as Epicurus intended it): “terrors flee when we learn to see only what is … without the additions and interpretations of an ungoverned imagination.”


Influence: Pisces (the Fishes).


Hebrew letter: Qoph (Back of the Head).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XVIII, The Moon.


Element of the Path: Water.


Magical phenomena: Spiritual progress in fellowship with aspirants of all eras and with other living beings.

Sephirah of destination


Greek name: Niké.


Hebrew name: Netzach.


English name: Victory.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: ALBAPHALANA.


Hebrew Divine Name: YHVH TZABAOTH.


Planetary correspondence: Venus. 


Number: 7.


Element: Fire.


Colours: Green, blue, black.


Magical phenomenon: Manifestation of the cosmic power of the Mother; realisation of our spiritual birthright within the natural order.

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 Twenty-ninth Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 29th Path is the Bodily Intelligence, so called because it gives materiality to every shape that is brought to being in the lowest of the Worlds, and by the influence of all the Worlds.

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 XXIX of The Song of Praises:

Quietly under the Moon

Vanishes Day’s vaunted autonomy:

Softly the Voices of Night

Sound at our gates, stir from oblivion

Calling for sacrifice! Lo –

Children are we all of one parentage:

Go we with thanksgiving!

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:


Once again on this Path we set out from the Earth Sphere, Malkuth, and have something of its influence to overcome. This time our destination is Netzach in Yetzirah, the astral level of the Sphere of Venus.


We might expect to encounter a feminine force upon this Path, but this is not the case. Here we travel under the zodiacal sign of Pisces, whose ruling planet is Jupiter, and whose element is Water. We take this Path as children of Zeus, the All-Father, giver of the rains, rivers and oceans that are necessary to all forms of life. (Neptune or Poseidon, in mythology the brother of Jupiter-Zeus, is Qabalistically regarded as his other self, his aquatic manifestation.)


Civilised people build up many artificial concepts to shield themselves from having to see the natural realities of their life. Epicurus, whose philosophy is taken as characteristic of this Path, perceived that through these artificial concepts and through the distorted imagination they engender, we create for ourselves many phantasmal and needless causes of grief and fear. An essential condition, if we are to rediscover the rightful happiness of our being, is to recognise ourselves as a part of all life, so as to live simply, fearlessly, and with the natural dignity of all creatures.

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 29th Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name ZARAIETOS (or EL) to the gate of the Sphere of Netzach, Victory. 

And, in the name ALBAPHALANA (or YHVH TZABAOTH), may the gate of Netzach 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 TWENTY-NINTH PATH

Oration

1

It is evening in summer time and the air is moist and warm. In centuries past the place we are in has been the site of a monastery, built in the Gothic style. Now, fully-grown trees, birch and ash, spread their branches in spaces once covered by a roof, and thick grass grows where once were paved floors. A bird flies from bough to bough; a squirrel scampers across the ground, disappearing into the leafy shadows. Only a few ruined walls of grey stone remain to show what once has been. There is no sorrow here, but peace: the peace of a harmony and equilibrium that with the passage of time is being restored.


Yet there are mysterious stresses in time and space that, once established, do not easily pass away but become portals between sphere and sphere. Before us is a section of broken wall containing a gateway, which had once consisted of an arch with a square tower at each side: now the arch is gone, but the towers remain. Through this opening the further landscape appears remote and dreamlike. An air of extraordinary invitation reaches us from that partly perceived distance. Such an evening as this calls strongly to us to go forth, in our bodies or out of them, to seek reunion with the forces of Nature. We walk over to the gateway and pass through it.

2


Now, truly, we are walking through another region. Here also is grassland, a clearing with clusters of trees and with a denser wood behind it; but of these trees, some are gnarled, twisted and ancient looking, while others have the exotic appearance of other climates and elder growth. The woodland is full of blue mist, which makes the distances questionable and eerie. A smell of aromatic bushes and of humid ferns hangs upon the air. No moving creature is in sight. The branches do not stir, the whole scene is watchfully silent: yet it does not seem to be uninhabited. So remote is it from time and place, so truly pagan in its elemental serenity, this might be a region of the Eastern Mediterranean as it was over two thousand years ago, plane-trees and terebinths meeting with cypresses and palms; and we would suppose some joyful troop of humans, celebrating the gods with song and ringing cymbals, to have passed through but now, or to be about to appear, accompanied perhaps by graceful and garlanded leopards. The breath of such mysteries clings to the clustered trees, it broods in the veiled distances. We walk on until we reach the woodland.

3


A faint sound of running water invites us to find its origin. We wander among trees of different kinds, over slopes of soft earth and of projecting rock, the sound of water, plashing and rippling, becoming continually louder. Then we see where, from the higher part of a steep tree-covered slope, a small spring falls into a rocky basin to which human hands have given the shape of a true cup. We stop and look into this cup, where the water shows deep blue with swirling white bubbles; the cascade is overshadowed by a great and primeval oak, and in the rock above the pool we can trace the outline of a venerable bearded head. We acknowledge that this dedicated fountain is a symbol of the benevolent Sky-Father who provides for the need of all living beings; with cupped hands we take this cold water, and from cupped hands we drink of it in acceptance of this provision and in recognition of the underlying unity of all life forms.


As we drink, a faint peal of thunder sounds from high overhead, and the leaves of the oak rustle as if in recognition of our pledge.

4


We see that the overflow from the basin runs away in a dark stream, which is concealed, and at the outset almost swallowed up, by ferns and by water-loving plants with starry flowers. In the deepening twilight we follow the course of the stream as it gradually becomes wider. Tall grass moves in a pleasant breeze, and a fine rain begins to fall. So gentle and warm is the rain that we scarcely feel it, but soon we are drenched in its moisture. We might almost be immersed in the stream we are following, except that we can walk and breathe without effort. Nevertheless, the boundaries that mark off the world of waters are lost, and from time to time we are conscious of the presence of amphibious creatures, both mammals and reptiles, travelling in the same direction as ourselves, some climbing from the water to move for a while on land, some leaving the bank suddenly to swim in the stream. It makes no difference how they choose to travel, or whether we find their forms beautiful or grotesque. We are all making the same journey at this time, and they and we are to some degree kindred.

5


Now the stream we have been following cascades into a river, and we walk on beside the river; only now we are not moving in the direction of the current, we are following the river towards its source.


Night has fallen, and in the darkness the water shows deep brown, carrying upon its rain-starred surface the yellow rays of the moon. Slowly we make our way along the bank, but it is irregular and eroded. We are eager to press forward but at the same time we are fearful of stumbling, afraid of putting a foot down in shadows that seem solid but that will fall away into a watery blackness beneath us. 


Gradually a chill takes possession of our hands and feet, coldness and trembling and uncertainty seize upon us. We stand still. We feel drained of strength, powerless to move. With a strange sense of horror and bewilderment, we begin to wonder if we are not lost indeed. But lost where? How can we be lost? For we are part of the universe, participating in all the conditions and qualities within it, and all these conditions and qualities are part of ourselves. That which we experience cannot be altogether alien to us. We compel ourselves to breathe steadily and to look ahead into the night.


Suddenly a gleam of brilliant lilac light shines before us. It increases rapidly in size, suffusing with blue, until it becomes a large ovoid of blue light. This dims slightly, and we see standing within it an august and majestic form. He is clad in an ample and undulating cloak of a deeper blue, and beneath this is a flowing robe of blood red. His hair, deep green in colour, descends to his shoulders, long and curling at the ends: his beard is similar. From his head two vertical horns arise, slender and tapering, each with a spiral marking channelled from base to tip. His face is calm and benevolent, with broad forehead, heavy brows, and with luminous eyes filled with wisdom, although deep-set and almost hypnotic in their intensity. Having raised his arms in a gesture of welcome and blessing, he turns and leads the way forward. 


Our path is now illuminated by the blue radiance that emanates from him, and we follow with renewed confidence and strength.

6


As we advance in this watery atmosphere, with the swift river beside us, and the fine rain falling, the light shining about our guide enables us to see other human forms proceeding on the same path as ourselves. We recognise these as people of many varied cultures, in garments of different periods of past time and of the present, and some that we can discern to be of the future. We see united families, forming centres of peace and harmony in their shared lives and willing an equal peace and harmony to others. We see monastic communities, Buddhist, Essene, Christian, some of men, some of women. We see Quakers and Dervishes, hermits and recluses of every faith, dedicated people of every kind. On and on we follow, together with these other companions. 

The rain becomes stronger and heavier. The river, which has been rising almost imperceptibly for some time, now floods over the path. Unable to discern where the river-channel lies, we can only keep our eyes upon the form of our guide, with the surrounding blue luminosity that shines in the darkness even through the falling torrent. The voices of the rain and of the flooding river have become a choir, with a wild hissing and rushing and the broken warbling of small currents of water passing an obstacle, sounding shrilly and intermittently above the incessant central song, the almost melodious chanting and calling of the main body of water; and far below that again, heard from time to time in tones of menace and warning, the deep booming and roaring of the flood.

The water becomes deeper over the path until we are wading waist-deep in the flood; but our guide, proceeding ahead of us, is mighty in the world of waters, and moves forward upon the surface. We struggle forward, following him, but uneven and slippery rocks are beneath our feet, and the strong current pulls at our garments, now to one side, now to the other, until we feel we must fall.

Our guide turns to face us, ad at his gesture we all pause. Instinctively, we know what we are to do. Stripping off all our clothes, we abandon them to the dark river: quickly they are swirled away, and now we can move with more freedom since the currents have less hold upon us.

Our guide, ever shining in blue radiance, now beckons us to continue following him, and the whole company does so. We advance slowly through the wilderness of waters, until at last he leads us up a series of footholds to a track way that is clear of the flood.

We are still aware, in the dim light, of the presence of all the people we saw previously, of whatever sort, walking with us, completely unclothed as we are. There is no distinction here. For upon this Path that we are now treading it is not the formal code of a man’s or a woman’s belief that signifies, but the perception of certain natural values and a resolution to live by them in whatever time and place we find ourselves. Whether in hope to attain a better birth or to escape altogether from births; whether from desire of a future paradise or for no reward save a life well lived here and now; whether for love of Deity or for love of Humanity or for pure love of the goodness of Being, upon this Path it matters not, for all these loves and purposes alike manifest a love of the forces of Life.

7


Slowly the tumultuous sound of the rain becomes less, until it is a gentle pattering. The voice of the river becomes lighter and softer. Our guide leads us continually onward.


We walk beside the river for some time, and then we come to a place where a sharp bend in the course of the river turns it away from our path. 


The ground underfoot is grass-covered, with here and there tall clumps of rushes; and by these, and by the way our feet sink slightly into the wet earth, we can tell that it is in places marshy. We tread with careful and unhurried steps, watching the blue light that surrounds our guide, until at last he pauses, as the moon shines brightly out from the slowly dispersing clouds. 


We stand overlooking a wide morass partially covered with slowly drifting mist, upon which the variable moonbeams play strangely. For a time we see only the vague abstract shapes of the mist, drifting and breaking and re-forming itself in the cold light: now plainly visible, now indistinct and uncertain. Slowly a feeling comes to us that there is a living presence out there beyond the mist, hidden, alien, and perhaps hostile. What its visible form might be, we do not know, but its silent brooding impresses itself upon us so that we wait apprehensively, with coldness in the hands and a prickling in the scalp.


About a hundred yards from us there stands a small group of birch trees, their white trunks gleaming. Near to them, close above the ground, wavering and restless shadow-forms go back and forth, back and forth like beasts of prey; then little by little we lose sight of them as the mist thickens in that place and drifts gradually nearer to us. We cannot tell whether they have remained by the trees or whether they have moved elsewhere.


Something seems to be standing far over to the right, rather closer to us, but we cannot discern it well enough to be certain whether it is another tree or perhaps a human figure.


Suddenly the moon disappears behind a mass of cloud, and the scene before us vanishes in blackness.


We stand motionless, straining our ears to hear and our eyes to see, but only our hearts beat in the chill oppressive silence while we wonder what has become of the ghostly forms we had been watching – have they ceased to exist now that the light has gone, or are they moving stealthily in the dark, gaining positions from which to spring upon us? Try as we may, we can descry nothing clearly, although from time to time an indefinable greyness seems to move in the gloom and then to disappear again. Slowly the moonlight begins to return, showing us the white birch trees and indistinct patches of mist.


Now a cold breeze has arisen, carrying the strange unwelcoming smell of the marshes. The areas of mist move and re-shape themselves more rapidly. Do we catch sight of low gliding, menacing forms that are whirled about or rear themselves up in the grey vapour? Is that an arm outstretched, pointing towards us, or is it a broken and leafless bough that was previously unnoticed? Surely the whole scene has changed in some way, is more alive with sinister suggestion? Still there is no sound, and the formless clouds extend themselves, break, and are re-shaped as they move towards us. 


Now the breeze catches them again, and with a sudden twist it whirls them behind us! We turn sharply to see how we may be beset, but the moon is covered by cloud again, and whatever may be present crouches in black shadow.


A thin high-pitched cry strikes momentarily upon our ears; we cannot analyse it for it is gone as soon as we become aware of it, but next moment we see a slender grey figure speeding from our company and flitting wraithlike from mound to mound of reeds, further and further into the marsh. The wind veers again and the mist-creatures swing round, as if they and the wind that carries them were alike guided by some malicious external intelligence: they overtake and crowd upon the fugitive. Once again we hear that thin evanescent scream, ended before we can take in its entire meaning; then there is silence, the mists drift on, and the grey figure has vanished.


Suddenly we realise that the mist-banks beside us are full of movement, turbulent with indistinct forms gathering within them. The silence is intolerable in suspense. A few more moments to wait, and we too shall be overrun, herded into the treacherous marsh-pools by our scarcely discernible enemies. We think of that hideous fate, the slipping foot, the struggle with liquid mud that binds and finally engulfs; the vain seeking for foothold or handhold, the last useless fight for breath: we see how the fear-driven victim brings about his own agony. In this moment of horror, a strange new hope comes to us, for far off where the mists are less heavy we see a tiny flame of light coming towards us through the darkness. From side to side it moves, dancing as though carried by one unseen who treads cautiously over the marshy ways; soon we perceive that this light is followed by another, that takes likewise a varied direction but slowly moves towards us.


Again from among us there is a movement as a dim grey figure goes forth, running this time to meet the approaching lights. Another and another springs forward, to be lost from sight among the mists. Shall we too run to meet our rescuers?


But no! We turn our eyes from the phantom shapes – for those who seemed to run from among us, whether to destruction or to safety, are as phantasmal as the mist-creatures – and we fix our attention upon our calm and venerable guide. He looks at us with love and reassurance, and signs to us to look again upon the mist. We turn back our gaze to it, and lo! – it is now only mist in truth, and the shapes into which it drifts are abstract and meaningless, while the marsh-lights move away and flicker mockingly over the black water. Terrors flee when we learn to see only what is, whether materially or spiritually, without the additions and interpretations of an ungoverned imagination.


We look up at the sky, and it has grown paler. We turn, and above the horizon the sun is beginning to rise. We watch the sky filling with gold, red and purple; at this moment in time we see both the rising sun and the fading moon. All is beauty, peace and wonder. The mist is dispersing, and a myriad of dewdrops upon the grass shimmer in brilliant prismatic colours. In joy we make our salutation to the sun, then, after lingering for a few minutes more to drink in the loveliness of the scene, we turn to follow our blue-mantled guide.

8


Our path now leads steeply uphill, and after some time we come again to the river, for its upper reaches have their course through the hills before descending in successive rapids and pools to the plain below. Where we rejoin the river, the rift in the hills through which it has issued is broad and shallow.


Here and there the slopes show uneven ridges and points of rock, and among these a host of many-coloured blossoms have opened at the daybreak. We greet these fair children of earth and of water, called into beauty by the fire of the sun, for they make our path so much the more joyful! The music of running water adds to the gladness of our hearts. And now our guide bids us pause again.


The silver disc of the moon has vanished altogether from the sky. But see! Another token of her power comes towards us. A troop of horses, milk-white with large blue-black eyes, comes gently descending the further slope. We look to our guide, asking whether we should accept the company of these exquisite creatures. He spreads his arms to express assent. By the ordeals we have already passed we have earned the right to ride the horses, but the adventures of this Path are not yet at an end.


We choose our horses and mount them. The horses toss their heads impatiently, anxious to move on. Our guide meanwhile raises his arms in benediction, and we understand that he is about to leave us. In that case, how are we to know our true direction? We look again to our guide for counsel, but the genial and wise smile with which this dignified spirit responds to us needs no words. We have found our authority over the natural forces, so we should learn to trust them to work for us in their own manner.


The light about our guide becomes more luminous, even in this full daylight. It grows stronger and brighter until it is a blue effulgence in which his form can no longer be distinguished; then the blue light itself slowly fades away and he is gone from us.

9


Now we put into effect his latest counsel, and give our horses their heads to do as they will. At once they set off beside the river, carrying us joyfully on our way. After some time, on each side of the river valley through which we are travelling there rise steep and rugged banks, where grey rock gleams among small flowering plants and where an occasional tall cone-bearing tree looks into the hazy distance.


On and on we ride. The banks become steeper, they are more rocky and less covered with vegetation, and the distance between them and the river narrows. After a time we are moving along a stony strand at the water’s edge, and the sound of hooves striking upon pebbles gives forth an insistent and hollowly-echoing staccato.  We go forward into shadow, because high above us rise the rocky walls between which the river flows. Gradually the stony margin becomes narrower, until at last, ahead of us, we see a place where the strand ends and the rocky wall rises sheer from the river itself. But without hesitation our horses plunge into the water and, with us still on their backs, they continue to make their way upstream, swimming strongly against the current.


The many voices of the river sing loudly around us, deep and bellowing, keen and melodious, high and chiming, so that we cannot communicate with one another, but collectively must be led by the natural powers as these can best fulfil our true wills. So we go forward upon the horses, rejoicing in their powers and in our own, rejoicing in the sense of liberation that comes with the success of our efforts and theirs, rejoicing also in our nudity and in the direct contact of our bodies with the horses and with the water. This passage through the deep and flowing river is indeed a test of endurance, but it is one in which we can be glad with the certainty of achievement and with the sense of participation in a strength greater than our own – both the strength of the river and that of the horses.

10


At last the water becomes shallower, and our horses are able to find foothold on the river-bed and to walk instead of swimming. In this manner we are carried onward to a valley where the river has spread into a vast pool, which we enter, halting in the shallow water around its edge.


From the deep waters in the centre of this pool, a pair of large and beautiful fishes comes to meet us. They appear in the form of dolphins, for as spiritual beings they are able to travel where they please in the watery domain, in the river as well as in the salt ocean. As they come near we salute them as elder brother and elder sister. The horses know them too, and neigh in greeting.


The fishes swim back into the deep centre of the pool, and there begin a slow and undulating dance, over and beneath, around and across; and now in the shallows our horses begin dancing too for pure joy of life itself. Faster now the fishes turn, leaping sometimes in glittering arcs from the waves; faster also our steeds, with us upon their backs, rear and plunge and whinny playfully, sending the water in a spray of shining drops up from their hooves.


O bliss of life and of being! O elemental ecstasy! O precious kinship with every force of nature! 


The two great fishes circle about one another, then raise themselves up in the water as in salutation, and plunging into the deeps are gone.

11


We and our horses alike have been refreshed by the caressing waters; now they and we together return to the land, to find our path again. The horses fling up their heads and neigh, and begin running across the valley. We make no attempt to check them, for surely these large-eyed and comely ones know their way; and we laugh and sing aloud in exultation. Distance rushes towards us, meets us and disappears. Our horses are running, running like the wind. How splendid is the impact of air upon face and breast! How joyful, when we pat the velvety neck or shoulder of our mount, to feel the warmth and movement of steely muscles beneath! Now the hoof-beats thud upon grass, now they ring out on rock, now it is grass once more and the smell of bruised herbs comes to our nostrils. One of the horses neighs again, loud and high, and another answers in the rapture of running.



At once the speed accelerates: we are one with the movement of the horses, and keenly we scan the ground in the distances ahead. What is that dark smoke which spreads across our path, rising unevenly from the ground? A fierce and fiery light illuminates it from beneath, grows in intensity, and then dies slowly away to spring up again shortly afterwards. We are rushing towards a mighty volcanic fissure, and there is no other way to go. Beyond it the ground slopes gently upward, and the path looks easy and pleasant: but first we must attain to it by a supreme effort.


We know that in this journey we have the power to do what we will, if we will it in truth, and a feeling of great joy and power is with us.


Now the air that strikes upon us is hot and filled with the harsh smell of saltpetre, potash, and other mineral fumes. The moment of trial has arrived. Our horses leave the rocky ground, soaring high and higher, and as we are carried upward we too strive to soar, to fly, to be winged for our passage over the fiery chasm. We catch a swift glimpse beneath of a molten depth too bright to look upon, of flame that seems consciously to reach up towards us.


But we have passed over the place of peril. We take a deep breath of sweet cool air, and a great shout of “Triumph!” rises from all our throats as the horse-hooves thud and pick up their rhythm anew on the farther side. Soon we are travelling over the grass again. Up a wide slope we gallop, in a high region where flowers grow in profusion.


Now in the distance we see a step pyramid. Our horses carry us swiftly toward this, and as we approach it they slow to a trot, then to a walk. We see that the building is, in fact, a massive ziggurat, shaped like those ancient structures in Mesopotamia. It is built on a square plan, and has seven terraces joined by flights of steps, each terrace being progressively smaller than the one beneath. This ziggurat, however, is built entirely of malachite, an opaque lustrous stone with bands of darker and lighter green. We ride slowly up to it, and then we dismount from our horses, thanking them for their aid and letting them go free.  

12


There is a portal at ground level leading into the temple, and we go through this. 


After walking for a short distance along a low passageway, we arrive at the portal of an inner chamber. Reverently we enter, passing between the black column and the white column. Then we stop, and salute the east, which lies before us.

The walls of this chamber are of polished malachite; the floor is of translucent deep blue crystal. Above us shines the single Lamp of the Mysteries, symbol of the Eternal Flame. In the southeast, a copper bowl rests upon a tripod, and from this bowl ascends the faint blue aromatic smoke of burning incense. 

In the centre of the eastern wall is a square-cut recess, which serves the function of a shrine. Within this is something that stands in shadow, yet from which power rays out to us like beams of light. It is a holy power, a divine power, most august and elevated and yet penetrating every particle of body and soul. As our eyes become accustomed to the shadow, we see that in the recess is a mass of black stone, vitrified by more than earthly fires, and not sculptured by human hand: this is one of those venerable rocks, meteoric in origin, which have always been held sacred to the power of the Mother. She who nourishes, She who sustains, manifests Her presence to us through this most primal of her emblems, this wandering rock that told early man that he and his world were not lonely in the universe. Our whole attention is fixed upon it, and our every emotion is laid bare to those delicate and penetrating rays. Our joy and our sorrow, our love and our fear, our hope and weariness, our pride and shame, are poured out as a cup of wine for libation, for they are sacred to Her. A mother knows every part of the body of the child she has borne: but She whom we revere has brought forth and cradled our souls also in the depths of Her being. Thus we give back to Her that which is Hers, and in the giving is a great and joyful peace.

Peroration


We have come through flowing water and through fire, and both have been needful to bring us into the Sphere of Venus. We have contemplated the sacred meteorite, one of the great emblems of the Mother-Deity of this sphere. As Her power pervades us, we come to understand that that which represents Her must in some wise represent us her children also. The meteorite, which has travelled through space to be a visitant upon our planet, is yet a sister rock to the rocks of Earth. And so we too are indeed one with all that we perceive, and all that we perceive is part of us. We need have no fear of failure, nor ever shall fail, while we know ourselves to be a part of the cosmos that fails not. In the strength of that certainty we go forward to Victory, which is of our Mother. For this Victory is not only the outcome of our endeavours, but is our birthright from the beginning. Ours is not to be the transitory triumph of the aggressor, but the true victory of that which is receptive to, and fructified by the mighty creative powers of the universe.


Battery: 3-5-3
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