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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: White, silver, mingled harmonious tints.

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 28th Path; the Perfecting Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: IALDABAOTH.


Hebrew Divine Name: YAHU.


Philosophic attribution: Enlightened Humanism: control of the natural order by enlightened human understanding.


Influence: Aquarius (the Water-bearer).


Hebrew letter: Tzaddi (Fish-hook).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XVII, The Star.


Planetary Correspondences: Saturn, Uranus.

Element of the Path: Air.


Magical phenomena: Soaring flight and aspiration, the ambrosial rain.

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, rose.


Magical phenomenon: Manifestation of the power of the Mother through the inner aspiration of each individual.

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-eighth Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 28th Path is the Perfecting Intelligence, so named because by means of it the nature of every entity below the Sun-sphere is brought to its own fullness and perfection.

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 XXVIII of The Song of Praises:

Tzaphqiel, Bright One beyond

Veils of the Night! Envoy and countenance

Thou of the Mother, all hail!

Thine is that far fortress of radiance

Lighting the drouth of our way:

Fountain of hope, water celestial –

Deathless our thirst for it!

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 begins in Yesod and takes us to Netzach, and the journey from beginning to end is in the World of Yetzirah. Here we travel under the zodiacal sign of Aquarius, whose element is Air albeit with watery connotations. The two ruling planets, Saturn and Uranus, each have their influence; but each is further conditioned by the fact that Aquarius is one of the zodiacal signs of the “quarters”, which are traditionally symbolised by the “Four Living Beings” of Ezekiel’s vision. In the case of Aquarius, the symbolic figure is the Winged Man, or Angel.


An “angel” is, essentially, a messenger from a divine or supernal source. That is why The Song of Praises invokes for this Path Tzaphqiel, Archangel of the Sephirah Binah, whose high influence indeed brightens this Path with a lustre that is beyond the elevation of the Path itself. The Hebrew letter Tzaddi, “the fish-hook”, seems to relate to this high influence: an idealism lifting us beyond our former level to the noblest visions of what we as human beings should attain to.


On the 29th Path we had to find our reality at the astral level of being. Now on this 28th Path, attuned to the World of Yetzirah from the beginning, we can joyfully and courageously follow our dreams. There are dangers, certainly. The greatest is the one indicated while we are still in Yesod, although it could apply to the whole World of Yetzirah: the danger of being shut in with our own partial echoes and reflections when we seek to explore the astral environment. And, having escaped from that self-enclosure, somewhere on the way between the Sphere of Imagination and the Sphere of Nature we may encounter such entities as the “energy vampire”, which is not a real existence in its own right but, with its stolen life forces, is not quite unreal either. Such phantasms, however, must yield before the resolution of the truly living.


The aspect of the Goddess of Love that crowns this journey is an inspiring manifestation of the Supernal Mother whose brightness has illumined our adventuring. If upon the Path of Pisces we found ourselves to be “children of one father”, upon the Path of Aquarius we find ourselves to be “children of one mother”. The experience is humanising in the best sense of the word.

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 28th Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name IALDABAOTH (or YAHU) 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-EIGHTH PATH

Oration

1

As a person awakens from deep sleep, without sensation, without emotion, so our consciousness awakens in the Sphere of the Moon. Then, gradually, we become aware of the scene and the sounds in which we participate.


We are in a large hall, surrounded by the gleaming walls and high, arched doorways of a stately palace, all of highly polished white stone accented with borders and ornaments of silver. The tall windows are similarly decorated, but are filled with many coloured stained glass, in abstract designs that, as the eye dwells upon them, seem to form themselves into suggestions of primeval living shapes, through which shines brilliant moonlight.


Now the sweet sound of festive music strikes our ears. We hear the tones of violins and of flutes in a haunting, elusive melody with a romantic dance rhythm. A mingled, warm breath of delightful perfumes meets us as, through the doors, hand in hand, streams a throng of happy dancers, men and women. All of them wear eye-masks; all wear beautiful and fantastic costumes in a medley of colours that however, do not clash. The effect is like a chorus of voices together proclaiming Carnival; while unconcealed by their masks, the light in the eyes of the dancers, and their smiling lips, emphasise the carefree festivity of the occasion.


We mingle with this light-hearted company, and we share in the dancing, the song and the greetings that are casually exchanged. We feel we are surrounded with friendliness, with happiness shared and with the beauty of the scene, and evidently our new companions have the same feeling.


After a time, however, we begin to notice a peculiar circumstance that makes communication far less easy than at first it appeared.


The highly polished walls of the palace have a singular power of reflecting shapes and echoing sounds. If we catch a glimpse of a smiling face beside us and we turn to greet it, most often it is only the reflection of our own features; if we speak to another person, we are not likely to hear that person’s reply because of the echoing of our own words back to us from the walls.


Looking about, we can see that every person is affected by this confusion, the masked dancers as much as the rest of us. Every person, trying to communicate with another, seems as if imprisoned with his or her own echoes and images; every person present, save one.


The exception is a slender young woman whose arrival nobody had observed, although her whole being is luminous. She wears no mask, and her eyes are bright and remarkably expressive. She is dressed in a diaphanous robe of pale blue, on which are scattered silver stars, and which is clasped by a girdle of silver. The tissue of her robe is so fine that its outlines seem to melt into the air, and through it she shines like pale ivory. Her long hair is deep golden and falls upon her shoulders; it is unbound save for a garland of small delicately coloured flowers about her brow. Her arms are bare, and upon her feet are silver sandals. She carries a sistrum of shining pale yellow metal.


Watching her, we observe that luminous though she is, the shining walls afford her neither reflection nor even a shadow; and when she speaks, her voice is not echoed back as every other voice is. Were it not for her personal radiance, we might consider these peculiarities to be sinister; but as it is, we realise the enchantment of this moon palace has no power over her own greater power. After looking eloquently at us, she turns and leaves the building; and all of us, including the masked dancers, with one accord follow her. We all have one motive in this: for without the power to communicate with others, no one person’s individuality is complete, and she over whom this spell of the Moon Sphere has no power, must be our guide to lead us to clearer levels of vision and knowledge.

2

As we pass through one of the arched, silver bordered doorways and walk out into the moonlight, a cool breeze is blowing. We go for some distance across a bare expanse of white rock that in some places rises up in weird and picturesque formations, until we stand at the brink of a slightly sunken area in the rock, a natural amphitheatre of roughly circular shape. Every detail of the landscape appears in clear definition in the brilliant moonlight; every detail stands out distinctly, too, of that which stands delicately balanced in the centre of this circular depression.


It is a sailing ship, fully rigged and with white sails set ready for voyaging; a wonderful and beautiful sight, strange though it is to see such a ship poised upon bare, dry rock.


From where we stand overlooking the depression in which the ship rests, a narrow gangway leads across to the deck. With a sign to us our guide crosses the gangway, and we follow her aboard. So far as we can see, there are no crew, nor anyone else in the ship but our guide and ourselves; and there is no sound except for the slight movement of the canvas in the breeze. 

When everyone is aboard, our guide raises her sistrum and sounds it; it has a musical but commanding tone. Then, as the sound of the sistrum dies away, the ship rises almost vertically out of the rocky hollow into the night sky. Rising with the ship, we feel the breeze grow stronger and fresher; and then, with a steady flying motion, the ship goes forward through the clear air. We pass over white crystalline mountains and mysterious shadowed valleys, until at last, when again we look down, we see below us the luminous pale blue waves, lazily rising and falling, of an astral ocean.


Moving forward all the time, the ship descends, until a plume of diamond spray rises as her bows cut into the undulating surface.

3

The moon is rapidly setting, and sky and sea alike are illuminated by a myriad points of starlight.


With a calm sea and a gentle wind, and no heed needed for guiding the ship, our dancers quickly decide to resume the festivities. Large, brightly coloured lanterns soon adorn the masts, and delightful music sounds from several instruments and many voices. Part of the deck soon becomes a dancing area. The magnificent ship sailing onward under the stars, with the medley of gleaming colourful lights and sweet sounds, is a delightful spectacle. We are untouched by any breath of care. A wonderful sense of freedom possesses us. It goes to our heads; we laugh for happiness, without needing any more exact cause, while, each according to our own impulses, we dance, sing, converse or silently enjoy the total pleasure of the occasion. Only our guide remains watchful, although she smiles at the festive scene, and the grace with which she glides among us has more beauty than the movement of the dancers.


Suddenly a startled cry halts the dancing, and we look to see the cause of the trouble. A number of long, gleaming tentacles, translucent and jelly-like, arise from the sea and attach themselves to the ship, so that the entity to which they belong is able to pull itself up by means of them. It has a multitude of limbs whose length varies, as they are required; its body, in the midst of them, is small and narrow, seeming to have no organs but a voracious and pulsating mouth. The ship is brought almost to a standstill by this clinging monster; some of its limbs reach out towards the lanterns and darken them instantly, seeming to drain the light itself from them at a short distance, while other of these limbs hover, quivering, over the heads of the assembled company. We being to feel chilled and faint, and we seem unable to thing clearly while we watch vibrant lines of light run up the tentacles of the entity, its body beginning meanwhile to expand and to grow luminous. Evidently we have to do with some kind of vampiric monster that is drawing our energy from us.


Our guide acts quickly. A long peal of sound rings forth from her sistrum, and the ship rises rapidly, but this time with a backwards motion: no longer trying to press forwards despite the inertia caused by the monster, but unexpectedly snatching us away from it. Then instantaneously the ship darts forward and downward again, striking in the midst of the swelling light-filled body.


There is a crackling explosion, and a blaze of murky orange-yellow flame which seems to run from the disintegrated body back into the tentacles: we glimpse twisting threadlike fragments of that same dull flame reeling and spinning off in every direction before in an instant those too are gone. Indeed, only in a limited sense were they ever there, for the vampiric thing had no properly constituted existence. In the pure silence of the night, our ship continues on her way across the gentle swell of that unfathomed sea.
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All save one of the lanterns on our ship have been extinguished: a large one of electric blue still shines on one of the masts. The dancers have taken off their masks and we all sit quietly, re-gathering our energies and reflecting upon what has happened.


The moon has set now, and without its light the stars dominate the whole sky. Overhead is the constellation Aquarius, which is often represented as a gigantic figure with a water jar, pouring down upon us some powerful influence: the influence of what lustration, we wonder, what initiation? Now that our friends from the Moon Sphere have put off their masks, we can more easily feel that they form one party with us on the ship, one band of explorers sharing the adventures of this voyage and the quests that possess our souls. A mighty magnetism has now entered into our questing, for, even more brightly than the stars of the constellation, and superposed upon the pattern of their twinkling lights, one resplendent planet shines with unfaltering lustre: the planet Venus.


The sea has settled to a mirror-like calm, and upon its bosom the stars are imaged in perfect reflection. Our ship seems to be sailing over a sea of stars, under a sky of stars, through a universe of stars. The ship has become a small world travelling through space, and all of us aboard are the inhabitants of that world. The awesome wonder of this feeling touches all of us, uniting us in the telepathic bond of a shared emotion.

The lovely planet that shines supreme in the sky above us is now duplicated in the waters, but this does not diminish for us her unique power and beauty. She is like a magnet drawing us, both forward and upward, but upward principally, even as a portrait of the beloved constantly impels a lover towards its original. The gaze of all of us turns more and more towards the skies, and we are not at once aware of what is occurring when the ship, in sensitive response to the concerted aspiration and desire of us all, gently leaves the surface of the ocean and inclines her course upward into the transparent currents of the air.
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With a steady breeze filling her sails, the magick ship moves upward through the skies. Some of our friends again light the many-coloured lanterns; again the sounds of festive music begin to be heard, and we sail like people returning from a carnival. Our new sense of unity gives our happiness a heightened, vibrant quality, while the joyful music lilts and dances as if entranced by its own fascination.


Upward and onward we fly, into the star-strewn night: upward and onward, faster now, and faster. O spiritual joy! Surely in the power of this flight we shall attain our heart’s desire!

        Suddenly our guide moves to the bow of the ship and gazes attentively into the distance. At once the music ceases in response to her action. We join her, eager to know what she is seeking; and after a while we too perceive, afar off, an edge of thick storm cloud in which lightning is playing. The storm seems very remote from us, but we are travelling at a more than earthly speed.


Our guide sounds her sistrum, and the greater part of the sails furl themselves forthwith; but it is too late either to slacken speed or to change course. The mighty winds of the storm region catch and hold our ship, and we feel the pressure of the air as the ship, and we, are hurled forward into the tumult of the storm itself.


We are carried continually onward. The roaring of thunder is like the booming of a cataract, while lightning flashes and quivers all about us, crackling and hissing as it passes. Our ship is buffeted and tossed by the violence of the elements, but maintains her course. 

From time to time we catch blazing glimpses of the spirits of the storm: they are human in likeness, lean and strong, pale and almost transparent. Their features appear youthful but we cannot read their expression, and their timeless eyes flash forth a fire that is not human. Their hair is whiter than snow, and streams out from the head like a nimbus; gleams of lightning play in it unceasingly. Hovering and soaring, they vanish and reappear with the surge of the storm.


Our desire is rise above the chaos of the elements, to continue our upward flight to the serene and lovely star of our aspiration. Higher mounts our ship and higher yet, until the fury of wind and lightning forms a barrier of opposing force that brings us almost to a standstill. We look to our guide, and before our eyes she is transformed. No longer is her robe diaphanous, for now it is one glory of blue light in which the scattered stars blaze with white fire. The flowers upon her brow are joyful sentient tings, and her silver sandals outshine the lightning. She stands with her arms upraised in an attitude of dominance, the sistrum gleaming like a wand of power and sounding above the mighty wind that sings through it. Now the thunder crashes with a sudden rending reverberation, as if one mountain had been hurled to shatter upon another, and the lightning leaps across abysses of the heavens that open beneath our keel. The ship moves forward, and we ride unharmed through the raging tempest. On and on we travel across the tumult.


Suddenly, the elemental fury diminishes. Our ship has carried us through the main force of the storm but now continues upon a level course. She will carry us through the last throes of turbulence, and on into the night; but her magick will take us no higher.


Yet we, in the force of our aspiration, must still ascend; our very hearts leap upward to rise ever nearer to our Star. A single magnetic ray of the sovereign fascination of the Supernal Mother has touched us, and we must go whither it draws us. O wondrous exultation! O vision primordial! No other faculty or power can match the soaring of such aspiration.


Our guide turns her bright countenance towards us, and with a gesture she bids us to leave the ship, to go of our own volition. We know she will bring the ship, and our friends from the Moon Sphere, safely to their destination, but from this point our way is other than theirs. We respond to our guide with a sign of acknowledgment and thanks; and now, with both arms upraised, we rise and soar forth from the ship into the currents of the air. The ship goes forward without us, and our guide standing like a brilliant blue luminary until all is rapidly lost to view.
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The last drifting vapours of the storm depart beneath us at our ascent, like dark shadows whirling downwards. Exultantly we soar towards the stars, rejoicing in our powers, in the strength of our will and, no less, in the power of the divine attraction by which we are drawn: it seems that our gladness could be no greater.


Now another bank of clouds, purple against the night sky, appears over us. Here is no tempest, but as we rise towards these clouds a fine, cool mist falls upon us. Rapidly this downpour increases in volume; we are drenched in heavy rain. In our great joy of spirit, we welcome this gift of the heavens as we welcome all that befalls us in this adventure: we spread our arms to receive it, we raise our faces to it and open our mouths to drink of it.


But what do we taste? No earthly honey is so sweet, no fruit so refreshing, no wine so fragrant or so intoxicating. At once our senses reel. We have no awareness of whether we pass beyond the clouds or ascend through them, or when or in what manner the ambrosial rain ceases to fall on us. We do not know or care whether our garments continue drenched or if they are dry: the fragrance of that rain remains with us, and it lifts our hearts more than any tidings we could hear. Visions flash before us, visible and intelligible in an instant of consciousness: our perceptions seem expanded, so that we see beyond that which is for us Reality into other Realities different from ours, and these too we love. 

Our soaring flight becomes an ecstasy. We are raised out of ourselves by that wine of life; but better than the draft itself is our awareness of what it signifies, for we can only have received it as a token that we are approaching the last stage of this journey: that the true thirst of our yearning will be assuaged, and we shall indeed be filled with the Brightness whose power has drawn us thus far.

 
With outstretched arms we continue rising swiftly towards the stars. Now as we mount the sky above us is filled with swirling flame, a glorious red-gold brilliance seething and flashing. Our ascent becomes less rapid, but still we approach closer to the coruscating vortex: more slowly yet but continually closer, although the flame above us is glaring, oppressive in its effulgence. Its intensity constricts us; inexorably, but with the slowness of a drifting feather on a windless day, we float upward and pass into the heart of that whirling fire.


Here we seem to be suspended motionless while the flames continue their vertical swirling around us; we feel their breath caressing us as they spin. They grow yet more luminous, their red-gold fire blanching to intense shimmering white light which still whirls and spins, flashing hypnotically around us. Time and space are remote and meaningless in the experience.


Gradually the light fades, the whirling recedes from us. Again the starry skies of night are above us. We are standing upon a hard rocky surface, near the top of a mountain. At the summit rises a stout, stone-built column, surmounted by a great hemispherical cup of burnished copper from which rise the flames of a beacon fire; the glowing lustre of the copper bowl reflecting and augmenting the light of the flames.


Looking to the path before us, we behold a decorative gate of bronze, on which is wrought in gold the device of a rose. The gate swings open and we enter. The upward path is continued by a flight of seven steps, leading to the summit of the mountain. We reach the top of the steps and, passing by the beacon column, we go through an opening in a low parapet, into the circular area of the summit.


Here is a sanctuary, whose beauty and mystery are gently illuminated for us by the beacon fire. A band of garden, rising in a gentle slope towards the centre of the area, is covered with rich green grass out of which spring all manner of flowering plants, each kind in a cluster not far from its neighbours: roses, daffodils, violets, lilies, in endless variety are growing here. At the centre and apex of this circular area stands a building that glows like a gem. It too is circular in plan, with the roof sloping up from the eaves, and in the centre of the roof is another elevation with its own pointed roof. The whole building seems to pulsate in the variable light of the flames, for the walls have the appearance of translucent rose quartz and its roofs are as if tiled with shining amber. An intense feeling of spiritual vitality reaches us in this place, a vibrant and deeply felt peace; we know that within these walls is to be revealed the objective of our journey.
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A narrow paved path leads across the garden to this building, in which a door of burnished copper, flanked by two cypresses, stands open. Adorning the lintel of the door is again the device of the rose. We take the path, and reverently enter the building. 

The walls are rose-coloured and translucent, within as without. The floor is like obsidian, bright as glass, dark green and mysterious as the deeps of the sea. The delicate smoke of a sweet, nostalgic incense hangs upon the air. We pass between the two columns, the black and the white; and then we pause, saluting the east.

We have a deep yearning to understand the full meaning of the Path we have travelled, yet in this place we will not question; we will accept whatever we shall be shown. 


Before us there stands before us a statue of extraordinary beauty.


Carved in warm-coloured marble, of a tint between rose and honey, in the classical Greek style, is a superb female figure, robed and winged and at first sight to be identified with the Winged Victory. This figure stands upon a globe: she represents victory over all. Her posture expresses sovereign authority, yet her countenance is full of compassion. But she is more than Victory: she has the intricate clinging robe of that flying figure, but around her waist is a real girdle of gold, studded with emeralds and pearls. This is a representation of Aphrodite, Goddess of Love, and her victory over the world is a victory of love. And, as a last difference from the classical Winged Victory, this Goddess carries a child in her arms: not a sleeping child, but one who leans upon her arm and looks about, wide-eyed and watchful. This child is represented as having a body and lower limbs draped in heavy wrappings, and the reason for this is twofold. In the first place, it makes the sex of the child indeterminate: for this child represents the whole human race, and at the same time it represents each one of us individually. And, again, the heavy draperies represent the density of the material and astral wrappings from which we gaze out upon the universe. None the less, it is She, Celestial Love, who carries us, She who is also victory; and, if we will but let it be so, her victory shall be ours also.

Peroration


To enter the Sphere of Venus is always to know, and acknowledge, our unity with all that is. But to enter from the Path we have just travelled is to know by experience the impossibility of our separating ourselves, in our quest for perfection and for realisation, from humankind, the race to which we belong. Yet herein is a seeming paradox. If each individual is to win to spiritual fulfilment through interaction with others, so, equally, humanity as a whole can only win to spiritual fulfilment through the striving of each individual.


These balancing truths are shown forth in the Star Path that we have travelled. Our relationship with our fellow beings is not a closed circuit of giving and receiving at the mutual level. Every being, human or other, has its right relationship with forces of a higher order, according to its own mode of being. Without that contact it becomes merely vampiric, as was the energy-sucking entity that attacked our ship. We human beings can rejoice in the exchanges of love and friendship with our fellows, and can grow spiritually thereby: but when our aspirations summon us, we must follow, rather than choosing to remain among the number of our companions.


The very love that binds us together decrees this. While love is not altogether of the rational intelligence, neither is it altogether of the emotions. Reason and emotion alike are of the Lower Self, while love is of the Higher Self that governs and directs those other faculties. And from the level of the Higher Self, which is supernal, love needs to draw its sustenance. The qualities of vision, inspiration and faith are all needful for love: and all these gifts of the Supernal Mother are rayed down by her from the celestial heights of our inner being, from whence we must invoke them.


Battery: 3-5-3
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