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MSC MODULE 4

Unit 2

THE 27th PATH

CORRESPONDENCES

Sephirah of commencement


Greek name: Lamprotesis.


Hebrew name: Hod. 


English name: Splendour.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: AZOTH.


Hebrew Divine Name: ELOHIM TZABAOTH.


Planetary correspondence: Mercury.


Element: Water.


Colours: Chequered black and white, dappled light and shade.

Path of the Tree of Life


Titles: The 27th Path; the Awakening Intelligence.


Aurum Solis Divine Name: SABAO.


Hebrew Divine Name: ELOHIM GEBOR.


Philosophic attribution: Drama as katharsis: violent cults of the Mother, as that of Attis; purification through violent act or emotion, to attain the harmony of the Mother. 


Influence: Mars.


Hebrew letter: Peh (Mouth).


Magical Image: Tarot Arcanum XVI, The Tower.


Element of the Path: Fire.


Magical phenomena: Powers of the Sword and of the Horse, visions of destruction.

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-green, gold and amber.


Magical phenomenon: Manifestation of the power of the Mother through the spiritual disciplines of love.

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-seventh Path of the Tree of Life!

4 – All link hands right over left.

5 – The director proclaims:


The 27th Path is the Awakening Intelligence, so named because by means of it the mental powers of all created entities of the lower created Worlds are brought into being with the awakening and activation of those powers.

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 XXVII of The Song of Praises:

Play of the Breath and the Word,

Life and the Law, counter-change intricate

Weaving the ground of our days:

This is our strength, this is our jeopardy.

Spirit oracular, tell:

Knowledge and love, will they keep unity

Or, opposed, shatter us?

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 is one of conflict, and of the resolution of conflict. It is the Path from knowledge – Hod – to love – Netzach – and the influence upon it is that of the planet Mars, whose element is Fire.


This progression can be interpreted in various ways, which do not exclude one another. The Song of Praises sees it as a trial of endurance, of courage or of faith, in face of a divergence of principles whether between individuals or within the one personality. The 32 Paths of Wisdom sees it as a traumatic awakening, which called be called a coming to birth from Thought into Life.


Our Pathworking presents it as a convergence of emotional forces which, violently exploding, disperse their superficial excesses and leave the way open to true harmony and concord. As in the enigmatic legend of Eros and Psyche, the triumph of the lovers is in truth the victory also of the Queen of Love: and but for the influence of Mars upon the Path, the victory (which is Netzach) would not be realised.

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 AZOTH (or ELOHIM TZABAOTH) and established in Hod, Splendour.

May the portal of the 27th Path be opened to us, and may we journey thereon in the power of the name SABAO (or ELOHIM GEBOR) 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-SEVENTH PATH

Oration

1

We have lifted our minds from considerations of the material order, not through disdain of all that is manifest in the material world but because it is our will to look further, to pursue our quest into the deeper nature of that which is made manifest.


By degrees we become aware that we are standing in a spacious room. It is quiet and peaceful, yet it is the scene of much activity. It is a place recalling a long tradition of both operation and contemplation. The room is square in shape, and of considerable area; in each of the walls there are two lancet windows, filled with rounds of coloured glass set in plaster in the eastern manner. The colours of the glass are brilliant. There is no perceptible plan in the juxtaposition of each colour with its neighbours, yet their brilliance and purity precludes any sense of wrongness or discord, just as in a garden scarlet blossoms may grow next to rose purple, sulphur yellow with deep blue. The walls of the room are white, the floor is chequered with black and white ceramic tiles.


Upon the window ledges and upon shelves in various places upon the walls there are boos having a look of great age, with manuscripts and scrolls that seem quite timeless. In the wall facing us, between its two lancet windows, is a table altar upon which is a lighted lamp, a crown and an open book. Across the middle of the room, directly before us, runs a bench upon which is ranged, in actual use, some of the traditional apparatus of medieval alchemy. Here, from a vessel in a water bath over the glowing heat of a charcoal brazier, a liquid is being distilled; from the top of the otherwise sealed vessel containing the liquid, a tube carries the distillate over to a large glass urn filled with water, through which the tube is continued downward in a series of many horizontal coils. At the base of the urn, the tube again passes to the exterior, where the cooled and condensed distillate is gathered in a flask. The shape of the flask would not seem strange in a modern laboratory.


Further to the left along the bench, with less complex equipment, liquid metallic mercury is being heated and sublimated to produce the bright red crystals of mercuric oxide; while beyond the end of the bench, near the left hand wall, stands a small furnace. Amid the fiery coals rests a crucible, above which, in a kind of sieve, are some pieces of metal-rich rock. The veins of metal in the rock are becoming liquid with the heat and are flowing down into the crucible itself.         


At the right hand side of the room opposite to the furnace, a wide doorway is open to the world outside. From a grove of walnut trees standing before the edifice in which we have found ourselves, a road winds into the distance, its tawny surface composed of gravel made smooth and sparkling by the action of the sea.


It is morning; the sky is clear and inviting, a slight breeze stirs in the branches, and mild sunshine dances upon the leaves.


The mist that hides the further course of the road is gleaming with sunshine.


Learning is good, but it is not the whole of life. Not all insight comes from study, nor does all power reside in knowledge alone. The painter, the musician, the architect, the technician need to understand the materials and the instruments with which they work; but that is not understanding merely in order to understand. They must understand so that in striving with those materials and instruments, all shall be brought into right order and just proportion, and the will of the artist shall prevail.

Let us go forth from this place and find what that shining mist conceals from us; let us discover how insight, allied with powerful action, can bring us to Victory.


We move towards the doorway and pass through it.
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As we gaze at the scene before us – the clear sky, the walnut trees, the road – a bird flies up from the trees and speeds away with a shrill call, joyous and free. We step forth, aware of the kiss of the breeze, the beckoning smile of the sunshine. We are setting out upon a magical journey of discovery and experience.


Passing through the dappled light and shade beneath the walnut trees, we follow the bright and serpentine road. When we enter the region of the mist, we find a steep descent leading us into a chasm. Here the road changes its character, becoming a rocky track winding its way down among rushing streams and waterfalls, overflowing pools and slippery, precarious footholds. We need to be continually vigilant: now a promising path ends abruptly in a precipice, now we make our way round an angle to find our progress blocked by a spiring shaft of rock. The beauty of the scene is stunning and yet fascinating, each step successfully ventured leading us on to the next.


Now we reach the bottom of the chasm, and find our way barred by a torrent of white water, foaming swiftly and powerfully over a chaos of submerged rocks. On the side of the torrent where we are, we perceive there is no way to proceed along the edge of the rapids, either upstream or downstream; there is evidently a path on the far side, but seemingly we have no way to reach it. The sound and the flying foam of the torrent fills the chasm; even the air and the rocks themselves are part of this world of water.


At the brink of the torrent we turn and look back up the ladder of pinnacles and broken terraces by which we have descended. A broad buttress of rock that on one side had afforded us a welcome means of descent, now presents us with another face, the hollow of a forbidding overhang.


While we contemplate this shadowed hollow in the mighty rock, a strange shimmering of light agitates the mid-region of its surface. In a patch shaped like a long oval, the rock surface itself appears to be breaking down into seething and swirling particles of luminous energy, a curtain of shimmering light. Before we can make any account to ourselves of this marvel, forth from the centre of the dancing disruption steps a tall and commanding figure, even more luminous in his own right than the shining energy particles that gave way to him. This figure advances down the steep slope towards us, while the rock face has resumed its normal aspect behind him.


The newcomer ceases to advance, and stands a few paces distant from us and above us. 

We behold him as a warrior, and as more than a warrior: his presence radiates power. Upon his head is a dark but brightly polished iron helmet of antique design, surmounted by a flowing horsehair crest of scarlet.  He wears a large cloak of bright purple, extending to below his knees; this is fastened at the throat but is thrown back from his broad shoulders. Beneath the cloak, down to his waist, he wears a breastplate covered with lappets of heavy leather, overlying each other like tiles upon a roof and burnished like brown metal. A kilt of similar material covers his hips. Beneath this armour can be seen the edges of a red tunic. From a belt, there hangs at his hip a heavy cross-hilted sword, of which the hilt and sheath are adorned with intricate design. His feet and calves are encased in boots of soft leather, bound from ankle to below the knee by crossing and re-crossing thongs. All that is visible of his skin is tanned red-brown by sun and weather.

Most conspicuously, however, all about him continually gleams and flashes an aura of blue-white radiance, so that despite his easy and relaxed demeanour as he regards us, the blaze and sparkle of light playing around him is a token of vigilance, of resolve, of action. Yet meanwhile the light of his eyes is calm and steady, with a strength that is inward and spiritual in its origin.
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The warrior perceives that in order to follow our chosen Path we must gain the far side of the torrent, and that we lack any means to do so. He raises his right hand, and we see that upon it he wears what looks to be a shining black lodestone, graven with a mystic emblem and set in a ring of steel. Upon this stone he breathes, then whispers a Word of Power that we cannot distinguish; and now, raising his right hand towards the skies, he looks upwards. Our gaze follows his.


From the instant of our perceiving the shape approaching swiftly through the high heavens above us, we realise that it is larger than any bird and that there are no outspread wings: as it rapidly descends a sheen of red-gold gleams upon it. Now it is revealed as a magnificent chestnut horse with mane and tail streaming through the air, and with legs extended as if to land from a flying leap.


The warrior slowly lowers his hand and points to the white torrent. The horse, completing its descent, strikes with its hoofs upon a large submerged boulder in midstream. Steam rises from the water. The horse dances and stamps again and again upon the rocks, then soars up into the air and disappears.


Tall plumes of white steam billow upward; the surface where the hoofs struck, and the surrounding boulders and fragments, glow red over a heart of incandescence, while the torrent, hissing and boiling, shrinks away from them. The warrior goes forward and, with a sign to us to follow, strides steadily across the glowing causeway from which the seething waters have retreated. But for his leading, the fiery rocks would have detained us even as the torrent did; with the luminous purple-cloaked figure going before us, we follow securely over them to the path beyond the rapids. 

Here the warrior goes along the same path, leading downstream. Confidently we take him as our guide.
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Soon, as we follow that powerful and luminous figure, the chasm becomes a wide valley and the path turns away from the river. The sound of rushing water is lost in the distance.


Trees crowd upon us. The path has brought us into a forest, and the heavy damp smell of dead leaves and of mossy bark surrounds us. Above us rise the trunks and branches of mighty trees; some straight and vigorous, others gnarled and twisted, but all with the appearance of immense and silent strength. Among them has sprung up a thick growth of smaller trees. No obstacle hinders our luminous guide, who moves easily some yards ahead of us; but here we have difficulty in following him. 

The leafy earth is full of hidden holes and little watercourses, and the thin branches of the smaller trees catch at us and hold us. They are like steel springs, with thorns that are like claws. As we try to move under them, a tangle of roots rises up from the ground, moving to snare our feet. 

We stand still and look about to see which is our best way of escape, and our guide looks back at us, pausing also to see our decision. 


A movement becomes visible in the shadows among the further trees, and the damp air of the forest fills with a new sense of danger. The energies of our earthly flesh and blood, energies that still accompany us at the level of the astral world where we now are, transmit their own invitation to such entities as are alert for them. The shadows move closer, and in the foremost of them we become aware of small eyes like embers glinting over a tusked and bristled snout, with the appearance of a wild boar; but the herd that follows this entity is a rapacious unindividuated medley of hunched shapes, red tongues between sharp gleaming teeth, pointed, dagger-like feet and savage eyes. 


Even as this becomes clear to our vision, the feeling of menace growing meanwhile as oppressive as the gathering of thunder clouds, behind its more individuated leader the whole shadowy mass begins to pour in a rapidly swirling circle of ferocity around us. At this our guide unsheathes his heavy sword and, swinging it from high overhead, brings the edge of the blade down as he strides towards us, cleaving through the eddying circle as through smoke.


The tension snaps; in a blaze of blue-white lightning the danger flashes away from us, and we from it. We are suddenly without weight, without dimension or direction, neither in light nor in darkness. Our sole awareness is of going outwards, far, far, far from our previous centre, and then after a period of stillness there is an awareness of return; but not return to the same point. The difference may be the diameter of a world or the thickness of a leaf: our consciousness tells us only that a difference exists.
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We look about us. We are standing firmly and steadily upon a bare plain of red sandstone, with neither tree nor mountain in sight. Our guide stands by a tall, unhewn monolith near to us. We perceive, extending into the distance on every side, an ordered array of similar monoliths, great boulders set on end, each one about ten feet distant from its neighbours as if on a huge chequerboard. The sun is rising into a clear sky that already reflects a hot, brilliant light. The monoliths cast their long black shadows diagonally across their chequerboard arrangement, only the irregular shapes of the monoliths and the furrows and undulations in the sandstone terrain lending variation to the scene.


Our guide leads us across the plain of monoliths at right angles to the sun’s rays, so that at every few paces we move from dazzling light into deep shadow, then from deep shadow to dazzling light again. This rhythmic flashing of the sunlight is bewildering, hypnotic; but for our guide we should be walking almost blindly. But we fix our gaze upon the shimmering, flashing radiance of his aura that is unchanged by sunlight or shadow; and thus gazing we move steadily forwards. Gradually as the sun mounts higher the shadows of the monoliths grow shorter and become less significant.

 
Now we are beyond the monoliths. The sun is high in a burning cloudless vault that is like a canopy of red-hot iron over the naked red sandstone.


We keep our eyes fixed upon our guide across the dancing and quivering heat. Suddenly he halts, and turns to face us; he draws his sword, raises it, and brings it down whistling through the air. From the cloudless sky crackles a mighty lightning flash in response: our guide and we are caught as in a whiplash and lifted high above the plain. Without effort we rise through the hot dry air.


The sound of a huge rending and roaring crash comes from below. Looking down, we see that the landscape below us has changed. Under the intense heat the rocky plain has all at once shattered into a confusion of disarrayed blocks, riven by gaping crevasses. A thick cloud of dust, rising to a lesser height than we have attained, partly obscures the chaotic scene, until our ascent, the result of our guide’s timely action, carries us out of sight of it altogether.
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Motion ceases. Again we seem to be without locality, without centrality. Fleeting images form and disperse around us: we recognise scenes in the life and action of some of the great armies of the past – of Alexander, of Caesar, of Napoleon and many another – and we perceive their magnetism, which is not unlike the magnetism of iron, the metal of Mars. For in the nature of Being itself, whether expressed in mind or in matter, there is the tendency to order, to relationship, to polarity. That which departs from one system, whether of atoms or of human beings, tends to inaugurate or to find a place in another system that in its turn develops its own gravitational force and its own magnetism. Every fragment of iron which is drawn to a magnet becomes itself magnetic, and even so does the fraternal magnetism of the great armies, fostered by the very austerity of order and discipline, reach out to us here as we glimpse it, and touch us with its power.


The images and impressions fade, the dazzling space encompassing us is resolved into other forms.


We are surrounded with crystalline shafts of light, strong and flawless in their abstract beauty. Then these dissolve into pure elemental fire.


A landscape of fire takes shape around us. Our guide takes the lead as we enter a cylindrical tunnel of fire, its walls ribbed intermittently with yellow flame. A continual low roaring rings in our ears. The fire moves and quivers, the roof of the tunnel opens above us into tall jagged pinnacles, golden tipped, that sometimes shrink downwards into fragile points of flame, sometimes tower to a height and then disappear upwards.


Again the fire moves, and within it we find ourselves entering a forest of golden trees, where leaves of gold shine and flash upon the branches, or, carried by the wind, drift and fall in glittering sparklike showers.
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Now strange Beings like tall and powerful bipedal lizards appear, and stand in the path before us, barring our way.


Our guide addresses them, telling them that we are travellers upon our rightful way, not to be hindered, and that he is guiding us. These Beings are intelligent and not hostile, but since we have entered their territory they are reluctant to let us go. They are salamanders, spirits of the element of Fire. They have the strong and graceful beauty of skilled dancers, they have the candour and directness, and the tenacity, of their fiery nature, but their pride and anger are easily stirred.


With our guide accompanying us, we are conducted by the salamanders across a narrow fiery bridge beside which the flames now form a vibrating wall, now shift and part to reveal glowing caverns beneath us. Now we have been brought into an even more fantastic region of overpasses and caverns, high soaring bridges and branching, vein-like tunnels: a three-dimensional lacework of fire, red and golden with shimmering points of blue and green, and with everywhere the sound of a continuous roaring. Now and then this sound is punctuated by a subdued explosion or by a transient hissing; and then some part of the landscape changes to a new pattern as in a kaleidoscope.


Suddenly, before us opens a huge circling vortex of flame, in the centre of which at first we perceive nothing. We gaze into that wide gap of black space, from which we are separated only by the veering and changeful current of whirling flame; and now, immeasurably far away in the deeps of that space we behold another vortex, a vortex of stupendous cosmic fire, pale as pearl, seemingly peaceful and cool in its awesome remoteness.


At this blazing portal our guide turns about; that further adventure is no part of our present path. Courteously he thanks the salamanders for their hospitality and for showing us some of the wonders of their secret abode; then once again he raises his mighty sword and sweeps it downwards with a power that cleaves the curtain of the world of flame wherein we stand. 
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It is night. Above us extends a sky of luminous blue-green in which the stars shine red. 

We are alone, for our guide has not come to this place with us. 

We know not in what region we may be, but an unutterable mournfulness seizes upon our hearts. 

We are standing upon the brink of a wide and slow-moving river. As its waves move and glitter in the starlight the waters shine bright crimson and their odour repels us. Nevertheless, we are thrust forward as by a force outside ourselves and we must go on. We step into the water. As we wade across a wind springs up, sighing and wailing; it keens and pipes in weird lamentation, mourning the dead of every battle since the dawn of time. It voices, too, the implacable anger which lies beneath the lamentation: the anger which admits of no consolation because there can be no restitution.

Now we are across the loathsome river. We pause upon the bank, and the waters shrink and fall away from our limbs as if they had never touched us. 

Before us upon a hill stands a tall fortress, stark black as we see it against the strange metallic sheen of the sky in which the stars burn red. The wailing of the wind is shriller now, with a voice not lamenting nor angry but lost and desolate. It sings of the waste places, of the loneliness of empty lands. The fortress looms above us; exerting all our powers we mount the hill towards it. 

A massive turreted gateway, all of red jasper, receives us. Underfoot is a paved way of jasper blocks; the exterior of the fortress is all of that same material. No sooner have we passed into the deep shadowed archway leading into the fortress, than a portcullis descends with a thunderous crash into its place behind us, closing the entrance with an immovable grill of colossal iron bars. 

The echoes die away, and all is silent.

We examine the huge portcullis, but no means are visible by which it can be raised again. We look attentively at the tall, fortified gateway built of ponderous blocks, but no lesser door is to be seen in it. The fortress is a strong refuge but it is also a prison.

 Now that we are becoming more accustomed to the darkness, the small spaces of light from the strangely coloured sky and its luminaries seem bright behind the unrelenting bars. Even as we look, however, in one area of the portcullis, in a long oval shape, the contrast of light and dark becomes less clearly defined. The particles within the oval are dancing and becoming mingled together; then through that confusion steps our guide, to stand before us while the bars of the portcullis are consolidated into dense blackness behind him, and the red stars gleam through the narrow spaces. 

Our guide, indicating that our way lies through the fortress, leads us to the interior.
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We find ourselves in a great hall, which has no windows; the only light comes from flaring pinewood torches set in sconces high upon the walls, so that many corners are thrown into a blacker obscurity. We perceive the foot of a grand staircase, but there is no other doorway. The air is dry and cold, giving a strange feeling as if we were underground. The walls are of unpolished granite, one area of which is devoted to a display of objects designed for punishment or penance: whips, scourges, hair-cloth cinctures, branding irons and the like, all intended to cause suffering through the sense of touch. We go to examine these articles, but an aura of pain and humiliation hangs heavy about them, a sense of the degradation that fastens upon the inflictor of such suffering much more than upon the victim.


A sudden dazzling flash stuns us, as if with the impact of a mighty blow. We struggle to regain our senses. The fortress is gone, and we are caught up in a strange scene, the legendary battle of the Centaurs and Lapiths. The Centaurs, half man and half horse, appear to have little advantage over their fully human but primitive antagonists. Both parties contend around us with straining muscles and huge blows; but there are no weapons save here and there a rough wooden club, or a rock caught up at hazard. The muscle-tearing effort, the reiterated strain and shock of the conflict are with us; when swiftly the impression of the scene departs from us, and our awareness returns to the enclosing walls of the fortress. 


With our guide we move to the ornately carved grand stair of red jasper. On each side of the wide steps a broad balustrade sweeps upwards, each balustrade having at its lower end a human head of heroic size: that on the right sculptured with ferocious and violent aspect, that on the left stern, cold and forbidding. The shafts supporting the balustrades are sculptured, each into the grotesque semi-human for of a gargoyle, an imp or similar monster, so arranged that half their number look down with their distorted faces at a person ascending the stairs and the rest upwards to a person descending, with looks and gestures of rage or malice, vindictiveness, mockery or contempt, or the dangerous terror of a wild animal at bay.
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We mount the stairway to the second floor. Here the walls are faced with polished bloodstone, dark green like marble but marked with irregular patches and sprinklings of bright red as if the stone had been stained indelibly with blood. This level of the fortress is lit by cressets, their flames springing from bowls of oil that are suspended by chains from the high ceiling; these flames give no perceptible warmth, and the air, although humid, remains chilly.


In the middle of a floor of red jasper blocks stands an ornamental fountain, its waters rising from a central piece of statuary and falling into a wide bowl of green serpentine whose base is in the shape of a scorpion, with claws and tail upraised, carved in the same green rock. The central sculpture represents Hercules struggling with the Hydra, the fountain issuing from the mouths of the great water serpent, whose several heads are lifted above the head of the hero. The dampness and chill of the place seem mysteriously to emanate from this fountain, and as we turn away from it a cold fog enfolds us. Swiftly the mistiness vanishes, but the chill of it remains with us like a foreboding although a scene of unexpected festivity meets our eyes.


We are in a banqueting hall of olden times. Nobles and knights, with stately and beautiful ladies, all clad in velvet and in silken gossamer, range themselves about a long table shining with plate and linen, with jewelled cups and dishes of unique artistry. The company in their joyfulness and splendour, and the attendants likewise in the pride of their office, seem a people set apart from the world’s hardships. To a burst of merry music and of loud acclamation, a monarch, most richly clad and of truly royal bearing, takes his place at the head of the table, not far from where we are standing. Wine is poured into the richly ornamented goblets, the king’s cupbearer presents the massive royal cup, and with the ceremonial of long-established custom the feast begins.


But no! The king takes one deep draught from that heavy cup, then lets it fall crashing to the floor. For a brief while he stands, his face contorted in agony; then he too falls and lies writhing. Screams and cries of horror arise from the company; some of the guests turn upon each other, drawing swords with mutual accusation and denial. Some stand too stunned in horror to accuse; but more, staring about as if they expected Death’s hand upon their shoulder, swiftly gather out of the assembly their kindred and allies and make from the scene forthwith, even before the victim’s frame has ceased to quiver. All is fury, fear and confusion.


Meanwhile, from the fallen cup the dregs of poisoned wine have flowed forth upon the floor. In imagination we taste it. We savour its fragrant sweetness at the first, expecting within it to find the genial fire of the grape; but instead there comes a cold and alien harshness, a bitterness that scarcely needs the consuming pain that follows, to declare itself a stark foe to the body’s life. 

The whole visioned scene of the fatal banquet fades from our consciousness; but our last impression of it is of the taste of the poisoned wine.   


We are back within the fortress. With one accord we return to the fountain, and dip our cupped hands in the basin. We long for the sweet coolness of fresh water to dispel the evil image from our imagination, and we drink eagerly. This water is not poisoned, but it is salt as the sea, choking as the tears of inconsolable grief. As if we had drunk of those tears themselves, every spear-thrust of frustration, every sorrow we have known surges into memory, whether its cause be distinctly remembered or not. We hold fast to our self-possession. We know that these emotions must be accepted, however briefly; they have no power to harm us, but will sink again into their due place as strengthening fibres in our lives.
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Again we face the scowling or mocking figures of the stairway, and with our guide we mount to the third floor.


Here the walls are overlaid with dark, shining plates of polished iron. One wall is adorned with a collection of old-time Japanese battle fans in all their exotic and intricate artistry; another with a number of daggers from many lands and different ages, many of which have beautiful damascene work of inlaid metals, and rich jewels on the hilts. On examining these things, we find that the iron plates of the walls are strongly magnetic and it is by the power of magnetism that all these objects are held in their place.


Now a hot, moist wind is blowing upon us. We turn away from the assembled weapons and look about us. The fortress and its contents have vanished from our view; the hot, moist wind is blowing across a tropical landscape. Tall trees stand amid rank grass or in marshy water. Large brightly coloured birds dart before us with piercing cries, and from the swaying braches of a nearby tree a troop of monkeys descends, to disappear into the tall grass.


The pungent fragrance of an aromatic plant comes to our nostrils. A little way before us, a strange plant is growing from a decaying tree trunk; we approach it and look at it more closely. It is a plant of vigorous and prolific growth. Its leaves are greyish in colour, with spines like those of a thistle; but its flowers have large petals of a clear light blue with a bright yellow centre. The strong, hairy stems of the plant hang low, weighted down with their spiny leaves and numerous blossoms. We gather close to it and inhale the fragrance of the flowers.


 It is a curiously exhilarating odour: something like vanilla or heliotrope, with a fire as of cinnamon in the first sensation but with a coolness as of menthol as we breathe it in more deeply.  We feel as if awakened to a new awareness. The traditional Arab saying, that a man’s destiny is written upon his forehead, comes to mind: if we had the full power of the Third Eye, which this fragrance stirs to increased activity, we should assuredly perceive all that concerns us.


As we continue to inhale the strange fragrance, the inner excitement produced by it increases, and with it the range of our perception. Then our elation changes to anger. We see the rigid limitations of the human condition, the cramping bounds of all earthly life; we see the blunders and wrong decisions which could have been avoided with foresight if we, or others, could but have known what now we comprehend. We would cry out in rage against it all, would shatter it all –


Our guide draws his sword; it is necessary that we should continue upon our path. He raises the blade, and brings it down in a swift arc: lightning flashes across the sky in a blaze of dazzling brilliance. The strange plant and the jungle are gone from our consciousness. The anger leaves us. For a moment, outside time and space, the concept comes before us of an ancient and mighty cedar tree, growing upon a rocky mount and tossed, but not broken, by tempestuous winds. Not fury, but courage and endurance, is the answer to the cosmic mystery that has confronted us. The impression fades, and we are standing beside the grand staircase, on the fourth floor of the fortress. 
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The air is humid no longer, and its dry heat is harsh upon the skin. The walls here are covered with pumice, and this pale brown, porous volcanic rock adds to the cheerless and austere effect of the room. Life-size human masks of baked clay, each differing from the others and each more ferocious in aspect than any sculpture upon the grand staircase, are hung upon these walls at irregular intervals.


This level of the fortress is illuminated by intensely bright but partly covered lamps, which revolve so as to cast their glaring light upon sections of the walls at random. From time to time, but always unexpectedly, they illuminate one or another of the masks; and the effect of these narrow, intense rays bringing suddenly into relief some hideous countenance is frightful. The mind knows that these masks are nothing but skilled works in baked clay; but the emotions do not easily grasp that knowledge, and the instincts are even less able. Besides, the violent alternation between light and darkness confuses the eyes, so that after-images of the masks, spectral in their reversed illumination, snarl or glare inexorably from the empty shadows.


We move forward. For a moment we are lost in darkness: but now a great flash of surging flame heralds a scene of destruction. Now we witness the devastation by fire of a conquered and ruined city. We see the living captured alike with the bodies of the slain in an inescapable inferno, the despair of some victims and the madness of others. Glowing embers and spilt blood shine redly beneath the flames. Falling buildings engulf the mangled and charred remains of the dead and the frantic struggles of the living. 

The vision fades, releasing us. We are back in the fortress, but as we make our way towards the stair, the masks and their partial images cast by the flashing lamp light evoke and re-create the episode of horror. Now it is we who walk upon embers. We take care lest we stumble upon corpses, or lest the glowing walls should fall upon us. The ferocious masks in their unrelated malice are like demons of the night, drawn to the carnage without human comprehension of it. Other faces, too, look upon us and mock our revulsion; faces that we feel sure are not after-images from the masks.

The valiant and serene countenance of our guide draws us to him upon the grand stairway; and, his purple cloak going before us like a banner, he leads us up to the fifth floor.
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On this fifth and highest level of the fortress the illumination is faint, and we cannot determine its origin. There is no feeling of dryness or of humidity, of cold or of heat, nor is there any movement of the air. We cannot see the walls distinctly: only a subdued red sparkle, as of corundum, gleams here and there from their surface. The floor is thickly carpeted and gives forth no sound as we move.


The darkness and silence, and the stillness of the air, are oppressive. We await what is to happen. 


A single hollow sound, not loud, but uneasy and jarring, strikes us. It seems to hang upon the air, coming from no particular direction. After it has died away, another similar sound is heard. Then, following more rapidly, another.


Our senses are alert, our attention fixed upon these sounds. When the next sound comes, it seems louder and even more jarring; and now they occur more regularly, so that we can distinguish a regular rhythm coming into being. Now the rhythm is steady and unvarying, and we can recognise the sound as the beating of a drum of unusual pitch and resonance.


This monotonous drumming in the still air and the darkness is oppressive. We speak, but the drumbeats are just loud enough to drown our voices. We try to escape from the rhythm by moving about, but the sound comes from every direction equally and we are further troubled to find our movement synchronizing with the beat.


We cease to struggle against the sound, letting it pulse over us and through us. On and on it beats, on and on. 

Now another phenomenon occurs. As our consciousness rebels against the relentless monotony, the imagination weaves fragments of melody to chime with the rhythm. The illusion increases. The single drumbeat is multiplied to a hundred in unison. Shrill voices chant words that we cannot quite distinguish. Shrieking choirs, demonic orchestras hurl meaningless cascades of sound upon our ears, all reiterating the one relentless rhythm.


We know that the greater part of this frenzy of sound comes from within ourselves, but so long as the drumbeat continues we cannot stop it. We try to distract ourselves from it by turning attention to our other senses, but no object presents itself: nothing but the faint red glitter of the walls, and from this we turn away and close our eyes as the flash of the particles seems to wax and wane with the rhythm of the drumming. We try to collect our thoughts, to summon our will, but every effort is absorbed and fragmented by the rhythm, and by the reverberating clamour of sound that it evokes. We feel as if our very spirit is being crushed by it.


Our guide moves forward among us. The steadfast light of his aura holds our attention with its unvarying brightness. The sound of the drumming continues, but now it is again only a single jarring reverberation: its power is gone from us.


With a sign that we should follow, our guide leads us across the dark, carpeted floor to a corner where a narrow flight of steps leads upwards. We mount these steps to an open trapdoor, and stand with our guide upon the roof of the fortress: a flat paved surface, surrounded by a crenellated parapet. 
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The drumming has ceased. Above us the sky is black and starless, but we feel all about us the free air of night.

 
Our guide raises the lodestone ring to his lips, breathes upon it and whispers the word that we do not hear.


We look skyward, but in the darkness we do not see the approach of the horse before, with the ringing thunder of his hoofs, he descends upon the roof a little distance from us.


Five times he smites with his hoofs upon the fortress, smites in the true power of Mars against that symbol of excessive force; and at the last blow, our guide draws his sword of power and raises it on high. For judgment and the redress of equilibrium are true works of Mars, and these qualities must be confirmed before we are free to complete this journey.


A deep thunderous roaring and rending sound comes to us from within the foundations of the building. The edifice shakes beneath our feet as the sound grows louder and nearer. Suddenly the whole tower is rent asunder, and even as our guide brings his sword down we are thrown high into the air.


We are surrounded by a bright scarlet light, in which at first we see nothing else: but the magical power of the sword has supervened over the simple force of the explosion, and we are lifted to a great high and carried swiftly onward.


And now before us we see our guide, his purple cloak wrapped about him, as he rides the shining chestnut horse. The horse soars rapidly through the glowing light. Our guide turns and lifts his sword to us in greeting and farewell. His aura blazes scarlet, brighter and brighter, encompassing his steed: then both blend into the surrounding scarlet brightness and are gone from us.


And now while still our flight proceeds, a blaze of orange flame, brighter than the scarlet, springs into being before us. It encircles us and engulfs us. Its very brightness is bewildering, and yet it gives place to an even brighter radiance, an intense yellow light as of the sun itself. In this third zone of brilliance we feel as if suspended, almost losing our sense of motion: but suddenly, without warning, the colour of the light is transformed into its complementary, a deep luminous violet. 

Still we move onwards, but slowly now. It is as though we had in an instant been plunged from the height of the skies into a violet ocean, and this sensation increases as the violet light gives place to blackness. Yet still it is a luminous and transparent blackness, a blackness that is black light.

 
Now the blackness is tinged with blue, and quickly we are surrounded with blue light: not the colour of sky or of sea, but a bright spectrum blue that shines all about us with a steady and perfect clarity. We are still moving slowly onward, however, and now in the midst of this world of blue light there grows a flame of vibrant and living green. It attracts us and draws us, growing larger, all encompassing, as we move into it.


The impulse of our flight leaves us, and we wait passively within a world of greenness that caresses and vitalizes.


Gradually the green light resolves itself into a bright landscape. 

We are standing within a scattered cluster of feathery trees, looking across a grassy space. Everything has the look and feeling of early summer: the freshness of dew and of rising sap pervades the life of this place, but the dew flashes with the fire of the sunlight, and the rising sap fills branch and twig with the flame of life.

Before us, under the clear blue sky, stands a building in the form of a classical temple. Upon a base of four steps which extend to the whole width of the building, seven smooth and un-fluted columns support the architrave and, above this, the broad triangle of the pediment. 

From the four wide steps upon which it rests, to its aspiring summit, the lines of the building bespeak harmony, balance and peace. Yet at the same time the edifice is dynamic. Its exterior is entirely of marble in which varying shades of blue-green, light and dark, occur in undulating bands, across which fine veins of white form a network like foam upon the sea; and in this hard lustrous stone, inclusions of fossil sea shells display their delicate marine structures as if seen through limpid water. 
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Intent upon our purpose, but without haste, we cross the intervening space and mount the four steps. We pass through the portico and through the doorway within, and enter the temple itself.


Within the walls we expect to find darkness, or deep shadow. Instead, there is a soft golden radiance mingled with flashes of brightness. The flat roof appears to be fashioned of pieces of clear amber, varying in dimension from the size of a hand down to small gemlike drops, and in colour from deep red gold to the palest yellow, all set in burnished copper. The interior of the walls and the floor are of sandstone, in colour a soft and delicate rose red, and the walls are ornamented with large pinecones and roses in beaten and burnished copper. As the varied amber light dances upon these surfaces, the whole temple appears living and rejoicing.


We pass between the two columns within the entrance, and stand in contemplation.

Above us shines the single Lamp of the Mysteries. 

At the eastern end of the temple is a raised dais, before which upon a slender pedestal stands an incense burner, the smoke of sweet spices gently rising from it.

Upon the dais itself is a sculpture, wrought in gleaming pink marble. Here, half reclining in their embrace of love, Eros and Psyche are represented in a total unity and harmony of reciprocal limbs and bodies. The delicately plumed wings that spring from the shoulders of Eros, aspiring upwards, convey something not only of the ecstasy of the lovers but also of the sublime heights to which she who is clasped in the arms of Love himself will be carried.


This representation of Eros and Psyche, the inmost secret of this temple of the Queen of Love, is the revelation of a great mystery. We might be surprised to find it in this place, for in the legend Aphrodite shows herself so cruel a mother-in-law to the earth-born Psyche, chosen bride of the immortal son of the goddess. Aphrodite set the young woman one seemingly impossible task after another. Yet it is through, and by, her faithful perseverance in those trials that Psyche not only wins her acknowledged place as Eros’ bride, but also gains her own immortality. The victory of Psyche is also the victory of Love, and of the Queen of Love.


As we contemplate the figures upon the dais, we become aware of a delineation upon the red sandstone wall behind the group, not intended to be evident at first. Painted in a deeper red monochrome, and standing tall above the sculptured lovers, Aphrodite, most voluptuous yet most regal, extends her hands over them in blessing and bestows upon them the supreme rapture of her smile.

Peroration

It is by the Path of Mars, and by the trials of that path, that we have come to this place of joy and wonder. In this reflection, too, we can find a likeness to the story of Psyche. Even in an earthly setting it is ever seen that the victory of love in a human life does not come easily: much more is this true when the prize is recognised as Love Divine.


In the legend, the first trials of Psyche are caused by her own errors, in not knowing truly whom it is that she loves. For Psyche is the soul, and she has at first to abide only by faith in her lover and faith in herself, in the darkness of earthly night. Her sisters tell her she is giving herself to a hideous monster: the detractors of Love proclaim the same thing always. When Psyche catches her first glimpse of the beauty of Eros, he vanishes. Many great mystics, whatever name they give to the Beloved, have had a like experience.


But once Psyche knows the face of him she seeks, and sets out to find him, she comes within the hard testing and purification of the laws of the Mother. Yet thus it always is with the faithful ones of Love, who go with light in their hearts through the harsh places of earthly life. Thus it is with the soul that strives ever onward for union with the Winged and Luminous One who is her own fulfilment and perfection. So does love that is nurtured on earth come through striving and opposition to its realisation in the heights.


This Path that we have just completed does not of itself bring us to that full realisation. But the meaning of this Path is Deliverance: deliverance from the false security of lower existence, deliverance from the blindness in which we do not clearly perceive our true goal, deliverance from inordinate fears that would deform our vision of Love. 


The power of Mars, rightly interpreted, is the active champion of justice and truth, without which harmony and love remain unattained; Mars is the surgeon who frees us from all that prevents healing, the flash of lightning that shatters the tower in which we seek safety and find oppression.


So have we trodden a vital portion of the road of Psyche, our soul; we have entered the temple beyond that path, and have seen imaged therein the high reward that awaits her faithful seeking.


So may we attain.
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