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The grave watered by tears. The O”IY reprcis‘ematwe Of God
O yo.u, fieids of wheat! on earth 1is the soul

Turn aWay Nno More. - MEISTER ECKHART

Why wilt thou turn away?

The starry floor,

The watery shone

Is given thee dil the break of day.
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THE WAY OF A~MOR

INTRODUCTION

"This work POssesses all the defecrs needed to defear nime. T was
forced to write it in this way. In accordance w ith the required
limitations, | have also been permitted to reveal the Martial
Initiation of A-Mor.

The whole of my creative. work {alls outside the boundaries of
any specific literary genre; it is neither @ poem, nor a novel, nor 2
phzicmph:ca} essay, although it contains a little of cach of these. I
conceived it within a thythmic unity of the soul, and it can be
assimilated with no more diffienlty than that inhcrent in ats
symbology and essential obscurity, even by those who come upon
it for the first time.

In NOS, Book of the Resurrection T have been foreed, as | said, to
violate the acsthetic formula, so as to imtroduce lengthy semi-
conceptual, but always symbolic, passages, which apparently break
through the web of a parallel world i order to situate themselves i
another one ~ thus forming the arrows which assassinate time. Of
course, they are the defects which arc necessary for a grandiose
altdmate diapason. {“This face docs not have enough ughness in it to
be truly beautifil.”)

EL/ELLA, Book of Magic Love, the work which preceded this
one, sought the reintegration of him. and her, the recomposition of
the primordial Cosmic Egg. However, in the Initiation of A-Mor.
which NOS, Book of the Resurvection attempts to reveal (with great
fear and difficulty). I am going beyond the An(ii.ogy:mus of the
beginnings., in search of an absolute differentiation, the Absolate
Pﬁ%.r_soz'zaiity\ I irmagine that the ultimate solution is z leap into the
Void, over the Sahasrara chakra, from the peak of Mount Meru,
where the Magic Wedding of Siva and Parvati took place. Their
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urdon i sacred matrimony is called Gandharba - the Feros-CGamos
ar Mysteriim Coniunctionis. From there the intentian is ta reach
Sunya, the scoming Void, the Nan-existent Flower, the definitive
separation of tantric cestasy: Kaivalya, as apposed to Vedanre
Samadhi, That is to say, the magician as opposed o the spint and the
mystic, The ultimate aim of the Myperborean Initiation of A-Mar.

The arigins of this mast ancicnt martial initation are lost in the
mists of time (if indeed 1 ever did have any ariging), and it is based
an the Orphic Cosmagany, which 1s a Hyperborean revelation,
belonging salely to the polar divinities and semi-divinitics, ta the
"White Gods” who lived ar both poles and were later submerged in

the interior Tallow Earth’. They arc also the lards of the Ray of

Green Light, beyond the Sun af Gald and the Biack Sun.

According ta the Orphic Casmogony, Love dnves the Casmo-
gonic Bros ta break the Cosmic Egg which enclases it, dividing the
Androgyrous. Thus, Creation is the dance of i and Her seeking
and losing each ather throughant infinity,

There 15 a mystery which bas rarely been spaken of, and then
ouly in a tremulans, almost inaudible voice. The Andragynaus had
a female campanian who was nat its "het” inside the Great Egg bixt
had always been autside it, even before it was broken, hefore the
loss af the Paradise of Fyperborea (I4yperborea means "heyond the
fce and Storm’).! The Boak of Genesis calls her Lilith.

Thie Book of Genesis is knownt to be an Atlantean story which
has been adnltetated, expurgated, totally mutilated. Closer to what
really happened is whar Plato tells 13 about Atlanus in his Critias
and Timaeus, it the begimming ‘4 may issued farth aur of the earth’.
Fle was called Evenor and he married Lencippe. They had a
daughter, Cletta. The god Poscidan fell in lave with her. Perhaps
this i the fall of the divine extraterrestrials, of which the Book af
Enoch tells us? The angels, it says, fell in lave with the ‘daughters
of men” and cansorted with thems. Fram them were descended the
semu-divine heraes, who were no longer immertal. From the union
af Poscidon and Cleito were barn ten kings of Atlantis, the cidest
being Atlas, wha supports the pillar of the sky, After him cames
Apollo, wha protects the Oath and the Galden Law. Apallg,
according to the Greeks, travelled to Hyperborea every nincteen

P Hyperbarea is 2 mythical lost continent surrounding the North Pele.
Some people believe that 3 was the real Aztantis,

Tntroduction 3

years arder ta rejuvenate hiz_a‘:sc?f. in reshty, thc_Grcck gods are
the heroes and Kings ofAtfagus»i—lypcrhatea, Pose_:don ai'zd (,Ecz_to
produced the five patrs of twins who were the ten kings of A::_I:mtzfs,
“The Dioscuri, Castor and Pallux (Pele) ate one of these pairs. Sa
also may be Jason. At the very least, heis 2 King af the Grail, ke
Heracles-Hercules. o

It is impartant ta be able to cast ght an tfj}e mystery af the 'I“wm’
Kings of Atlantis. Is ehie twin a material entiey or only the "dauble
in an astral, parallel warld?

It can be deduced from all this that vations levels of humanity
exist. The divine humanity of the Hyperhareans, the semu-divine
humanity of the heraes descended from the meercourse of the gods
with the daughters af men, and that of the animal-men, the sudra,
the pasy, ‘the slaves of Atluntis”, perhaps the ‘rabots’ of Atants,
who samchow managed to survive its sinking.

Plato tells s the story of the destructian of Addantis as if it refers
to a catasrraphe which accurred 3 very lang time after the immense
tragedy that 18 only recorded in the akdsic register of the universe.
Only the divine Hyperbareans ¢scaped from it in their vimanas, ar
"Aying discs’, going ta ather planets (ta Venus, the Maming Star?).
The axis of the carth shifted, the seasons were born, the Second
Farth involuted. The First Earth became the ‘hollow’ Interior
Farth, When the divinities returned, ages later (Lucifer was onc of
their leaders), they found everything changed. On the surface were
strange, unrecognisahle beings (Evenar, Leucippe, Cleito?). Some
af the extraterrestrials “fell in Jave with the daughters of men’.
Lucifor and his hosts entered the mterior, Hollow Farth, where
they buile the cities of Agharti and Shambhalla. There they hoped
to be ahle to recover thase who had rurned nte semi-divinities
thraugh consotting with the terrestrials.

Because of the impossibility of writing their real namces, which
are in fact mantrams, we have given them names ke Evenor,
Apollo, Lucifer, Jason, Leucippe, Cleito and Lilith, which are taken
from the trincated mythologies of 2 more or less recent past.

The Edda refer to the same subject as the Book af Enoch and the
Mahabharata, showing us that the Vanir and the Asit have
wha taught men the arts of building, astronomy and agriculture,
and women to adom themselves by making casmetics, Did the
Vanir or the Asir consort with the danghters of men? Perhaps they
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botli did? Just like the Pandavas and the Koravas in the great war of
the Mahabharata, the Vani and the Fsir, wha were blood
relatives, entered into military strife. The Vanir lived in the north,
the Asir apparently came from the Caucasus, led by Odin, @
Wotan, the God of the Axe. They may have gone down into the
Secand Earth from the peak of Mount Elbrus. With them they took
the Goddess Frigga, The Vanir had Freyia. Thoe is effectively little
difference between the two names. They also had Atlas, who gave
his mame to Atlantis, Fle was the supporter of the pillar of the sky
above the North Pole, with his head tonching the Pole Star above,
Soon Atlas, too, worshipped Odin’s axe, From the viion of the
Aisir and the Vamr came the Norsemen, worshipping their
Hyperborean ancestors through the symbol of the Pillar of the Sky,
whose real name is IR or ER, the root-name of the most important
of the Gods, Irmiin, which means POWER. In the Nordic cult, the
trec then became the symbol of the legendary pillar. It is the
brminsul (IR-ninsnl), an ash which stood in the Eresburg (ER-
eshirg), the Castle of ER. Charlemagne felled it, while the monk
Boniface cut down the sacropatriarchal Oak called Donar in the
wousand-year-old grove. Both converted the ‘pagans’ by force.

The Edda tell us that the sacred Tree, which was also called
Yggdrasil, was destroyed in the Ragnarsk, or Twilight of the
Gods. It was the Tree of Life which grew in the Nordic, polar,

Sacred Grove. Up its trunk climbed the vine Vid-Emnbla, ke a
fiery Serpent, coiling ttself araund it. The Vitis-Vita, The crawn af
the tree supported the sky and was the sky. Its galden fruits were
the stars. In the Garden of the Hlesperides grew Golden Apples, as
they also did in Avalon, the ITnsula Pomorum, the Island of Apples.

Apollo and the divine Hyperboreans went there to cat them in

order to rejnvenate themselves and return to Hfe as imunartals.

They were the Asir (Ask-Embla), ASA, Axe, snppart, axis of the

cartl and the sky. Polar pillar and also Vitis-Vita, The way and the

life. The pillar and the life. The tree and the serpent. The pillar and

Kundalni,

The Tuatha De Danann in the Irish legend are also the &sir, the
extraterrestrials who came down from the stars,

The Nardic legends are closer to the great mystery of the point
of origin than the Christian and expurgated ones, like the Book of
Enoch tself] because the paint of origin is to be found at the pole,
in Hyperborex. From there came the cult of the Magic, Sacred
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Wedding, later called Gandharba in Arvan India, anld which the
Germans took with them to the LG-aguedac,l wh{fre it r%’.appea%cd
arong the Provengal tmn’tm;fonrs and the A-!z_:m.esnger of the HMigh
Middle Ages (Tristan and Tsolde), along with the Asag (sec the
Dictionary of Initiation of A-Mor at the end af the hoak), the May
Eride and the Comtess of May. And alsa with the mysterious
Wocrte Saelde (Isolde?) whose sons the Minnesdnger claimed to be.

With regard to the Hyperborean Magic Wedding, it should be
borne i mind that the name of the God Posaidon comes ﬁto.m _th(‘
Greek posis, which means the married one. The husband of Cleito,
the Betrathed. According to the Greek legend, he is the son of the
God Uranus and the Goddess Gata, the divine ancestors of the
Atanteans, Euripides said: ‘In the Land of Amber (Hyperborea),
the King of the Gods celebrated his marriage.”

The belief in reincarnation is also essentially nordica-polar (of
both poles), being berter expressed in the myth of the Eternal
Return than in the rationally elaborated concept of Hindimism and
Buddhisin,

THE REVELATION

Because of the proximity of a new cataclysm, within the Erernal
Return, and because the places af those who will be saved hy the
Flying Discs of Light have alimost been filled, T have been permitted
to reveal certatn pages of the sacred bouk which refers to the
cosmogony of this Martal Initiation of A-Mor —thanks to the same
acceleration of timne which foretold the catastrophe.

Flere is what appears in the book which was salvaged from the
fire:

How the Cosmic Egg was broken

“There was an Egpg, which was all the non-created world, with
transparent walls through which there could be scen no one and 2
non-outside. And this was where HIM-HER lived. Iu the
breathing of the Great Egg, from time to time, Hke sormething
which happened before the seconds and the haurs, there appeared
the colour green, which might have becomie a star, or a ray af light,
but which remained as the motionless, cosmogonic Great Egg. A
music, a sound, took shape; or rather, the seed of 5 music, its
insinuated trembling. And the being which was there, inside the
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Great Egg, scemingly camplete amd erernal, gave off a green
vapour, and m that tenvous music the vapaur. condensed and She
stood before Him, as if in the play af a breath or the simulation af 5
dance. But She did not ver exist. Hurriedly He reincarparated Her,
breathing in deeply, becoming BIM-HER once more.

‘But, the experiment had now been made, the tine was faretold.
Chance became Destiny within the Great Egg. The breathing
became rhythmic, although it sull stayed widin the walls of
trausparent ice, And cach ume the Being breathed aue, She
emerged and danced z liede, covered i 2 green placents, undl He
breathed Her i as if Mo were drowning in a harrible pleasure,
rapidly, rapidly, so as nat to let Her escape. And a new chance-
destiny oecurred. The green vedls fell away fram Her, And He saw
Her far the fivst time naked in her body miade of hreathed thme,
nlay and dance. And all his cternity cauld not suffice Him to gaze
upon her nakedness. Iy oan costasy of green fear. And as this event
ocourred for the frst time, creulay like his hreathing which was
now spinning like 1 star, She became hard, retaming her substance
and form, until She, toa, cauld gaze upan Him from outside, And
althangh She tried to return, She could no longer da sa, because
She didn't fit, She couldn't ger in. She was alone far s moment, but
in that mament She realised that being alone could he a pleasant
sensation, And She began to dance mare and mare quickly. And
when He returned from his ccostasy, all his efforts ta reincorporate
Fler were in vain, because the entrance had become smualler or had
closed, leaving the terrible fomale at berey, uncantratled. And as
He came ¢loser to Fler, He experienced the vertiginous sensation of
his own flesh touching itself an the other side of a mirror. And it
was She wha toak him inta her body., Buf this was nof at all the sanse
thing,

‘i will never he known who smashed the walls of the Cosmic
Egg. whether it was Fint or Mer. The Egg turned into a star, 2
myriad of stars, o the music af the sphieres. Someane stood
waiting as if beside a spring, wherc the history af the Cosmoganic
Egg is guarded in the scoree depths af its impenctrable mystery.

‘It has been said that She was the one who smashed the walis of
the Great Egg, who was the active anc, and that He remained
motionless, as if paralysed. But, as we have scen, 1t was He who
began to breatbe Mer, projecting Fer like the image in a drean, sa
as to sce Her unfald, beginning the uncertain scparation and ta
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believe that He laved. It was He who invented this almost-love.
Bl'l; it has always been said thac it was She, the seductress, the
led ballerina, wha gave a beginning to the tflaw of the

green-vel I _ _ |
X the river of furms, ta the hallucinatary game af laoking at

waters af

oneself in mIrross. _ _ N
‘But, is there not perhaps apather hidden being, either inside or

’ ) -
outside the Great Egg, wha pre-insinnates the drama? Agnother
heing who has discovered the way to get in through the walls of
&

frozen glass? ‘ ‘ ] N N
‘Omside there is nothing but Eggs, more Eggs, Because this

drama takes place in only anc of them. In the others there is still the

cterpity of HIM-FER, like an mviolate act,

The Her of Him

“We are caming dawn from the Ray af Green Light, first ro. the
inaudible music of the Black Sun, then to the audible music of the
Sun of Gald, And from its Hght which surraunds us, we have
nanaged to extrace the knawledge that the externalised wornan
does not have a soul or a “pre”-existence which would make her
immortal. Because she was prajecred. This knowledge drves fer
ro suck in the man. drawing hing inte herself, repeating the original
event, but in the appasite way, as an even morc obsaure act. He
will become the sou. prolanging within the species the passi-
bility of the Erernal Return, the turnings of the w}"z::-:e},_ so that
the hape of reimregration can comntinuc., And the Iolzz_g;rzg._ SI}(:
perpetnates herself in reproduction, conserviug the incrcasingly
teruous hape af resurrectian and af becommg smmortal, Hm&:w
ever, solely thraugh His immartality can She become immortal,
This mystery is revealed only ta a few in the mitration af the Gmil,ﬂ
that stone which fell fram the Ray of Green Light, that cup ot
cternal e,

“There are two types af women: the seductress, who wishes to
go on dancing aueside sa as ta imagine herself alive and with a soul,
enticing the warriar in order to desecrate him (Eace I)ffzfs__;’ﬁrfz:w e
qui veniens dominalitur milil); and she who places her cternity m t?zc
hands of ler Javer, who “dics so that he may Hve”, because she
believes in him with faith and love, imagining that if he regains his
cternity, he will make her immartal, oq,

“Whoever has the goad fortune ta meet this woman shauid
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respond to her with loyvalty and honour, and should one day try
and return through the walls of transparent ice, beyond the cold
and the storm, because she has staked her immortality on his,

"Woe betide the one who, having received the gift of eternity in
the cup of death, was not loyal to his Her and was not uble to bring
Her back to Hfel

"There is only one her for cach him. She has been singled out for
him in some register of the universe. This cannot be changed,
because She 1s the Her who came out of Hin. In the turning of the
wheel of the Eternal Return, it is not always given to them to meet.
One or other might arrive late, or too earty. But if they do manage
to meet, everything must be put at stake 1o bring her back to life.
And 1t 15 a ¢rime to continue losing lives i other non-essential
searches; becanse no oue can snceeed in replicing his Fer.

“The Way of Return i3 a hard one. Here s the song of the
wayfarer:

“O Lucifer,

Thiere never wus 2 passage,

And no ong, since

Earliest times,

Fas ever discovered it

Neither by sea nor by land,

This slender thread of crystalline water,
Wind and green light,

This sighing of his brease,

The way is agonizing,

Deep are the waters

O death!

Where, O Lucifer,

Shall we cross this immense sear”

‘With Luci-Bel we have lit this fire which never gocs out and
which Jeads us to a superhuman, irreversible destiny.

The Gods

“fhose Eggs whose walls of icc have not vet been broken, within
which the Cosmic Eros hus not divided, are the Gods who watch
us, following our enterprise from within their frozen immobiliry,
in their absolute darkness, their black holes, through their walls of

Intraduction a

real glass. They are the para-Him and the para-Fer. The inviokte
ones. However, perhaps they hope that from our movement, our
fore~scen chance~destiny, conscious light may emerge for them as
well, like an imperious meamng which will force them to cross the
walls of real glass of their Eggs aml which will smash them, so that
the vibration projected by our drama, our dance of pleasure wnd
pain, may iHaminute the darkness of the mviolate ones,

HER-HIM

It is whispered that there was once @ woman who did not emunate
from HIM-HER, rhe Cosmiic Eros, and did not escape from it in a
sigh of imagination and desire. And she was bclievc.ci‘ to hayc an
immortal soul. Thus, she was the first companion of the
Androgynous, being Androgynous herself. But this is no longer
spoken of. ‘

‘In the darkness of the primordial Egg, this darkness is only so
for whoever is looking at it from outside, because this darkness 1g 2
different kind of lght, submerged in fury. Whoever is inside it only
sees through blinded eyes, through the frozen glass, from one pole
to the other. FIIM-HER sces FIER-HIM. :

TIER-HIM, the first companion of the Cosmic Eros, has never
been heard of again. And it is better so. The illusion of a retrn 10
HIM-HER and the possibility of rcabsorbing her into oncself,
becoming frozen for ever, was beleved i Has it ever been
successfully achieved? ‘

‘No, because it is still being sought on the outside of women, in
their physical bodies. It should be known then that, in reality, the
sohation is to be able to bring Her back to life, to resurrect Her
within his soul

‘However, once the Great Bgg has been broken, nothing can
ever be the same again. The wuy back never reaches the same pomnt
in the turming of the spiral. And She will never again go back inside
[4im, as She once was before the beginning of time, Now She will
lose herself outside at speeds which reach the other side of hight.

"But, eternal love has been created.

The secret

“There is no single species of woman in the world. When the Egg of
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FUM-HER was braken, HER-HIM watched the event from wit}
ler aty of b}ucwgrecrn glass. She couldn’s Fosist fi‘niiowirzg S, angd
so she, too, smashed her wall and projected her own him. And now
we have a divine woman who s also seeking her lost totality withiy,
the Circle of the Retums. She is not the primardial and Husory
female. She is the woman wha leads the cloce to the heaven of
Absolute Love,

HER-HIM has also put everything ar seake, risking her moreg)
im, projecting him inta the irreversible en werprise. She will nevey
get him back again in the same way. And in the ymmensity of the
umverses, it is diffienkt to know how chis stary will end ang
whether hoth will he capable of smashing still other walls of even
thicker matter, succeeding in Joving one another in such a way thar
a para-Love which occurred on the other side of space and time can
each an cternity of another hght, thas modifying the Monad, il
laminating the darkuess of the Prmordial Ege v a differene way,
And in the rehellion of this game from which there is o eSCApL, 10
stecececd in eternabising the her of HIM-HER and the him of HER.
HIM, clothing their images with immortal substance,

T

The face of the soul

‘Only those who have recogused cach other, thanks to a chance
destiny, on the polar Mountain of the Revelanan, in the depths of
midnight, can fulf] this mystery of love and resurrection,
suptemely personalised, within the fatal circle of meetings and
Iosses.

Sameone is watching this drama, still actached to 1ts him and its
herby a golden string. Someene who has been wasting as if beside 3
spring. And if lowve triumphs, not only will they have been
i.mmcma!ised, re;zci}.ing a world that is cven more glariaus than thar
of the Gods, bur they will alsa have given a face to HEM-HER and
HER-HIM, thiminating the non-cxmscence of the Black Sun with
the light of this Other World. Because through drinking the liquor
of Eternal Love in the Graj) of green stone, they have been able o
penctrate the virginity of their own and cach other’s Manads.

The Cirdles of Return

I the initiation of the warriors of A-Mor, the aspiration is not 1o
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through in the Eterual Return not find us again without memory,
without recollection, let us engrave it for ever. . ..

.. Continue your search for the dty, enter it She, too, is
searching for it, . . .

‘Draw vour sword, unsheathe it, the moment has ardved.”

From this vision, onc¢ can deduce the following: loveless A-Mor
consists of a retutegration of her i Him and him m Hler, which
Jung concerved of as the reintegration of the Anima and the Animus,
peychologising 2 sacred mystery, However, this does not imply a
return to the original Androgynous, a recomposition of the Cosmic
Egg which had divided, because now a face is being given to the
soul, as the book explams. The face of the Lover and the Beloved,
of Fer *him’ and His ‘her’. HIM-HER and HER-FHIM have found
each other again in 2 different way, with A-Mor, that is, without-
death, becoming transfigured m a total Absolntr Personality,
achieving One-Self. Separated and wmited for all dme i the
separation of HIM-HER and HER-I{IM, in the immortality of a
resurrection which has thus been invented and created, of a non-
existent A-Mor, but more real than anything thae exists. The A-
Mor of FIM-IMER aud FER-HIM.

Hoc est ergo magnum signum in cains investigatione nonulli perierunt!

MIGUEL SERRANO

Casa Camuzzi

Montagnola

To the May Bride

ETERNAL RETURN

[ know that | will mect you again and that everything will happen
once again exactly a3 it did so long ago. Except that this time [ will
not allow you to die. 1 will hold vou in my anms, defending you
against the dark waters of death. Because this time | will remember
everything. I will remember that you have already died. Butr ., . wilt}
remember?
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A TURN OF THE WHEEL

THE COMRADE

For many years he had been travelling through these inhospiiable,
unpopulated regions. He had crossed forests, lakes, high snow-
covered passes, drawmg cver closer to the Great South. Some
natives greeted him reverently, others ran away when they saw his
blue cycs and golden hair. An Ancahuinca, they called im, an
inhabitant of the City of the Cacsars. They didn’t know that e was
exactly the opposite: that he was, in fact, searching for that cry.

His sword and armour weighed himi down. Also, he was
dragging a cauldron. It was some time since his horse, with a star
on its forehead, had leapt into a ravive. He had been able to save
himself by grabbing hold of the branches of an apple tree that
someonc had planted in that wilderness.

e was approaching a hillside covered with stunted trees and a
few sickly flowers which had been twisted by the southerly gales.
At nightfall, a shadew appeared on the rocky wall, becoming
clearer as he came closer to it. It was a cave. A feeble light was
shining from inside it. The man deaded to spend the night there,
prorected from rhe prevailing cold.

At first, he saw nothing. Then he realised that it was a big cave,
with stalactites that gave off a crystal-like brilliance in the reflected
light of some flames. He stepped forward into a central square and
saw 2 man seated at a round table which had been carved either out
of the rock onperhaps out of a gigantic stalagmite. There was 2
blazing fire and rwo lighted torches fixed to the wall. The man
appeared not to have heard him arrive. His cyes were closed and he
was drawing circles on the top of the table. On the ground were
scatrered a number of scrolls; some were spread open and he could
see that they were maps.
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Approaching the table, he had die strange impression that he had
already lived this scene, He struck the stone cover three times with
his first, as a signal. The man apened his eyes and stopped drawing.

There was another stone seat beside the table. He sat dawn and
was able to examine the man’s face. It was thin and pale, with a
broad forchead aud black hair. The dark, feverish eyes fastened
themselves on his,

“You have come at last. I was cxpecting you. Are yau eapable of
drawing a perfect circle with your eyes closed? Only if vou can do
this, can you enter the city.’

“We have already done this. Why do it again?’

“That is true. And thew we fell into the circle. Now we have both
reached the same point, The road we are following is the road of
Amber. These stalactites and stalagniites are made of that mysteri-
ous substance. Fram the maps that yau sce at my feet vou can tell
that the city is not far away. Farther to the south, between these
meuntain ranges, near a lake, you will find its entrance. 1 had be-
come convinced that the opening to that subterranean world was to
be faund in this cave. 1 have scarched far it by concentrating my
mind and drawing circles with my eyes clased. And now | knaw
that it 1s not here. Perhaps it is farther to the south, towards the
pale,’

‘Have you also retraced your steps, backwards throngh tme? [
have, with the result that I felt the dizzy sensation of going against
the current. My horse could not fillaw, so he leapt nro 4 ravine.
Can you fecl how the ground trembles as we go forwards?

“This is because we are struggling ta walk backwards, which
displeases the Second Earth. It is 1he 1error it feels knowing that it
will be overtaken. Itis also our fear of something alarusing wlich is
abcwit to ocenr: the meceting with that being whos no one can look
at face 10 face. These sonthern regions of the world are plagued by
carthquakes because they have always held out the possibility of
this meeting. They are the vestibule of immortality.’

He bent dawn to pick np ane of the scrolls. Spreading it aur on
the circular stane, he pointed to certain regions with his dagger.

“You must continue your joumey towards here. The Insula
Avallonis, which was believed to be in Albion, the White Land, is
really in Albania, That 1s the true name af this world which is older
than the ather one, the Continent af the White Gads and Giants,
which is populated an its surface by the slaves who escaped fram

A Turn of the Wheel 17

Agiamzs But in that dty for which we are searching, 1n thar First
Ir;{(,r}GI‘ Earth, the White Gods still live. And the women who
ossess powers of healing. They are the Regions of Pleasure.”

‘Alast he said, T feel an insariable thirst.”

“That is the thirse of the pilgrim, which can only be quenched by
drinking from the Chalice of Green Stone, Irs liquar alone can sate
our longing for cternal love, comrade.’

“Now I remember, your name is Jasan You were the first
warrior-traubadaur. And your dag’s name is Leo.”

‘Now my dog’s name is Aries.

‘Oh! Speak to me of the Grail”

‘It is guarded in a sanctuary somewhere in this area, It was
brought here by those who were defeated in the great war of the
worlds, an the sinking of the Polar Island, where the animals and
the fruits conversed with the humans, where my dog canld answer
me with words that I canld nnderstand. The apples of Avalon
moved, coming closer to our hearts. . . . The Grailis a jewel which
fell fram the crown of our guide, Lncifer, when it was braken in his
hattle in the heavens, when he was strnck by the sword of the
enemy. It is said that possibly He himself cartied it to the North
Pole, descending like a bright light, ke a fiery Disc. There he
founded Ultima Thule, the capital of Hyperborea. Because of this,
the Grail has been called the Stone of Exile. The armies that
accompanied Lucifer are the defeated forces from a war between
extraterrestrials, the outlaws, the exiles, who still preserve the piece
of the broken crawn af their giside, in the forin of a stone an which
is inscribed the Law and the Great Secret. 1t is also an Emerald
Chalice, in which a liguor made from the blood of extraterrestrials
is drunk. The indecipherable signs protect the wisdom and the
history of a great myth of lave. When Hyperborea and Adanus
were destroved, the White Gods, who had already emigrared ta
this odier confinent, entered the Interior Earth, the Hollaw Earth,
s “Double”, The mystery is guarded at the Sonth Pale. The liguor
is the blood of aur guide, Lucifer.’

't have heard tell’, he interrupted, ‘that i the Polar Oases, our
guide Hes asleep and that he will be awakened when time has ended.
He is alive and yet not alive, he is dead and yet not dead. Becanse
the Grail keeps one in 2 state of non-death, as if preserved in sleep.”

It is believed that the name Grail wag read in the stars, in very
ancient tmes. When the stars were scanned, this name was
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discovered, Yes, the Grail fell from the siars.’

‘But we should not speak of this except at the given time and in
the appointed place. We run the risk of our faces changing colour
and shape.’

‘It could be that this is the time and place, The Discs of Light thae
we now see appearmg and disappearing in the sky, moving at the
speed of thought, changing shape and colour as they emit music
and “seern to read the minds and feclings of men”, are the New
Gradl, thie rercarnadon of us legend, They have carried off cur
guide, and they will return him to ws. They are all-powerful. They
can bring the dead back to life. If we do not forget to ask dhe
“question”, hke Parsifal, ihey will ke us to our guide. But
beforehand we must triumph in the great tests of the mystery of the
Grail. The Bght from the Dise s blinding. When it appears, the
lights of the city go ont. The Disc takes us outside thme, it makes
the sleep of centuries seem less than a second. In it the White Gods
came down from thesky, . . . Thave revealed the secret of the New
Graill ro you. . . . Look at my face, . . . Do you recognise me
now?’

“Yes,” he said, ‘yvour name is Jason.

“The Land of the Grail embles. [ eremble. No other light can
compare with the lght of the Grail. Me who has foreseen it, or
dreayned it, is lost to this world, becausc the Grail is the driving
foree behind every enterprise. It is at the origin of the war we are
fighting. Once we have stepped on to the road which leads to the
city where the Grail is kept, it wonld be beter never o have
embarked on the enterprise than to abandon it. Even falling and
getting up again, wounded, dying, we must go on mtil we find 1,
We must never turn back; becsuse the Grail 1s the medicine, the
food of erernal life. It s ransfiguration. Without God, withont all
the Gods, who do not want us to sncceed, with only our anciem
FHyperborean fury and the miemory of the Beloved i our heart, we
will achicve the Grail”

"The Grail 1s the Stone of Light,” he cried. ‘Tt quenclies onr thirst,
it multiplies our food. I feeds us internally, creading inside us the
light that enables us to find the narrow passageways vhat lead us éo
the room where our Beloved lies sleeping. Before it was found,
there were no roads. The fire which has been e will never go our
agan. L .

‘T lived in the forest like a purc madman. 1 was the son of a
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widow. OF perhaps you were? My first fight was 3gaim:t hef, for
the ;’ndepcndénce of my soul, But ‘how mtf_c.\h i owe herl. |, .
The light of the torches siow}y‘. fizm_mcd. The m.g}'zt was drawing
on. Soon 1t would be midnight. The interplay of light and r?had(mj
on the walls of the cave and on the sharp edges of the gta}aetitcs had
an almost hypnotic efect. 11s oyes were s}fjwi._y c:Iosmg,‘ ‘
[e heard him say: "You are the sword. She is the Ch&ilf:(?.' ‘
Then, a melodious whistle, which seemed to come from his

childhood. ‘ .
And the dog called Aries came and lay down at his feet, m the

circle.

THE DREAM

The men entered the cave and came nto the centre. They wore
black gowns and carricd swords. In all, there were now tjave}\ff: of
thern, Around the table were thirteen scats. A milky-white hghr,
seemingly given off by the amber, enveloped the scene, Then his
comrade chianged his seat, looking for the thirteenth one.

Fe folt bis heart stop beating, an icy coldness gripped him. He
wanted to move, to stop his comrade, but was unable to. He
managed to force open his lips, which fele as heavy as stone, and
tried to shout to him: ‘Don’t do that! Dot sit there, m the Siege
Perilous! Don't do it again, comrade. Diony die again, leaving me
alone in the fight.’

His comrade didn’t lsten to him and sat down in that sear. The
other eleven people (for the guide was not there) took hold of t}‘zf:
top of the Round Table with both hands, as it had begun to spin
wildly n the dircction in which the st Earth revoive,-(_i, An
earthquake flaitened the walls and the stalactites and stalagmites of
the cave, while a huge cleft opened in the rock bencath the Siege
Perilous and swallowed Jason up. Above the polar circle appeared
the Disc of Light. in the form of a celestial stone, an emerald
chalice, anyouneing its presence within cach of them as a star.

And then there was no one lefi but the man and his comrade’s

dog.

THE DOG ON THE FROZEN PLAIN

‘Why have you woken me? 1 was much happier there. Twas fiving
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m a dream. Don’t you have anything better to tcach me on this side
of things? Jason had said. He remembered having heard him say
that, many years ago, in the past, or perhaps in the future,

But now he was no longer here. He had been swallowed up by 4
dream which was more real than any reality. A cleft had operned
beneath the stone circle, beside the Siege Perilous, along that path
of pure dreaming which he had chosen in a remote past, during the
vears of hiis youth,

The man left the cave, followed by his comrade’s dog. It was
dawn in those icy regions, And he began the next stage of his
Jjourney as the Pilgrim of Longing.

He looked for his star in the sky. There it was, twinkling gently,
sending him its secret, as yet undeciphered message. It scemed to
him that, in its velvety and penetrating light, it was telling him:
Jason is not dead. In some part of this world, his life has been
transforimed,’

He stroked the head of the dog, which shook its curly coat and
stared at him, asking him the reason for its existence, why 1t was
there, why it was 2 dog. It was only for a second, because instines
qguickly took over, the instinct of the gnide dog, the dog which
leads the blind. It began to suiff the sickly bushes, the rocks which
stuck out of the snow. Now it would be the dog which would
follow the nou-existent road, inventing it for him, following the
scent of that flower which is also nom-existent, called Calafate,
which grows in the inhospitable regions of the south, where the
cold and the light of the Black Sun of midnight aid the polar ices
begin to make themselves felr.

For weeks and months they walked on without meeting anyone.
They were rounding the edges of the peaks of the Cordillera of the
Andes. A delicate perfume wafted towards them, as if from a
border land, or a universe cut off by the waters. Then the dog
began to descend the mountainside. A frozen plain appeared, with
two or three bushes on the horizon, bent by the wind. The dog
came 1o 2 halt, panting, with its wet tongne hauging out; it looked
at him fixedly.

The man said to himself ‘How can people say that dogs can't
speak? It is saying farewell to me with its eves. | understand
perfectly.’

The dog sat down, there in the space between the peaks and the
frozen plam. Still looking at him fixedly, it began to speak to him
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in his own language: ‘T have fulfilled my _duty towards you,
comrade. T am going to join Jaso;a, drawn to him by his enchgntcd
whirlpool, his whistle which secems to , come from a ‘dzstant
childhood. They are caliing me. Ylou don’t need me outside yon
apy more. [ will howl fnside you, like my brother tl}e wolf, when
the hour of your leaving also comes, when you will be remnited
with us in the Ciry of Dawn’

And it began to tun, slowly at first, then faster and f_'aster,
straight across the frozen plain. Some black b;rdst appearu‘i mn the
sky and flew very close to it. And as they ;1?1 fadc_d into the ci:st_ance,
approaching the twisted trees on the horizon, 1t.scemcd as if the
birds were swooplug down o to the dog, on toits coat o'fgoidfzn
curls, And then he could see it no longer, because a thick mist
covered the plain.

For a long thne he walked in this mist. He never knew how he
managed to cross the plain, because he walked as if i a cliream. And
thus it was that cventually he found himself either inside a house
with an old map like 2 gigantic mountain, whose face was marked
with crevices of mmeral and whose eyes had square pupils, or
walking beside him.

ER OF THE SPHINX

THE MAS

The old man sat down beside the piled-up bones of the skeleton of
the prehistoric Milodon. _

Tet us talk,” he said. *Question me as yon would question
yourself’,

The man stretehed ont beside him.

‘l am surrounded by dead ~ both nien and animals. And as if that
weren't enough, now there's this skeleton. Can you tell me if any
part of us continues to exist after death? .

Your question s badly put. Whar you should ask is whether
there is any reason to believe that anything snrvives death.’

‘Is there?’

‘A child, ip whom the “ego” has not yet appeared, who taik}' in
the third person, still has the dreams of an individualised bf:z.z.z.g!
with a clearly defined personality, which affect his whole adult hfe.

! A prehistoric animal from the tdme of the great reptiles, found frozen in a
cave iny Patagonia in the south of Chile,
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Where is the “ego” whicl is not there, which is not yet conscious?
Perhaps in his “Guardian Angel”, which has not yet lost its wings?
If the mind is capable of fimctioning onutside the mortal body, then
it 1s ncorruptible, it is outside the confines of time and space. It
lives W1 the stars, in the Ray of Green Light. ¥ it has once been
outside the body, it will be so again. Which docs not mean ta say
that you can rid yonrself of your “ego”. On the contrary. Your
“ego” can rid itself of your body, but you can never rid vourself of
it. It will always be there. Evenin a moment of great ecstasy, there
1s an “ego” which knows that there was such 2 moment. There will
always be an “ego” to know that you uo longer exist.’

The Master vanished,

He remembered that 4 long while ago, in a faraway land, he had
met him beside the Sphinx. Then he had spokeu to him of love and
crime. e had told hing that it is necessary to love like one
committinig a ¢rime.

On his finger, the Master of the Sphinx wore a ring on which
was carved a serpent.

THE MASTER WHO UNDERSTANDS THE LANGUAGE
OF THE
ANIMALS AND FLOWERS

When the mist dispersed, he found himself standing beside 4
handsome old man, with clear eves and a sweer smile. He was
contemnplating the mountains and a blue lake sct in a Jandscape
whose vegetation remiided him of the Valley of the Flowers in the
Fhmalavas,

‘T have lost my friend’s dog,” he explained. “But really he was my
dog.’

‘He will have gone to rejoin Leo,” he replied.

“Who is Leo, Master?

‘Leo s the astrological age in whicly animals conversed with
men. ... There are magical happenings in this world. For
example, a dog which finds its master’s house after being
abandoned more than one hundred kilometres away. Nature is
wise. If you listen to it, you can hear the voice of God, of alf the
Gods. Leo also understands the language of the flowers and the
plants.’

“When 1 was a child, L. too, could speak with the flowers. It is
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ossible that my “ego” was dispersed among them, before it
entered mry body. Perhaps a part of it still remains in the landscape.
And thus my love of natnre may be no mwore than love of
myscl£ L .

‘Happy are those who, in old age, are permitted to experience
once again the emotions of their carliest jufancy, to listen to the
game melody!

‘f have just met the Master of the Sphinx. But he spoke to me in
symbols. I would almost say that he interpreted thenm.’

‘He has the right to do so,” he explained. ‘Because he is an
immense mountain.’

The smile of the Master who could converse with the animals
and flowers was so gentle and his blue eyes were so clear that the
man felt his heart 611 with a deep, melaucholic presentiment that
this meeting, too, was drawing to 2 close.

When fundamental events are close to reproducing thomselves,
although they almost always take us by surprise, there are signs
which should alert us. They are signs which appear in our souls and
in the landscape around us. Like a muted music which appears in a
ray of liglt and mioves across the waters.

The sky was a cold, pale blue. The snow and ice made walking
through the rocky pass difficule. Now and then he saw some ferns,
looking sad and limp as they struggled to grow in crevices in the
rocks. A ray of cold light illuminated a sohtary stone on which lay a
Copihue’, ke a bell of ¢rystallised blood, transparent in this
almost polar hight.

The man picked up the flower, becanse e knew that it had been
left there for him.

And on the stonc he read the message:

‘Come what may § will proceed

To walk the way

Of beauty,

The way that leads towards the height
That seers to touch

The sky.

' National flower of Chile {Lapageria rosea).
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Steep s the path,

But filled with hght

From those that chimbed
Before me,

Wlio left on every jutting rock
A lantern glowing

With their dreams.”

ALLOUINE

On a plateau on the mountaiuside near the unattainable peak Jay 2
small iake aud a semi-petrified forest of fir trees and tall pines. The
water of the lake was partially frozen, so thar in places one could
walk ou it. In this lonely, icy landscape stood a cabin. The radiant
summit of Mount Melimoyu' stood out clearly, leaning at a
perilous angle.

Although the lake was small, the mau took mounths, maybe even
years, to walk romnd it and reach the entrance to the cabin

He opened the small door and found himself inside a circular
room. Ou the floor were decrskins and some branches from a
cinnamon tree. The embers of a dying fire gave off a blue light.
Beside it, dressed in a thin red gown, stood 4 woman. A headband
of the same colour held back her halr, which cascaded over her
shoulders like a golden waterfall. She looked at him fixedly. And
he felt that, for the first ime, he was being stripped of bis ‘ego™. It
scemed to him as if it was dissolving in a sweet emotional
sensation,

‘O Gods!” he said o himselfl Tt is Allouine!’

For a moment he lost himself ix the magic of her eyes.

‘Let us look at each other,’ she said. "We are Hyperboreans.”

Where had he heard this before?

Then the woman began to tremble. And he realised that she was
about to fall into the fire. He managed to hold her up,

“The carth was shaking,” she explained. "My horse leapt into a
ravine. The branch of the apple tree couldn’t support my weight. |
was brought here by a miracle, carried by a ray of hight. Ouly
because 1 had to wait for you. ... The fire, too, is burumng
out, . ..’

P Meli = four. Moyu = breast.
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He laid her dowyr on the sking, making her a bed of cinpamon
and fir branches. He rekindled the fire, which quickly gave off its
blue-green light again,

tlowever, the room was not cold. The walls of ice. whick
appeared opaque from the outside, seemed transparent from the
inside, giving a view over the lake and the semiwpetrificd fores,
which from a distance looked bike slender serrated mountains, and
the white peak rising into the sky.

The night filled with stars, And it was traversed by those mnusical
lights which can ‘read the thoughts of mex’.

WHAT SHE LOOKED LIKE

Her forelicad was like the disc of the Moon. Her eyes shone like the
Morning Star, with 3 decp, dewy Hght. er golden lashes were like
petals which had fallen from the sun in autumn. When they were
closed, it seented as if the wings of birds liad shut out dhe light of
day. Her neck was long, lke that of the statues i a teinple. Her
delicate arms, her slender legs were like the roads that lead us to and
from the Enclhaunted City. Her hands, with a tracery of delicate blue
veins, gently stirred the air, 1s if weaving her dreams. Her polden
hair floated in the breeze from the glaciers, becoming entangled in
the brauches of the Hyperborean cak trees. Stretched out beside the
light of the green flames, she herself was ‘beyond the God of the
Cold and Storms’.

Her voice was like music flowing from the depths of night: ‘]
$aw you arrive riding astride an arrow, Therefore  shall call vou
Avris, which is the namic of the God of our lost continent. Avris
loved Allouine, the fifth-born daughter of the City of Transparent
lee, which revolves but stays still. | have the power to put you in
contact with your star. 1 am the roof which will shelter you from
the storm. My Jove will give us peace and defeud us from all
danger. You will find peace in combat. But it will be T who will
ﬁght within you. And your bravery will protect us to the end. | am
within you, 1 am you, my fate is linked with yours. And you will
have 1o other companion, now or in the depths of the grave. I will
be coustantly at your side in the Great War and if you remain loyal
to me dll the end of tnie, if you believe in me steadfastly, bravery
and good fortune will never forsake you. Only with vou cau { enter
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the city. In your mind, in the memory of your heart. And when
vou have reached it, you will find me waitng there for you, to
hand you the chalice filled to the brim with the hguor of
Immortality and Eternal Love. This is the mystery, O Avnisl. .

Suddenty he was overcomne by tireduess, as if the great effort of
travelling and scarching through many ages had exhausted him,
and he stretched out beside the fire with Iis head in his hands.

She tonched his forehead. It seemed to him as if a whole life, a
whole Tumn of the Wheel, and much, much more, had come
together in this momentous peak of the spiral, Through his clouded
eyes he watched the fire, without speaking. Untl he was again able
t0 tell her about his Jost comrade and his dog.

“T'his has happened so many tines!” he exclaimed. "And | have
been unable to change a thingl. .

To comifort him, she told him the Jegend of their ancestors, the
scekers of the Ciry of Dawn.

THE WHITE GOIS

‘We are a solar race; bur from that Sun which les on the otlier side
of all the suns. Our star is close by and appears to the Walkers of the
Dawn to show them the way, beyond the Sun of Gold and the
Black Suan, to the mansions of the Ray of Green Light, from
whence love and dreaming come to us.

‘The memory of hght shows us that the White Gods are the fallen
warriors who sought refuge in 1hat star. 'The story goes that they
came down to live at the North Pole, on the continent of
Hyperborea, which enjoyed a temperate climate during the Golden
Age. When that continent disappeared, when the catastrophe in the
skies was repeated, the White Gods withdrew into the Interior
Earth, although a few of them went to a transoceanic continent, to
the west, where the Sun of the Golden Age had not yet set, because
that was where the Black Sun of the South Pole rose, at the point
where Arcthus, Arthos, the Hyperborean bear, became Antarc-
thus, the bearless bear of the Southern Continent, where Stone-
henge, the Observatery of the Sun, became Tiahuanacn, the
transmitter of Venus, the star of Lucifer. America-Albania was the
land of the White Gods after the disappearance of Hyperborea and
Ultima Thule. They moved from one pole to the other. They
carried a sword, a lance and a cauldron, togeiher with the Soma
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plant. With thern rthey also broughi the stone which fell from the
vroken crown of Lucifer, the King of the White Gods, whom
others have called Apollo, Abraxas, Siva, Quetzalcoatl.

“The ancient Celts and the Vikings knew that the White Gods,
their ancestors, came to this ancient transoceanic land, where the
Midnight Sun rises and which is traversed by a river of liquid gold.
They came to scarch for them and built their monoliths and towers
here as signs for those who would follow them, But they didi’t
find the Enchanted City,

‘Because the Black Sun of Midnight doesn’t shed its light outside
the earth but inside it. That is where the White Gods, our guides,
tive. The green light that streams out from both poles is the dream
of the Black Sun as it longs for the Ray of Green Light. The
entrances to the Interior Earth are to be found at the poles, as well
as in the Antarctic Gases and possibly on the top of this mountain.
They can be reached by travelling through the decp waters which
flow beneath the ices,

‘In this Interior Barth are the Citles of Agharti, Shambhalla and
the Cacsars, inhabited by the immortal Siddhas, There the Golden
Age still exists. The Discs of Light, covered in orichalcum, fly ot
from there. They carried onr gnide off to a place of safety. It is the
invulnerable Paradise which onr people have rediscovered, where
the science of resurrection and eterual love is guarded. It is the
starting point of the journey to our star,

1, too, scarched for the path, the sign, the gateway. But |l am a
woman, and | know that [ will not attain the city by my own
efforts. Only in your mind, i your dreams, will I be able to do so.
What a great risk [ run and what great danger | face if you don't
imagine me, if you don’t recreate me, dreaming it all for both of us.

iiyo:z don’t love me for all eternity, if you don’t bring me back to
ife,

DON'T LOSE YOUR SELF-CONTROL

“There must be purity in the defeats which lead to victory. Don’t
allow your desire to reach the city to become excessive, You will
find it when yon have stopped searching for it, when you think you
havc.: lost it. You will have reached it withont realising i, carrying
e in your most seeret thoughts, Perhaps the gates of the ciry are
the gates of death, Perhaps you will have to change your body, like
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a piece of clothing, in order to enter it. Or, perhaps, navigate in 2
ship with all its lights on, which moves bepeath the surface of the
water and is crewed by ghosts. Or reach an island in the middle of
the Ocean, surrounded by flames, or a castle of diameond, which
revolves like the pole. That is where the women with supernatural
powers live. They will give you a glove, a pair of gloves, which
you must take when [ die. They will make you invisible. And with
your incorporeal body, bors out of the flames of that sland, you
will cross the walls of the City of Dawn like a wind blowing from
the stars.

‘Listen, beloved, never lose your self-control. Don’t allow
desperation to enter vour search. If vou fail at the gates of the city,
when you bave reached its walls, it will vanish in a fraction of a
second. And it will be as if it had pever existed, like 2 pon-existent
flower shedding its petals. And vou yourself will become con-
vinced that it was all an illusion,

"Then, indeed, we will have died for ever.”

TTHE NARRQW PASSAGES

He fell asleep beside the fire, lstening to the musical sound of her
words fading further and further into the distauce. She placed some
branches as a pillow beneath his head and lay dows beside him,
turning her face towards the flames. Her eyes also began to close.
And they both dreamed the same dream.,

Inn the floor of the cabin was a flagstone which conld be raised to
give access to a subterrancan world. They began to descend a
staircase which at first was made of ice and then of marble. It was
covered with the leaves of laurel and cinnamon trees. For a long

while they continued their descent, and 3l the time there was this

clear white light from an unknown source which surromided them.
Finally, the staircase came to an end. They heard a soft, almost in-
audible whistle. Before them flowed the dark waters of a sub-
terranean river. On the wall of the rocky quay, he read: "Every
seven hnndred years rhe laurel will flower again.” Apd he saw
carvings of a dove and of 4 man in the form of a swastika, rurning
in the opposite direction to time.

They began to hear a faint melody which rose out of the water
from a half-submerged object that was gliding along like 2 sea-
wolf. In reality, it was a ship which was navigating beneath the
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surface of the water, with all its lights on. It was crewed by dead
men. ks captain climbed up on to the bridge. He was blind,
tiowever, he had a third eye in the middle of his forchead, which
was open and shone like a carbuncle.

The captain ordered bis crew, who wore strange garments, to
jower two small boats into the river. Thep he held a spyglass to his
third eye and pointed 1t towards the region of the Ray of Green
Light. And El Caleuche’ sailed away while its crew sang:

"To every sailor the Gods
[Mave given a comrade.
While one sleeps,

The other keepss warch

On1 the bridge.

When one doubss,

The other gives him his faith,
When one falls,

The other discovers the oasis
Of ice for both of themn.’

And then:

‘Be ready to tally the sails,

Tauten the braces ro the wind,

Take good advantage of the South Wind

That makes us sail swiftly.

A thousand delights that you will never forget
Await youip distant lands. . .

And the ghost ship sailed off into the distance with all its lights on.

The boats were very small. They had to take oune each. Inside
cach boat was a glove. They realised that, when they put it on, they
would be only partally invisible, being able to move equally v two
worlds, in this world and in the other world that lies on the other
side of the light of this earth, Perhaps in this way they might be able
to enter the city.

Each boat was drawn along by a parallel currepr until they
reached some very narrow entrances, cut into the rock, which
looked as if they were made of shiny metal and which scemed to be

1’ A n‘;ythoiogicai vesse] of the South Pole, like rhe Wafeln in the Nordic
egend. ‘
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revolving. ‘Funnels of orichalcum’, they thoughe, in which the tny
boats only just fitted. And then they conldn’t sce each other any
more and didn’t know if 1hey would ever meet again, nor if they
would land in the same place at the end of those narrow passages,
which appeared to have no exits,

THE SUITOR

Early in the morning, he went towards the forest in search of food.
It was a coniferons forest. Me nsed o return there frequently,
spending most of his time in its dingy thickets. He experienced the
sweet anguish of losing his beloved during the day and recovering
her in the evening, Of going away from her so as to be closer to
her, of losing her so as to recover hier. Fle walked through the forest
beside the lake, in anr ecstasy of love and desire, happy in the
knowledge thar she was close by, that he had recovered her within
that circle which turns endlessly, where the possibility of mecting
again was always a lucky occurrence. And also terrified by the
doubt that it was only a dream.

He was walking round the foot of a sacred momntain and sighing
with love. Aod with cach deep sigh, he picked up a istful of snow
and crushed it to his breast o cool his ardour, as he called out her
name. If he had seen her appear at that moment, he would have
asked her: “Who are you and what do you want of me?’ And if she
replied: T am your beloved, and [ have come because you called
me’, he would have said; *Oh! 1 am so busy with this love that
consumes me rhat T lave no tme for you any more.’

This is what happens with the suitor. Untl one day his sighs
forsake him.

THE FLIGHT

Again they dreamed the same dream. They were on the edge of the
plateans on the great mountain. Below them were rocky precipices.
Beyond, invistble, lay the immense Ocean. They took hold of each
other’s hand and., moved by the same impulse, leapt imo the
abyss. But instead of {alling, they found themselves ghiding above
the landscape, with a feeling of great freedom. They passed gently
above the rocks and tried to decipher their inscriptions, looking at
the signs, the carved faces, the tops of the trees and the deep chasms
that yawned open in the carth and the ice. He tried to discover the
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ghost of the dog, the remams of its Golden Fleece. They flew

south\mrd and saw the City of Hunger and Thirse, the City of
petrus Sarmiento de Gamboal, appear on the horizon. Then the
Great Ocean. They contmuced ever farther southward unal they
saw an island on which stood a castle with twelve black towers,
each bearing the sign of a revolving cross. A drawbridge linked the
towers with the central keep. The casle was made of stone and
shone brightly. The island was surrounded by fire.

On the farrhest borders of the south lay the Pole.

“There is no Pole,” she explained to him. “Look carefully, let us
fly higher.”

They could see an enormous crcular aperture.

“The Pole s 1n there, mside this apeniure. It doesn’t exist, it’s an
apparition. Let us go inside.’

As they went deeper and deeper inside, they saw flowers made of
precious mietal, rivers of turquoise, gigantic animals of a race which
had disappeared from the surface millions of years ago. And they
all spoke an intclligible language, the fowers, the fruits, the
animals and the golden water, which invited them o drink it But
they were unable to stop there or go still deeper inside, and they
realised that they were not yet to be permitted o reach the ay.

“T'his is the impregnable Paradise where our guide lies sleeping
and where one day he will awake.’

They went back, still holding hands, gliding gently alongside the
skuas and the condors, unal they landed on the icy platcau on the
mountain from which they had taken off

THE WOUNDED KING

One midday he found himsclf in front of a pyramid-shaped rock,
on the edge of the lake. He had the vivid impression that he was
reliving something that had happened before. He knew tha rock,
he had been here before, during the eternal return of these events,
He walked some way off so as 1o retrace his steps towards the rock
and examine it more closcly, concentraiing meensely, with luis eyes
halfuclosed. And in the clear lighy of midday, two figures appeared,

! The ancient Ciudad del Rey f‘f.lipc: the Ciey of K'zm, Philip of Spain.
Today it lies in the neighbourhood of Puntas Arenas in the most southern
part of Chile. it was founded by the Conquistador, Pedro Sarmiento de
Gamboa,
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Curiously, the man was not wearing armour or 2 sword, but was
dressed in strange, dark-coloured clothes and was leaning on a thin
walking-stick. The clothes were from some future, far-off time,
which he had somehow foreseen. Pespite this, he knew that the
man was a king. His eyes were feverish, sunken, surrounded by
shadows, s forehead was broad. The thick moustache of a
warrior covered his lips. He had mcovered his head and was
speaking politely to the woman. She was also wearing a dark-
coloured, ¢lose-fitting gown. She was tall aud slender. While he
spoke, as if terror-stricken, his whole body trembled.

He realised that the couple couldn’t sec him, because he was
standing mside a sali-distant vibration of the light, His situadon,
inside this energy recurrence, did not coindde in dme with the
event which, owing to a strange trick of the light from these
mountains, this midday, was mistakenly projecting these images.
But, he thought, in some other law, or non-law, he must have
enconntered, or would encounter, this king and this woman, when
the images and the reality coincided. Oh, let it be so!

And he was permitted to Hsten with impunity to what they were
saying.

Perhaps that rock was a sensitive spot in the carth with a
capability of projection, or a rent or an inversion in space, which
conld make time travel towards the past and the fature come
towards us.

And what they were ralking abont was, precisely, the subjecr of
the ‘ego’ and time. Or rather, of the "ego’ and crernity wichi time,
withont going outside time.

The man explained in 2 low voice: ‘Everything repeats itself
eternally. Flme is infinite, but energy 15 not and it has to reproduce
its creations. The last becomes the first once again, The serpent
bites its own il And in this halludinatory situation, it i
impossible to free onesclf from the “ego” and its recnrrent
experiences. When the energy in your body becomes exhausted, it
will be reproduced not once but ad infinitum throughout eternity,
whert the Will to Power again crosses the same circuit of lighe,
beside this Midday Rock. And this "ego” which I fecl myself to be,
will become “myself”. And you will be "yourself”. There is no
way to escape fram this. When thar extinguishing of consciousness
that we call death occurs, and will and energy abandon our
exhausted bodies, time will also disappear. And although an
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cternity may pass before energy repeats us, it will seem ouly a
second to oUY returning consciousness. Because there was no time.
And the same rock, the same air, the same grass will still be here,
And so will “you” and “17, The same story. And { will agamn say:
Ich liebe Dich Arviadna!

‘And 1 will go mad again as the only way to escape from this
horror, this “cgo” which has always been here, in an eternal
present, even if an cternity passes between one turn of the wheel
and another. And this “ego”™ will never know if others really exist,
ifall the “egos”™ are not jnst “myself”. The only way to escape from
my “ecgo” Hes in madness. And T will call this the midday:
experiencing all the “egos”, being Caesar, Alexander, Dionysus
and the Crucified One. . .

The woman seemed to scuse the presence of a stranger. She
turned towards where he stood and raised her hand in a regal
gesture, as if toasting him with a non-exastent cup. She said: “This
is the king who was wounded by 2 cruel lance. His pain increases
whencver Saturn shines. You must avenge him, restore his ravaged
lands to him, find him a way out, break through the drcle with
your sword, beside this rock of revelation, in the depths of midday
which 1s also the depths of his midnight. This rock produces
blindness in whosoever looks at it from within a feverish circuit of
light. This is what happened to this king.’

The woman's hand, which was sdll raised, caught hold of an
object given it by an cagle. Stretcliing out her hand as if through the
rent in space and tme, she passed the object over to him,

in fact, there were two objects: a fruit and a ring,

“That 15 the Fruit of Return,’ she explained. ‘Do not eat it with
your Beloved. it grows in the wastelands. But you may wear the
ring. It is the Ring of Resurrcction.’

HE ASKS THE QUESTION

He didn’t leave the cabin again. He could only find the Fruit of
Return in these latitudes. And, secing the end approaching, he
preferred fasting to the horror that had been revealed to him. He
collected conifer resin and turpentine, in the belief that if he made 3
drink from them it would prolong his beloved’s Iife. Oh, if only

they could drink gold and silver, Ambrosia, the liguor of cternal
Hfe! '
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He didw’t leave her side. Now he wanted to know, to penetrate
with her the ultimate mystery of life and deatly, of reunions and
losses, of the longing of the endless pilgrimage, of the Eternal
Return and partings. Now he was going to ask the question.

"When | was walking through the nuist, across the frozen plain,
believe T met some Masters. | had lost my comrade and his dog.
The Master who conld converse with the animals and plants told
me the following: there is 2 basic note which is given at the
beginning of life. Some people are lucky enough to be able w
repeat it at the end. And the Master of the Sphinx completed the
idea for me by explaining that this note affects some people’s whole
life, not just its beginning and end. | heard it in what was almost
my earliest childhood. This is how it was given to me: snddenly 1
felt myself to be “me”. Before that, L had felt myself to be dispersed
m the landscape, and I could also converse with the msimals and
flowers. They spoke to me and I understood them, Or did | speak
to myself througl them? When the “ego” finally took possession of
me, | believe | stopped being able 1o understand that language,
although P'm not certain. Itis possible that I retained that faculty for
somne time: feching myself to be “me” and yet still being “them”,
being in “them”. But with human beiugs it was different. The
pamful guestion | asked myself was this: is it possible that they feel
themselves to be “me” in the same way as I do? It was impossible
for me 10 believe it. I, feching myself to be “me”, in the middle of
an ocean of other “me’s” who also feel themselves to be “me”; but
#ot “me”, this “me” that I fecl myselfto be. . . . Oh! It is impossible
to cxpiam this experience. Think for a moment: cvcrythmg that
happens in the universe is known only by “nie”, only “me”. It is
my “ego” that registers it, “my” consciousness. What others say,
what they write, the discoveries they pass ou, “I' register, “I”
know, If the world comes to an end, if the Continent of
Hyperborea is submerged, if our Great Guide loses the war, “17 am
the one who knows it. Flow can | be sure that other people also
exist and that the world canr continne if “§” disappear, if “my”
consclousness doesn't register it? Perhaps all the people round me,
who live and die, their faces, even yours which i 50 beantiful, arc
projected by my fevered imagination, dreamed by my “ego”. And
when § observe themn closely, in their almost infinite varietics, |
have to make an effort to recognise myself in a hallucinatory hall of
mirrors. Also, can I seriously belicve that my “ego” can perish? If I
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am Yme”, i 1 am the only one who can feel myself to be this “me”
snd no one else can feel like this, that is, to be diis “me” of miue,
when I perish — if ever 1 do perish — somewhere, perhaps ou this

very spot, or somewhere else in the immense ulm erse, at some
ame, someone will again feel himself to be “me”. And dis “ego”
which feels like tlus, will be “I" myself Do you undcrstand? Can
you grasp this? Can you comprehend this fechng?

“We have heard tell of the Tulku, beings who are more than one
ego, who live in several places in the universe at the same time,
w1£h simultancous conscicusnesses, and who do not say “I7 but

“we” when speaking about themselves, underbining their paraliel
existences in different bodies or in one single but ubiguitous one, m
many centres of space-time. And even this is “I” who am saying
this, citing it — the Tulku theory —and my “I" doesn’t feel it because
it cannot verify it from 1ts own cxperience. The Master of the
Sphinx stated: “If in the moment of greatest ecstasy the ‘ego’ were
not present, there would be 1o one there to know thar there had
been a moment of ecstasy.” le is impossible to escape from the
“ego”. The Master of the Sphinx would say that the way out may
be fo.zud through strengthening the “ego” undl it becomes an
absolute ego, an absolute personality. 1 have scen the Wounded
King. In order to cscape from this circle drawn m the belly of a
demon, he has gone mad. . . . [ have thought about love, because
that is my note which has been sounding since my infancy, Might it
be possible that individualised, magic love could open a door
through which I conld escape from this arcle?. .. But it will
always be “1” who loves, who sces the beloved, How can I not
belicve that Z projected her if, when I perish — i ever I do perish —
she, too, will perish?. .. Only if my “1” returns will she

s

Teturn, .
Gently she interrupted him: “Look at me. Don't you see that half
my face is yours? Only half of it 1s still mine, . . . Beloved, don't

fall asleep, because [ am going to answer your question, When the
Twilight of the Gods began to fall over the world and iron took the
place of gold, Wotan or Odin whispered a great secret in the ear of
Baldur as he lay dying on his pyre of perfumed sandalwood. Letus
Imagine what it nght be.

‘Before you were “I”, what were you? You were not an animal,
oy were you a plant, although you could converse with them. You

¢xplained to 1nc that even after the emergence of your conscious
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“ego” you continued to converse with nature. For a time yvou didn't
lose this faculty. So, when the "ego” was not mside your body,
where was it? And you, how did you feel without your “ego”?
Were youn a persona or not?’

'Let me remember. . ., Yes, the Master of the Sphinx said that
even a child has the dreams of & mature person which can affect his
whole life, . .. Where is this persona when the child stll has no
sense of the individnal "ego”? In my case, I remember, when I was
3 year old or perhaps less, T was leaning out of a tower holding my
grandfather’s ring tghtly in my land. The women of the house ran
to take hold of me, because they were afraid that T would fet it
drop. But, I remember, that child felt itself to be a persona, it knew
the importance of the ring and knew that it would never let it drop.
It felt deeply offended by this lack of trust. That child was a very
old and wise man. And when the “ego” became defined, it was a
philosopher who asked himself the question. That is the difference,
Fbelieve. . . . And this is the ring. 1 have recovered it.’

"Only the "ego” enters the body. The persona, which is very old,
scems to remain ontside, in the landscape, in the animals and the
plants. Or perhaps it only becomes partially iucarmate, the “ego”
being only a part of it and the body its exact mmage, its reflection, a
shadow of the light which has taken on a shape in order to travel
around and gain knowledge in this world. What was at one time
outside you is vour “guardian angel”, who moves away as your
body and mind become hardened. As vour “ego” becomes
stronger, the persona becomes weaker, it disappears into the
distance, it dissolves, it leaves you alone. Your "guardian angel”
has abandoned you. . . . And the "ego”, the "lam 1", . . | Can yon
ever get out of that? Perhaps by feeling that the persona which you
were before yon were “ego” still exists. And perhaps you may be
able to become this persona again afterwards, Someone is wating
for you somewhere, as if beside a spring, awaiting your retyrn. The
person waitmg for you doesn’t have a face, but dreams that you
will bring it one. But you don't have a face either, your soul doesn’t
lrave one. Because [ am the face of your soul. ., .’

"But I am listening to you telling me all this with my “ego”.’

“Yes. The road s irreversible, even if you walk back along it, you
will never reach the same point. Although the spiral may seem to
reach the same spot, it will have a different meaming, It is not a
question of renouncing the “ego” but rather of making it eternal,
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attaching 1t to the persona to make a form and consciousness that
can never be destroyed, in thisl way, the persona b?comcs a
personafity‘ You have beconte individualised, yvou have given vour
persona a face. ‘ . ) .

"This is & straggle against God, all the Gods and your "angel -
Because while wishing vou to be victorious, in reality they ‘don £
wish it. it is 2 solitary struggle, without quarter; and you ?vzil fall
and get up again many times. And you will only have me in your
mind and in youf heart; and I am a double-cdged sword, because |
will put you to the tests that could make you lose ,t‘hc: ’fattie,
although I need your victory so much. Because | am the “her” who
one day emerged from Him, and once ontside rcbefiefi ;md put
everything at stake, including my nothingnesg [am thff “her” who
longs to be your Her. And even if you are victorious in the hacsh
tests set in this mystery, you won't e able ro give a face to your
persona unless you accompany me to the very {mdf unless you
bring me back to life. Because, | repeat: Fam the face of your _co:d,t;ust
as you are the face of mine, | was projected, dreamed by a Great [im,
As you were by a Greatr Her. Neither of them had a face. Bccgmse
you are a man, you must fight the battle as a warrior. I must fight
as a woman: by dying, giving you my nothingness so that you can
make it irunorial, so that you can bring me back to hfe with vour
face,

"Without giving up your “ego”, you will regain the faculty the
persona has of conversiug with the anmimals, plants and stars,
Journey ever onward until one day you and your “ego” enter the
city where I await yon. And we will put on the mantle of Absolute
Personality because we will have escaped from the fatal circle of
returns. We will be Nos.’

THE SUBPLICANT

Thousands of years ago, the Darkest Age, Kalivuga, began. Kalki
was at rest, with his White Horse, m the luterior City of Green
Glass of his Star.

Here, beside the fire in 3 small dwelling made of blocks of ice, on
2 plateau near the peak of the sacred Mount Mclimoyu, in the decp
south of the world, he and she were lying on beds of cinnanon
branches,
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The sleeves of her gown were full and her snow-white armns,
covered by a soft golden down, were visible through them. Her
hair hung down to her waist, like liguid gold, and the reflection of
the flames brought magical changing lights into it, varying from
copper to deepest gold and finally pale gold. Her clear blue eyes
were once again piercing into him as if to tell him that there, in
some undefined place, their union would be possible. In an
uncreated, nom-existent centre, with love expressing itself in a
glance. Her lips were smiling sweetly, with an inconsolable
sadness. Her chin was like a fruit of paradise, with a tiny cleft in the
middle, Her neck was long and slender.

‘How was it possible to create so much beauty? he asked
himself. And he felt that 4 subtle emanation from her skin and her
veins was penetrating hing, making Lim realise that she had always
belonged to him, fasing with his cells, his blood. Fe could also
rcad her thoughts.

“There is more than one body,” she explained to him. “All of ours
are enveloped 1 an identical substance, imbued with the water of
love. They are the ones that love, The last one to do so must be the
one you can now sce, constricted from the heavy materials of this
exterior earth. It is the visible double of the others Wwhich you as yet
cannot se¢. The closest thing to this body is the aura. Love it, caress
it, All mv other bodies will feel it.*

He began to move closer to her, exclaiming: "Allouine, Allouine!
[ have always loved you, | have sought you through all the worlds,
through all the turns of the wheel, througls an eternity, Only you
will give me eternal life. Together we will attain it, by loving and
protecting one another. We will drink from the glorious cup, we
will smasls the walls of the circle of returns, we will apen the doors
to a universe whicl not even the greatest dreamers of longing have
ever imagined.”

Fle reached her side. And as he caressed her aura, e whispered:
‘First here, near your hair, the amber road which leads me to the
primordial continent, to the nuptial homeland, where you hid the
moonstone 1n the depths of the glaciers of the dawn. Then your
forehead, as wide as the disc of the Moon which fell upon the world
like a4 stone from the broken crown. And your eyes. . .. CGh, do
not close them, as my world would be extinguished and I am
already blind to all other light! Your exquisite nose is a bird which
flutters in the sunshine and the scents of spring. Your lips arc that
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door which will open to allow me to gaze upon the ffity of Dawn;
pecause “honey and milk are under your tongue’. ‘Now { am
caressing the aura of your neck, a swan which will reintegrate us
with the racc of the kings of our blood. And your marble
shoulders, as delicate as the breeze which stirred the crowns of the

ancestral oaks. . .. - .
She trembled, with her eyes almost closed, as if in a trance. Her
2;)ng tashes cast shadows on her cheeks, as though from the wings
of an Andean condor. She raised her hands, very slowly, without
opening her eyes, and began to caress his aura, 6o The man closed
his cyes. ’
When at last they opened them and could see each other again, he
exclaimed: ‘It's true, Only half your face belongs to you, The other

half is mine.)’

THE KISS

She came even closer, so that he could feel the agitated rise and fall
of her breasts. And she brushed his lps with hers. It was like the
touch of a petal, or of honey stored in drifting jcebe_rgs, honey from
polar bees or the midnight sun; honey from 4 Copihue surrounded
by a hale of light from the Morning Star. ‘ o

Such a kiss produces unexpected consequences in a man. Either it
causes him to lose his spiricual virility, his destiny as a sacred
warrior, his hallowed reticence; or else it instls such strength in
him that he is able to free the glants from their prison in the rocks
and taise the Continent of the Spirit, EL-ELLA, alongside the
martyred coasts of the south of the world.

THE BODY OF THE ABSOLUTE WOMAN

She et her red gown fall. And she stood naked, Whii‘i’ the flames
enveloped her m a light which was nevertheless incapable of
clothing Irer Absolnte Nakedness.

He conld smell the woman's integral perfume, like a breath of
soft air flowing from a universe preserved for him afone: A whole
continent to explore, with its seas, its hills, its shadows, its secrets.
And now he remembered that, on the other side of the light, when
e firgt contemplated the woman, the warrior had succumbed, thus
giving rise to the infinite turnings of the wheel,
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He carried her to the bed of brauches, beside the fire. He drew hig
sword and placed it berween them. She stretched out an arm over
the blade and clasped his hand,

THE SCABBARD OF THE SWORD

‘Beloved, do not fali asleep! Warch with me through this fong
might. We will be two sleepwalkers allowing oursclves to be guided
by the legend of our White Gods. They will show 1s the path and
nspire us. Let us gwaken tonight,”

‘How could we sleep! May this sword protect us. My love and
desire for you are more powerful and mnextinguishable than this
fice. 1 know that they will not be calmed merely by my taking
possession of your body."

Tam the scabbard of your sword, made of wood from the apple

trees of Avalon, from the Tree of Paradise, from the IHyperborean
oaks, from the tree whose silken threads Join the carth to the sky, If
you sheathe me carclessly, you will break mie. How many times has
this happened already in the Circle of Return! We only have a
limited amount of time in which to put the pieces of the broken
scabbard back together again, after which we will lose cach other,
absorbed into HIMWMER and HER-HIM. And we will have lost
our only chance of Tesurrection, of giving a face to our souls, of
attaining a world beyond God, beyond all the Gods, in 4 dream
which not cven the most tmpassioned Walkers of the Dawn could
dream: to break down the walls of the great circle and end the
turnings of the wheel. We have 4 limnited number of opportunities
to sound our notes in their purest form. We munst do everything in
our power to drink from the cup of immniortality, discovering the
stone of change. | am ready. 1 shall give you my death. 1 shall place
my eternity in your hands and fulfil to the utmost the Myth of
Feminine Immortality. You must also fulfil the Myth of Virile
Immortality, And together we will have trinmphed.’

THE TEST

Thus were completed the different stages of this most ancient
HMyperborean Initiation of A-Mor, revealed in the mystery of the
Grail, in the esotericism of the troubadours and the Minnesdnger of
the High Middle Ages. Transported to the icy wastes of the south
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will become a woman if you love the body of a woman.” This is so;
because anly by beeoming effeminate could you satisty the erotic
sensibilities of 1 waman’s physical body. The chaste warrior is the
most virile one. Ta take physical possession of the beloved is to
lose one’s sonl. True possession is the mental possession af all her
other bodics. With the memory of your heloved in your heart, you
will achicve the Grail. The genuine orgasm isp't a physical one
but another which is endiess, and which i produced by your
contact with my invisible bodies, where you will find the perfume
of my visible body, the warmuth of my lips, the amorous racing of
my blood intensified. As T will find in yours. We rnust discover this
love together, when we are no longer made of mortal flesh but of
red, imperishable marter. By loving my bady, whicli Hes beside
yeui, yvou will make it even more material, vou will turn it into a
body made of lead.

‘In the Golden Age, men lived far more than a thausand years.
‘Fhey were closer to the point of origin, so that they remembered
everydhing. In the Dark Age, the Iron Age, we have fallen so low
that it is almost impossible to go back along the current and return
to the time when immortality was almost @ perimanent gift from
heaven. So our contbat b more heraic. We have lost many eurns of
the wheel, my love. However, the cities of the mmmortals sull lie
hidden to help those who seck them with courage and who sl
possess the “tiny spark™. They will rescue them from the Dark Age
before the final cataclysm. In their Discs of orichalcum, of green
light, they will carry them ta the city, where they will become part
of that timeless order which, in all the worlds and us Sons of Light,
fights against the forces of darkness, against the Prince of Slavery
and his urmics of strange beings who advance in the opposite
direction to aur Myth of Resurrection and Eternal Love. This holy
war maintains the balance between the opposing universes, We will
belong to this order even when we will be inmmortals, in order to
help those who bear the sign, giving inspiration to the Seckers of
the Dawn, the heroes, but without intervening directly so as not to
transgress the sceret code. Thus, T will also follow vour eaterprise
when | am dead, without being able to intervene in your conflicts.
Fate Is testing yau, it will wish to see you triumph through your
courage alone, breaking down the doors of the ¢ity. And we will be
more than the Gods, who were not tauched by this chance-destiny
which Jaunched us on this enterprise of death and resurrection.
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We are Hving dangerously, my love. You bear the sign on yout
forchead. We belong to a different race. When we bgceme
cénscious of all ‘our bodies at omce, Crossing tl]e_}n{)&'t’d}.\)zt?t?
yibrations of the cther, we will know how to Eo?c c;ach other solely
with the glance, with the picgsure that never dics. y N

$he turned towards him, without letting go af his hand: .Iﬁm !{}c
scabbard of your sword. Sheathe me gently, softly, tonight. 1.1. ,{;
not break me. Your sword 1% deubic-edgec% Tts scabbard is ca ;c’
Minne, Blood Memory. The memary of the E{J\fe lost a]t t:;,
beginning of time flows through the blood. Seck mein i};mr blood,
keep it pure. When you remember what your Efiaod tells yo;}é, ]slng
it. You will be a warrior-tronbadour, & Minnesdnger, who w have
sung our dream of resurrection and eternal love for all etermity,

‘Heill’

THE “TINY SPARK’

She was dying. Only a little time rermained to ‘hcr on this earth and
in her lovely body. He stayed by her side, trying to fight thc‘ange}
of love and death who possessed them both: the consummation of
the myth and the legend.

As the cnd approached, his grief increased, because he loved her
with an intensity that was cqualled only by the fire which E?ume_d_
there, causing him to doubt everything that bad b(?(:!]. said, his
searcl, his dream. What if none of this were certain, he asked
himself, what if she were never ta refurn to life, if he were never to
find her again, if only nothigness Jay at the end of this journey,
this road which was now coming to an cnd?

She. too, seemed ta waver, faced with the incvitable. There were
maments when her cyes became fived an a pont beyond thc fire
and the walls of transparent ice, losing themselves in the diapha-
nous midday sky. _ ‘

‘After death, somewhere, 1 believe ghat 2 balance W:Zi be
achieved. Immortality s not given to all but Whgt i the
qualification for attaining it? It is not kindness, not _sacmﬁce, not
mtelligence, nor cven a feeling for beauty. Perhaps it 1s honaur and
loyalty. One is born different.’ ‘ o

Another day she opened her eyes very wide and looked at‘inm in
that indescribuble way that he cauld only compare wlzth the
impression produced by the Morning Star at dawn, when it sends
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us a message through its deep, velvety light, filled with nostalgia
for the universes that lic on the other side of other suns.

She raised herself up with difficulty on her bed of branches.

‘Wil the laurels flower again some day?. . . Within us is 2 “tiny
spark”. I felt it light up last night. Hope reawakens.”

And in her musical voice, which was now very weak, she recited
a poem which she would composc in another turn of the wheel:

“T'he tenuous melancholy spins

Its delicate web in the soul

And the muffled murmur of memories
Darkens space.

The rencwed certainty of eternal
Development rises out of infinity,
And slowly impregnatces cach thread
Of frozen mist.

Allis death, conclusion, e . . .
The leaves fall, resigned, pained
By their immense fragility,
Twisted by the strident clamour
Of the being which struggles
To escape the inevitable.

The soul turns and tarns

Within the black space,
Conceiving a vague desire for self;
The spark creates,

The warm flame grows and grows,
Crackling and magical

The mists disperse in its heat,

in the siletsce of the white peaks,
Bloomss the fiery lily of eternal love.”

Feihr uns den Weg, den graden
Und dever, die nicht irre gehn!

{'Lead us along the righteous path of those who do not err.”)
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THE EXCHANGE OF HEARTS

{Come, hurryl”

She asked him to kiss her. And with her last remaining strength,
she embraced him. Kissing him with open lips. she sighed deep
into him and gave hin her heart.

‘Now you must breathe out inside me,” she whispered. ‘Give me
your heart. IDon’t leave me without a heart, my love.”

Fe obeyed her and felt his heart die in her, deep within ler.

For the last time she looked at him intently. Then her head fell
back and her eyes closed. Now they would never see again in this
world.

e held her tightly and implored her: *Don’t go, don’t leave me
alone in this house of ice. . . 0

THE LEFTHANDED SIGN

He put out the fire, collected the scattered branches together and
went out into the forest in search of resin, With his sword, he made
a cut in the bark of 2 conifer tree and drew some off. He mixed it
with some water and ice from the lake and returned to the cabin,

e undressed the body of his beloved and began to cover it with
the resin. He imagined that by doing this he would preserve 1t
through all the turnings of the wheel, until lie could bring it back to
life, as beautiful as before.

As he weng to spread the perfumed resin over her left breast, he
discovered a red spot on it: the sign of the Walkers of the Dawn, of
the Seckers of the City of Dawn, the Lefthanded Swastika which
signifies the returmn to the Nuptial Home, the Land of Resurrection
and Erernal Love.

THE RING OF RESURRECTION

It was on examining the ring that he had the idea of embalming the
body of his beloved. The Egyptian pharaohs had lost the faculty of
bringing the dead back to life. Wasn't the mummy a sign? They
hoped to preserve the body untl that Hyperborean science was
rediscovered one day, when the Golden Age returned. Did they
preserve the key of the scminal atom. which, when 1t was
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deciphered in the Eternal Return, would breathe fresh Life into the
‘image and the figare’? And also into memory and glory?

On the agate set in the ring was a silhouette surrounded by
carved inscriptions. The nnage was that of 2 mummy, apparently 2
woman, with her anns crossed over her breast. He thought he
could zke out the name Phosia. Perhaps it had been Allouine’s
namme in an earlier turn of the wheel,

The mummy was the symbol used to represent Osiris, the
mrreproducible God of Resurrection,

As he examined this magic stone, he knew that one day he would
be able to deciplier its 1message.

MIDDAY

Within his breast there now beat 2 woman’s heart. Her blood now
flowed through his veins, mingling with his and inspiring his every
ace.

He built a sledge of conifer, farch and laurel branches and kaid her
on it, covering her with her red gown, foreshadowing the mantle
of immortalicy he would one day give her. e wove her a crown of
cinnamon leaves, that sacred bush of the South Pole, and of red
Copihues, the cmblematic Hlower, the bell-flower of blood drawn
from his woman’s heart,

As he dragged the sledge over the snow, he tried to imagine what
that timeless time would be like when they wonld be rogether, ‘far
beyond the stars’, like rays of light, with bodies that only they
could see, like their present ones but also very different. They
wonld stand motionless at the cenmre of etermity, because they
would be on the other side of the light, in the chosen gesture, hke
statucs, like cathedrals, like the temple of the sun and the moon,
hike the sinmit of the mountain, ke the trees which live their
whale hives without moving, like the ouak trees of [Hyperborea, hke
the apple trees of Avalon. And the chosen gesture would be that of
their first kiss, like the touch of a snowflake or a sigh from the light
of the Morning Star. They would leave eternity behind after an
eternity, to take an active part in creation, helping those who were
born bearing the sign to enter the city, within which they would
live with their faces, losing and finding cach other, scparate and
together, but never lost. They would play that game, dance that
dance, like 2 combination of notes and sounds, which was played
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d danced far above this carth’s visible and audible scale. In the
= hest range Of the light of another world. ‘

hl%it doesn't matter if 1 battle has been lost. It is a dance, 3 game.
our Myth of A-Mor, 1t 18 only important to fight it properly,

o honour and loyalty to the end. This has always been the way

with

© Ifiv;l:eache& the pyramid-shaped rock. He felt clearly that he had

been doing this for an eternity, repeating the action time and time
agaif. o .
glie dug 2 grave there and placed her inside it, on hey slt,c.l‘gc <?f
hranches and‘w flowers. He covered her with snow and icc. I this
way she would be prescrved for ever. He took his sword and traced

the sign and the lines:

“While you sleep,
1 keep watch, my hetoved.”

THE DISC

Standing beside her romb and the Midday Roc%c, he thought he
heard a rustling sound. Soon it became soft music. A.n‘d the enure
firmament was covercd with green rays QE' light. A Disc of Lllght
stopped in space in front of hin. in(%esc:r]babic? ke was t]]l‘f(‘}%‘)bln“g,‘
almost as if it was breathing. And it looked at ’mrr} as if it was‘
sending him a message, while at the same time it ‘read his thoughts
and feelingy’. _ -

For a long time they gazed at cach other, }1:1?11 the Light began e
move around and upwards, like an eye bi‘lnkmg‘ it closed hkg an
eyelid and moved rapidly towards the horizon, as if mnccntrau?‘g
on a point, untl it became no more tlan a star which grew paier
and paler. _ -

In a blinding flash, he realised that he had been in the presence o
the Grail of the Andes and hadn’t asked the question nor ordered it
to take him with it. e had lost the given opportunity for both of
them. And he would have to wait another seven hundred years

before the lanrel flowered again,
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ANOTHER TURN
OF THE WHEEL

THE GARDEN OF CHILDHOOD

In those times, it took almost a day to travel from Santiago to the
family estate in the foothills of the Andes. On alighting from an
ancient train, one was driven through the tiny provincial town in
horse-drawn carniages. The dusty road wound op bnto the hills,
crossing the River Claro, which lived up to its name by flowing
down the mountainside as a crystal-clear stream, murmuring over
boulders and rocks, until it was Jost in the distance. The penctrating
scent of the myrrh trees pervaded the whole valley 1n spring-time.
In his heart he always carried the memory of the eternal snows on
the mountain tops. They were the white blood of the ghants and the
conders, the cverlasting fire of the heavens.

A road bordered by farnt cottages led to the estate houses, These
were surrounded by u high wall, painted a colonial red. The huge
gates were open to allow the carriage und its snorting horses (o pass
through. The mansion was over two centuries old and was a single-
storey, L-shaped building, with doors which opened omto a gallery
supported by hand-carved pillars. The entire main body of the
mansion was painted the same red as the outside wall. At the back
stretched an enchanted garden, with fig trees, willows and
chestiuts, at the bottom of which was 2 tiny brook whose water
flowed from the Andes and whose banks were covered with a
shady tangle of brumbles, roses and hydrangeas. The domestic
dogs and fowl used to drink there together with the wild birds.
Nearby were the kitchens, smelling of meat, roast chestnuts and
fruit — dried or ripe, according to the season. Inside the rooms was
an unforgettable aroma of old wood, of antique furniture made
from jacarands, mahogany and oak; a scent of accumulated years
and time. Atrached to one end of the house was the colonial-style
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chapel, with an altar carved by artisans from Cuzco, with gildings
and a pair of strange candclabra made of myrtle wood, with
double-headed eagles whose bodies were shaped like hearts. This
chapel contained the tomb of a seventeenthwcentury Spaniard,
former master of these lands. And the sweet scent of lighted candles
and evening prayers,

But the child’s paradise lay in a tiny circular gurden in front of the
house, surrounded by bamboo canes up which dimbed roses,
forget-me-nots, jasmine and convolvulus. In the middle grew a
huge pine tree, which he now confuses with an oak in the Central
World, the land of Avalon.

In his memory, it was a shady place, smelling of damp violets,
On summer mornings, he used to go into the garden and not leave
it again until midday. And during that tme, where was the child?
Mingling with the plants and the flowers, climbing vp the huge
tree until he reached its topmost branches, urged on by an intense
desire to get closer to the condors who glided in the clear skies and
who would stop in mid-flight in order to look at him. The chld
conversed with the flowers, with the grass that grew so sweetly
and was so fragile, with the birds and, above all, with the tree.
Now he scems to remember that some tremulous secret revealed o
him by the grass made him cry on more than onc oceasion. The
child suffered for all these defenceless creatures who came and told
him little things, their sorrows mostly, and asked hin not to forget
them but to take them with him when he was separated from them
and could no longer understand their language. Don’t forget us,’
they begged him. “Take us with you for ever. We want to make

ourselves invisible within you.’

THE FACE

One day, a face emerged from a rose. Its eyes looked at him as ifhe
was not 4 ¢hild but a timeless being. The face said something to
him that he didn’t fully understand, becausc he only spoke the
language of the plunts well. Even today he has difficulty in
remembering it It seemed to sav to him: “Seek me, love me.’

Fe lived that yeoment as if outside tirme. Someone came and took
him out of the garden, for ever. And never afterwards was he able
to speak freely with the animals and flowers. He lose that faculty,
But, from that rnoment on, {rom carliest childhood, he hved only
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for love and to seck the face of thut flower m all wormen, In thc:r.
Or{i‘es in their souls, he songht the scent of the garden of
i:;il:iht’)ad, the sccret of that giangﬁ, the illusion of that l(wq The;gl
far away, i the gurden of childhood, ic had been given ;s
digpa&()‘i‘.z, the key of his m(flqdy, even before he felt himself to be
‘ego’, or perhaps at that precise moment.

THE VIOLETS OF CHILDHOOD

A cake with five or maybe four candles ~ he couldn’t remember;
which ~ and warm, foaming milk fresh from the ‘cowsh.ed \a;er(.f
brought to him on a tray. The tray was bordered with a garian{ ;
violets covered with dewdrops. Oh, Fhe scent of the Vt?iets of hus
childhood! Like so many things, the violets of today don't smell the

used to. _
Saf{f;cai:giizwhaired wornan who came te his room cg;rry;iﬁg his
present, like a priestess from the valley of the’ Andes, sad: ‘Happy
birthday! Now you're not a child any more.” ’

The violets also told him so (because they d}dn t svmcii the same
as when he was a child), His ‘ego’ interposed itself between hum
and their scent. Berween him and his garden. _

And he realised that now he would have to ereate, mvent Some
Non-Existent Violets, a Non-Existent Garden. 10 brm_g themn
back to life. The tree, the flowers, the plants begged h.“n to do s0
from the other side of a wall of glass which was growmng jess and
less transparent.

EGOY

1am a very young child, but at the same time 1 feel myself to be 2
very old person, timeless, as if clothed i dignity copferred on me
by the passage of centuries. I am standing in one 0% the rooms_ié
that mansion which is over two hundred years old, in the footh‘zlis
of the Cordillera of the Andes, in the PIECarious 3?1ci mystical
country called Chile, where there is always a 3ight_whxf;h seems to
come from other worlds, perhaps from the Morning Star.

To my right stands a big wardrobe which gives off an aroma of
old wood; behind me is a brass bedstead; in fromt of me is a tab_lf:.
Bevond hie other rooms and a door which opens onto 2 gallery W:th
?ii}:a\:s and vaulted niches. People are moving around. It 15 a
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beautifid day full of swnmer sun and moving light. Everything
smells and saunds as i it wag new-barn, solemn, because it has
been recreated. Far the first time ~ so [ believe — [ have a sense of
my ‘ego’.

And at that precise moment 1 begin to think like a philosoplier;
but with a clarity and lucidity that no philosapher ever had, because
Lam a child-philasopher and my thoughts are experiences, with »
recently-incarnate ‘ego’; that is, T am hoth 2 very old and a new
sage, who awakens and directs his sare gaze over the world and
over himgelf,

With deep wonderment, | observe, firstly, myself, my newly-
appeared ‘ego’. And [ am surprised, but without being surprised, to
feel myself to be ‘me’, ‘me-myself, ‘uniquely-me’. And the most
tmportant thought that comes into my mind at that time, which [
believe that T am thinking for the first time, s the following: is it
possible that in the midst of all the people around me, all the beings
moving sbout here, [ am the anly one to feel myself to be ‘me’, that
is, this umigne ‘me? ‘Me’, ‘me’ and not “another’? And then,
laoking at the people walking along that gallery, I say to myself: do
they also feel themselves to be ‘me’? It isn't possible that each of
‘them” alsa feels himself to bhe ‘e, ‘unmigquely-mie’, that is him’,
‘thern'? And this experience, so clear, so recently emerged from the
secret coffer of the universe, lhas affected my whole life from
earliest childhood up to the present, returning from tme to time,
whenever — whether § wish to or not - 1 open the secret ark of
wisdam of my childhood. And I continuc asking myself: supposing
that the ‘ego’ is an clectra~chemical phenomenon iir the brain’s bio-
chemistry, part of the mechanics of growth of the body, a centre
which opens up at a given moment in 2 child’s development, s it
possible that, immediately this centre is open, that child can ask
himself such fundamental questions, gaining such a clear experi-
ence af an ontological occurrence, so to speak? Furthermore, this
‘ego’ which suddenly appears, where was it befare? And what was
the “ego’ before? Or who was it? And. in my menuwy {‘who'

remembers, or ‘who’ engraved this recollection on my menory?y, |
see myself at less than a year old ~ before the appearance of that
‘ego’ (this “ego’) — leaning over the balcony of a house in the city,
holding tightly in my tny fist my grandfather’s blue sapphire ring
with his initials engraved in gold. The street below was fiull of
vehicles and pedestrians. And when the wamen came to bring me
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wdoors, fearing I would let the ring drop. I feit offended, ‘becausc I
o .tij:at i WImEd never have done so; because that child was a
;;;\:dary persémgc, older _than my f_;ran’dfather, a person filed
with antiguity, but as yet without an ego’.

UNINHABITED BLUE

More than half'a centory has passed. | never Wflz'ztcd to go back.ﬂ(?;
{ couldn’t. | travelled the Whuig waorld, ubeym.g orde‘r:s, :‘z;z‘lpehc :
by longing — the Pilgrim of the Gr.e:at‘ Longing - :ﬂ\;a}’.‘? in s(},i;c;e (;ﬂ
the City of Agharti and Avalon. Or in reality, (fft e cc;fr;;} “\;er
the garden af my childhood. And also of the Face in t__ch }( ,. ¢ ;r
And it happened that one day [ went bzzck, ﬁ}le.d \wtht:(.i .crt
¢hat the thought of coming face ta face Wzth a drown or t__;r ghosts
of an idealised world produces m us. However, everything was
exactly the same, The fields were sftzfl transparent, the %:rzzuj;tain
tops snow-cavered, the old walls sall pamnted red, the roa} , ‘us y
and the River Clara running over steep 1;ocks. Almost all tj:, 3}33(3
people were there. Only the violets didu’t smell the same. .A;‘i.( . (.
walls were alder und the gilded scul_pturcsf in the chape ‘ V\;cr;
damaged. The dauble-headed eagle had lost its tlzzftms but stzfidtf'l _
jts heart. The tombstone had become ezzcﬂrz;sted i the floor and its
nscription worn away by the passage of time. ‘
mzczijjgercd aim.iessl}y, :ga.inking I heard the gi:hosriy vaices of r:;y
ancestors. Scemes repeated themselves in thlc hight, 1 mt{ff:zdbt.w
abandoned garden, which had lost its protective firn_cc a_ﬂd Em{ ccz;
mvaded by weeds, There were no flowers, no bn—ds, o _aa;::s
could see or hear. And I stood beside thc huge pine trcc‘:,‘wzt out
anyone seeing me there. | rested my forchead agamst its :m;;zcnj
bark and embraced it, saying: “Speak to me as you used to, te m\,
your sorrows and yorur joys, tell me everything. Althu}zgi: | believe
I can’t understand vou. you knaw that I do. | bav:en t changed. |
wilt remmiain the same wmtl the end of.‘_mn eternity.
Thus I spake ta the beloved tree of my childhood.

Whenever I read the fallowing poem, 1 rcmember the pilgrimage
which, late in life, I made to the land of my birth:

‘And now, remembering my farmer self, the places I hawve
inhabited,
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And which sull carry my sacred thoughts,

Lunderstand that the fecling, the plea with which all strange
solitude surprises us,

Is nothing more than the cvidence which remains of himan
sadness.

Or, also, the hght of the one who breaks through his securiey,
las consecutive atmosphere,

In order to fect how, on returning, his whole being explodes
within a great number,

And to know that he “sull” exists, that he “still” enriches and
impoverishes steps on the earth

But who is there, absorbed, the same, without direction,

Solitary as a mountain, saying the word then.

So that no man can console the one who suffers thus:

All that he seeks, those for whom he now weeps,

Al thut he loves, has also gone far away, attaining jtseif,”

MY COMRADE

In this turn of the wheel, I have dedicated miyself to explaining a
Myth and 3 Legend, embodying them i my life. | have gome
through life singing a certain obsessive melody, whose kev was
given me in the land of my birth. I don’t resnember if it was here,
or in another place which is even farther away, in a remote, polar
region. It scems to me rhat none of this is new, but that [ have
repeated it thousands of times,

I was orphanced s a child and was brought up by a widow calked
Fresia or Freyia, my paternal grandinother. I grew up in the forests
of this southern land like 2 ‘pure madman’. Nothing more. Very
soon | rebelled against the Great Widow, entering upon this come
bat with no other weapons than the memory of the face in the
flower in the garden of my childhood. Without God, because |
also Jost Wim very carly on.

As [ narrate this ‘hermetic biography’ which is not accessible to
everyone, this legend, and as [ sing my melody softly, I thought jo
describe — with difficolty, enveloped in the mists of passing years
and turns of the wheel — 1y mecting with and loss of a companion
of iy youth, whom i believe ¥ called Jason, although his name was
really Hector. Together we lived solar times, in a midday which

' By the Chilean poet Omar Ciceres.

St
S

Astother Turn of the Wheel

L« 2 midmight, dreaming of and scarchl'mg for the Ciry of l’.)avlm'z_
v 1 died young: He wanted to remain pure and upright so 38 10
}agzue the search inn a new turn of the wheel, i?z timcls which
o Id be more propitious for hitn. Fle would continue his search
;Z{;:jugﬁ 411 the turns of the wheel, in those to come and those that
3 FC.
Car;i: }?;ﬁ;ravesidc, I sang the Song of the Comrade:
“If you doubt,
{laugh joyfully.
If yon sleep,
i i{ccp watch for you.
If you leave,
I shall fight for both of us.
Recause to each warenior
The Gods have
siven a comrade.”

And if 1 retarn to life, you will also rerurn to Bife in me. ﬁ;adlif'
yon have a dog, [ will look afeer it. And T will enter the dty with it,
‘Phus there will be 2 dog in the sky with us.

THE GREAT WAR OF THE MA HABHARATA

Jason left this Second Earth shortly before the great war ot the
Mahabharata began. [ took part in this war although | didn t‘k_now
the reason for it. I think because I was impelled by the ‘blood
memory’. And it was this war that jed me to the Mast%r and to be
initiated into ap aucient circle, "which rules both poifts .

Tt was the Master who expluined the significance of the great war
to me and the reason why I liad taken partin it guiduli by the
‘bBlood niemory'. The war had taken place many (mcs, 1o 1many
turns of the wheel, and it would repeat itself endlessly, withont
beginning or end. _

%\s be{ire, it ended with the defeat of the followers ofd_u: God of
the Losers of the Kaliynga. The guides who did?’l't die on the
corpse-strewn buttleficlds had o embark once agam on the long
exodus towards the ices of the south of the world, in scarch;of the
Subterrapears Civy and the doorway opening onto thel Star of
Origins. Because the Norns had spoken, and it was not night that
fell ﬁpon the defeated — wmong whont I was numbered — but the
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hope of resurrection in die Oases of lee, If we face defear with
honour, then that defeat is good! Such an ending is a spiritug
adventure which has been successful i a parallel world and tine,
Harsh is the judgment of the Norns! And the warrior musst accept i
with honour and a joyinl heart.

[ came to the Master in the nnddle of this war by a2 ‘Incky
occurrence fitled with micaning’. One night [ Jay paralysed i1 my
bed, having ‘awoken without waking’ wlile | thought I was asleep.
A current which originated at the base of my invisible spine began
to risc along the length of my body, causing different centres or
‘wheels’ to vibrate, As it spread, an icy fire paralysed the parts it
touched. When it reached miy throat, [ knew that no cry {or help
would reach a hnman car. When the raging fire neared my {orehead
$0 as to try and touch the top of my head, something was gripped
by an nnutterable fear, something which believed that it was goig
to die, to disappear for ever. And it struggled between what it
believed 1o be nothingness and its only known existence, between
fear of a black void and 1ts carthly light, its only possible light

And what was involved in that desperate struggle, stirring up 2
fundamnental, perhaps cosmic happening, was the ‘ego’, my ‘ego’,
which had appeared for the {irst aime I the garden 1 which the
golden apples of childhood grew.

THE MASTER AND THE SERPENT

i am standing before the Master, having been led into his presence
by one of my companions in the great war, who had also drawn his
sword and fought against identical ghosts.

I feel that | have stood here many times before, looking at his
blue eyes, his virile hands grasping the sword. I hear him say: ‘You
have been bitten by the serpent. Ter poison is already cireulating
throngh your blood and if you don’t fiud the antidote, you will die.
But don’t think that this has only just happencd. Your first meeting
with Her was in the garden of your childhood. But at that time,
you saw Her outside you, as a face looking out of a flower. Now
She i¢ inside you. And the enemy vou will be fighting m this great
war will be vour “ego”, which has come between Mer and the
Blect. The ancient continent of Flyperborea was submerged in the
terrifying flood, and the new sun was superimposed above it
creating a thin crust which talks another language, which no longer
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spcaks for the animals and the flowers; nor understands them.
Nevertheless, in the depths below, Hyperborea still exists, behind
the Yellow Sun and the Black Sun, in the Ray of Green Light, Go
down to the depths of the Ocean, raise Hyperborea, make the
jegendary continents of M and Gondwana, the Land of the Giants,
reappear alongside the narrow coastline of your present homeland.
When the lost continent rises, you will recover the face of the
serpent. And vyon will retnrn to life with Her. This is the
Resurrection. And it 18 also our great war, which we fight watls
honour, ont of duty, knowing that no onc kills anyone else,
“pecause those yon kill on the field of bartle have alrcady died in
Me”. And the “ego” which von are going to overcome wiall return
eo life in 2 different form, united with the face of your flower,
incorporated in the old soul, in that Him-Her who waits beside a
spring, in the roots of the tree of your childhood.

‘Don’t be afraid, don’t resist, go into combat with a hght hearr,
risking the loss of your “ego” with honour. Accept its death. Only
when the “ego” is dead can he live. it will be retarned to you,
immortal, reborn. And don’t forget that dhie bagtlefield is your own
hody. Because the sky is also shaped like a man’s body.’

THE COURT OF KING ANTARCTIiUS

As best | could, 1 followed the Master’s advice; because in those
hazy regions, enveloped in the phantasmagorical musts of the
mystery and legends of the Gral, notlnng is exact or certain, nor -
can we make use of any conscious decision or rational will there.
Although, perhaps, we may be able to decide on a course of action
a ittle before we come face to face with events. But there is also the
‘blood and its memory’, our solar, Luciferan origins, which will
bring us out of the battle as either victorious or defeated. Defeatad
with hounour. And the miemory of our beloved, the face of our
beloved, ‘i onr heart of hearts’, as Novalis says.

The ‘battleficld’ was ready. lay down on the bed and waited for
the signal which would start the conflict berween the two armies,
From far off, as if from the thick forests on the horizon, 2 soft,
melodious sound could be heard and the fiery chariots began to
approach like discs of white hight, like flaming icebergs. The same
vibrations of icy fire, the same growing paralysis, as the invasion
mounted, taking one city after another, establishing its rnle in each,
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causing these centres & revalve I unison, so as to make use of
them accarding ta a plin and 2 serategic thydhimic Jaw. The egy’
fell back ra dhe upper reaches in order to fight the decisive batte g
the summnit, where it had carlier thought jwself o be victorious,
keepmg cantrol there on the very hrink af defest. Flowever, naw |
wanted to lose. No, | didn’t want to. Something in the "blood
memory” decided that far me, perhaps the Master, the face, o1 the
miemory of my helaved’. An alien wisdom which reminded me:
“You are 2 fallower of the Gad of the Lasers, you belong to his
army. Yau will win by lasing.” And I gave in, and handed over the
summit’. | stopped resisring.

A whirlwind of fire cnvelaped my head, as i T was entering =
Disc af Lighr, and an crernity of nathiugness, of nobady, was
produced. Afterwards canye the awakening, something like the
return to a pre-existing paint, both earlier and later in time. And
ouce again, I found myself eravelling inside the fire and the light of
the Disc, urged an by a music which was iy melody, bue played in
the highest possible key. We were travelling throngh a meral-like
tube, a fiumel which was rotating fast. "A break in space’, |
thought, which wanld permit me to reach the Other Earch, a
parallel world and time, where victory awaits those wha know
how to lase with hanour “here’.

And then 1 was au the other side.

it was samething like 2 room with glass walls. In the middle was
a Round Table, made of stone, of blue~green ice. On itsrood 3 am
filled with a golden liquor. Strangely, | seemed to knaw diae the
table was my own skull, and that the cup was an eye open in the
middle of it, like the contral eye af the giants. Araund the Round
Table, {ike luminous discs or stars, as my hody had by now alsa
became, were seated twelve knighes in shining armaur, each with a
lady in a red gown standing on his left. Evidendy they were
waiting for me, hecause there was an emupty sea1, which bare the
number 13

The King, who was called Anmtarcrhor, said: “This seat bears the
number of your swr, accarding to the Venusian Culendar of
Tiahuanacy, which is far more perfect and accurate than the
Calendar of the Sun of Gold, because it is connected with the Black
Sun aud the Ray of Green Lighe. Sit dawn, Huanacu!

I abeyed. And fell into u huge abyss. The whole earth shook ~
that Other Earth. 1 had satin the ‘Siege Perilous’. 1 fell further and
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fariher, And as I went deeper inta the abyss, T heard King Arcthar,
who Was now called Antarcchur, because he had changed poles, say
o me: ‘| can reveal 1 you the names of seven of these knighes. As
che table is round, we cau begin with any ane of them. However,
¢here 1s an order and a hierarchy. Five mames sre missing, as well as
one of mine, The thirceentl: is the Slege Perilons because inarder w
it there you muse fighe 2 well-armed kmight. Also, yvou must come
with yanr lady, wearing dic red gown of resurrectiom. Dan't rerurn
here withaut her.’

When I found miyself lying on the bed again, §saw, thraugh rthe
window of my room, the Marning Star rise over the sleeping
Andes, hike an eye filled with a watery light. And I knew that 3t
would never cease ta keep watch aver me; beeause it was my guide
on the Raad of Return.

THE STONE WHICH FELL FROM FHEAVEN

P went to see the Master and tell him abaut my experience: ‘Haw is
it possible that all this, which was taking plice somewhere autside
me, could at the same time alsa be happening inside me? 1 asked,

“AhY he exclaimed. "There is no mside and ourside. You are
alive, but yau arc dead. You scem dead; but you are alive. There is
1o here and dhere, nar above and below,; what is mside 1s ourside. ]
have explained this to you so many times.’

“True. It scems ta me that § have had dis meeting and this
conversarion with yaw, here in the dircle, before, s have onldy just
remembered i1, A memary of samethiug that | have already lived
through ar will live through. 1s this reincarnaton?’

"What is cammanly called remcarnarion 15 an error reached
through the thaughts and language af this cominent which is
superimpased on the one we were speaking abaure earlier. An ervor
of this new earth and new sun which appeared within time, when
the garden of childhoad sank along with [Hyperbarea and Thule,
Where tiime was different and travelled towards the past, ar juse
didn’e exist. Our order knows and uses the language aof the last
Continente. It s o kanguage of sacred signs. The vibratary saunds of
the Orphic music. There is na reincarpation, only a repetitan of
the same thing, a returyy of tie same thing, dhe playing of the same
ote m different intensities of the same toue. Tve explained this o
¥ou, too, many times, but nat vesterday, nor omorraw. Teday. So
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that because it 1s always happening, it's as if it never happened, or
as if it is happening for the first time. . .

‘Nevertheless, I remember it, | am rersembering it as if it hag
already happenced or as if it were happening for an eternity.’

“This is because you have reaclied midday, in the depths of
midnight, beside the Polar Mountain of Revelation. And you wil|
be initiated into our order. You bear the sign of the warriors of our
star, the star of Ludifer, of the Great Loser, the Morning Star,
engraved on your forchead and vour arm.’

I isten to what the Master tells me extremely carefully. These are
his orders, which | will obey through all cternity,

Yes. What 1s inside is outside. Here everything is omside. And
you must go towards it as if you were mteriorizing it. {What clse do
yon desire, OO world, but to make yourself invisible within us?!
Ontside, there is also a castle, a Round Table of King Arcthur, a
Grail, a hidden, subterrancan city, a Hollow Earth, vonr Beloved
who awaits you and a Disc of Light which will carry you to other
constellations. There is a Holy War to be fought. The warriors of
our order must first seek all thiy outside, but with the intimate
knowledge that they are also seeking it inside. Better still: when
they have found it outside, they will have also made it invisible in
their “heart of hearts”, returning it to life there. And from then on
they will be able to move freely between these two worlds and in
many others, from inside to out, from lhife to death, without being
cither alive or dead, like a double~headed cagle which hus a lieart
for its body. This is what has mistakenly been called “astral
journeying”. It is yot a journey. It is a “falling from the flesh into
the soul”. And they will return to clothe it with au immortal body,
with the red gold of the alchemists to the Grail, with the stone
which fell from heaven.’

I am, then, a stone which fell from heaven, from a broken
crown, an exile in this world, a Pilgrim of Longing, an acolyte of
the God of the Losers, 3 member of the circle of Lucifer, a warrior
of the order of the Morning Star, 2 Guardian of the Dawn, a
Walker of the Dawn.

*And the war, Master?’

‘We are warriors from the most holy of wars, from a mythical,
eternal, cosmic war. Because there is a myth to be defended, for

' By Rilke.
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which to fight and die, inside and ont. It was brought to this
external carth with its slow vibrations, in the same way as the face
in the flower in the garden of your childhood appeared to you, as if
i had fallen from heaven or emerged from inside a great rose. And
it really had &llen from heaven, from the rose of our star, with the
stone froim a crown which had been broken in a stelar war. kcame
down to this earth i the Dises of Light, along with the White
Gods. Purely terrestrial people do not believe i this Myth of
Resurrection and Eternal Love. They did not fall from another
planet but are the “slaves of Atlantis”. Also those who have come
from opposing stars, from different universes, are fighting agamst
our myth. Not all who inhabit the earth are the same. This is why
we are fighting, 0 as to preserve a myth, a legend, which flows
through the “blood memory™. Defeat in the battles of this war will
not be defeut if the myth is preserved in all dts purity, because the
Archetype will rise like a phoenix from the bloodwstained ashes.
And the war will finally be won by 1 Horseman riding on 2 white
horse which gallops towards the past or who descends in a Disc of
Green Light

‘“The Legend of Etcrnal Love i on the point of disappearing
because of the hybridisation of the “blood memorics”. The youth
of today has been influenced by black music. The Archetype hus
been debased, Plato showed us thar Adantds was drowned beaause
of an indiscriminate mingling of Archetypes, because of their
destruction in the “blood memory™. The Twilight of the Gods has
taken phice. The sound of the horn cant be heard echoing sadly in
the forests of Hyperborea.”

After u long silence, during which he scemed to be contemphit-
ing some undefined point as if sonicone standing there were telling
him what to say, the Master continued: “The rebeltious dross over-
flows from the forge where the alchemist is preparing the gold of
resprrection. Counter-initiation, Prince of Darkness and Slavery,
takes advantage of this. Only Zarathustra’s Persian and Rama’s
Hindu are unconditionally on our side, despite having lost their
war of the Mahabharata. They still defend their solar sonl. Amongse
s, in the south of the world, are the White Gods, hiding in the
City of the Cacsars, in the secret refuges in the Andes, m the
myseerious oases of the Sonth Pole. Your mission is to seck them.
You will have to search the exterior world and try to enter its
fortresses and gather together the scattered fragrents of the broken
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own. even if it mreans approaching that table ar which an
inexhaustible supply of food is served and the Higuor of eornal life
1s drunk, so that, finaily, you may sit in the Siege Perilous becans,

you will have come accompanied by your beloved
Firstly,

you must search your own COUBLTY, your mysticy)
liomeland, which awaits transfiguration. You must go down to the
borders of tle Antarctic, in search of the oases of warm water, i
the centre of the wce-ficld, beneath the Black Sun of Midnight, ang
discover the entrance o the Interior Farth where CHIE gTeat guide
awaits you, You must love your native land as you once loved the
garden and the flowers of your childhood, because the warrior of
our order does nor scorn nature and its laws, but looks o 3t as
allegory of something supernatural, He is imersed in this alle.
gory, although at thie same tinie he 1 amazed by the cternal SHIE T
larity of lis “ego”, which is a-natural. Moreover, it is not crrongh
for him 10 believe in immorsality, he lives it. He is the Man of
Great Louging.*

33

THE INITIATION

I had to wait many years before I was aceepted by the guides who
control us from the Ray of Green Light, and the Master decided to
mitiate mye,

I was summoned 1o the Circular Room of Glass, which had been
bailt in the south as a copy of the first home. The warriors were all
there, dressed in black and carrying their swords, i, o, carmed mine.

The great Sign of Return, which revolves iy the opposite
direction to the turniug of this present earth, was suspended from
the vaulted roof. A fire bumed n the centre of the room.

Idrew ty sword and passed it ro the Master.

“You mnst stand,” he told me. *No oge kneels m our company.’

The others formed 2 circle around us. The Master passed my
sword over the flames.

‘There are two swords, One day you will be the Warrior of the
Two Swords, when you regain the facalty of conversing with the
ammals and plants, which is the language of Avalon, spoken in the
City of the Caesars. You will be the Warrior of the Two Worlds,
the inner and outer, There is only one sword, bat it has rwo edpes,
like a donble-headed cagle. Tt is the Sword of the Two Conscious-
nesses, of the awdkening.’

The Master drew a sign on the blade of the sword ynd handed it
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ck to me. The warriors pointed their sxuvords at my heart. They
ba, raised them towards the Emblemn of Return. ‘ |
th(";){?'hc Circle 1s called Huilkanota, You are now an Ancahninea, 2
Arrior se?‘\jring the White Gods of Albamia. Now you can never
e back. Whosoever sets foot here can never go back, He must go
o r'arci across burming deserts and icy plateanx, suffering
ev'ef\ Dlstif;f;ozcn ‘aienc, without hyman comfort, without the
Eh}rhtz’ f::"nbréce 0{; living woman, usque ad mortem, until one day %}e
::z:::.es the diamond-entrusted w:i]}s‘ of the City o{f I_)_aw;,tt;t:s
drawbridge, its hidden entrance. By %115 constant cmsragle‘ mmiti(;;
by his “fury” alone, hie will have gained che r}ght t(; rc;i%ri. cuon
and crernal life. But whosoever scts foot upon this path 1“ tich tim.}
to the great beyond may not go to_rward ifheever 1.138 t Iae z;‘zt;:r::sn,t
of turning back. He who has attained the inm'za‘n stat; a{a{ do
uy to go beyond it is like a man Wh.o commits suici L.v S

And the Master gave me the first sign i onr mz.tz.atmn’. n € ir
i the language of Atlands-FHyperborea. When };m;f‘ic{: ::komd
your heart, it affects the two heads of the double- m'i ed f,af, °
mstantly reaches the Two Earths and all your bod;as.) react.w » ti
them. It is vour defence and paralyses t?':{m_t .wi‘zo are (}p}:)SL L
your myth, opposing Nes, bike a q)untermmztsatzcn‘q, ar;] an 1«;:9' th(;
Other signs will be given to you, cither by me per,sonaf yi;)r y} e
guides, as they become necessary o the gio_ry of y.ourhngt., ms v
dangerons road which you will be fo]?c.)wmg, Ma}_f tb;;‘l_\‘f;r;: "
propitions to younl May the mmmortals give you their blessing?! Go,
seek! And never return, Leapl

THE SEARCH ONCE AGAIN

Since that day 1 have travelled thcr world from end tcj) {:tnd%
searching, consultiug, looking deep wto the eyes ()fE\_?f;‘r_y. pi 'grjfzz

meet to sce whether he 1s on1e of my comrades, to receive some sg;n\
or indication that would help me find the path that leads to the

- ¢ City of Dawn.

gai::i f(i)i;l ‘;:Ho?wd myself to be dragged along by the _currc.nt t:ha%t
flows ever farther towards the south. | pcnc_trated its borders,
where Pedro Sarmiento de Gamboa tasted t]ale bitter fruit of returf-z,
called Calafate.® in the Sarmiento Mountams, by Lake Nahuel

LA fruit of the south of Chile. It is believed that whoever eats it wil]
always return there.
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Huapi, I searched for the City of the Caesars. And one day I foung
myself at 4 great altirude, uear the peak of Melimoyy, Withoy,
knowing why, I burst into tears beside a small luke and a rock
which stood on a plateau, wear a forest of petrified conifers. It wag
with great difficulty that [ camie down from there, as if half of ny
soul lay dead in that place,

And I continued my scarch until I reached the icy wastes of the
Agntarctic, guided by 3 golden-haired dog, always with the hope of
sceing the oasis which was the entrance to the hyterior World, the
Hollow Earth, the refuge of our guides, appear in the thick mist.
And in the expectation of their resurrection.

I dow’t know what happened to my golden-haired dog, or
whether I lost it in this turn of the wheel or another, whether it fell
mto a bottomless Antaretic abvss, or whether it was devoured by
the ferocious skuas, those Antarctic seagulls which flew ever closer
to its Golden Fleece,

I'have said that I travelled to all the ends of the carth. And thus it
was. [ crossed the grear Ocean which eats away at our coasts, in the
knowledge that the temples, palaces and golden ghosts of Gond-
wana and Mu, the decomposing skeletons of thie men of Lemuria,
their treasures, their immense submerged powers, their cosmo-

gonic dreams, still He in its depths. And one day [ reached the
Other Spinc of the Earth, the Hirnalayas, because | thought to find
the City of Agharti and the Masters of my Master there. [ lived in
India for many years, searching the holy mountains for the $iddha-
Ashram. The Master had told mic that its entrance was to be found
on the sacred Mount Kailas, in the Transhimalavas, above the
rainline, near Lake Manasarovar. I was on the point of reaching it
But I was prevented from doing so by the other races who had
taken control of those regions and who were opposcd to our myth,
forcing Kaliyuga towards its nadir, to the new kingdom of the ants,
to a planet of fead. Only the jadgment of the Norus can save our
Myth of Resurrection and Fternal Love. And the sword called

‘Blood Memory’. Aud the Disc of Green Light and the return of
the White Gods,

CARL GUSTAV JUNG

On my retirn to the west, iy that European world which is not like
the South American one, and which after the Thirty Years War and
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tatest war of the Adafablarata has become like 2 .‘body wzthout‘. a
e 1 discovered that a noble White Spirit had feft Burope fozf ever.
50113; toi& that the Grail had been taken by 1_’31'5“1_{3} to Aiba?zm, the
S ¢ name for America, in a Templars’ shap with a fiery ¢ross fm
?ncsi::; which revolved in the direction of return, towards the oascs
its T
of th;i?;i;}i?ji&bcrsidcr a lake. in & tower built by his own hands

i}nwhosc aozlst;uci'.ion had been determined by I}iﬁ dreams, I met
3;; Master of the Splinx ohce mrore. He was carving 2 serpent 0;‘3
Ec::k, while the waters of the }akc lapped gentiylro:;zt}d h:sdfc;;tc m{i
saw me arrive, exhausted, thirsty and E'u_m_gry‘ an zzz:;.}c méal o
side the tower to rest beside the fire while he prepared 2 .
m?ie offered me winc in a metal jug and we talked 3E; %hat;;ug};t
and the following day. [ shall wry and reproduce wha; f,i to }j{{r;n ;;
‘Like you, I have lost the war. When | have le E_T:z;fec.n ;0
comspiracy will take place against mic. ft has aiv:iays been m,
because only poets will be able to understand me and con 12 ! y
work. Sometimes | think that my fellow countrymen, m tbzs mi
land in which [ am living in this turn o{tiae wheel, hate ;;}e,l ecauit
I endanger their materialist, money«or;ggtated way of i c am nin
from this world. T am a Hyperborcean, Like you, [am a strgz?’g’;c%r ‘
this world, 1 this land inhabited by the “slaves of Atiantzs‘ . We
fost this stage of the war of the Mahabharata. Because of th}z;};f
work will remain unfinished and only poets, as I have sa?d, \M; ‘ ;
ahle to understand it and carry it on. This homc%ﬁané of mine, whic
was once druidic, has remained a part of a (_Jc}tzt? c:(mfcd;;rg{t};z}:
whose synibol is a clover with four ‘ECZ‘V?S, because it lacks ¢ Z it :
leaf which is the Hyperborean polar spirit, the teaf of the r;uz‘;a :ig;
destiny, It lost it, or it never h?d it. At least your homeland 1

" the Morning Star. . .. ‘

}arf‘é:;f;:; are to bi%:mé‘;’ I broke in. ‘Wijzy didn’t you r:si; y;:ur aiiir?l
You were also a son of your monntaimous country, iatxing
Saere v, ‘

%llpc\fci:;é have lost the little that I had salvaged in the battic: Ar;d
now it will be the sons of my own flesh who will take part m}.}t]c
destruction of my work. A creator, a warnor, should not have
children. . . .

“That 18 true,” | agreed.

;Izw;(:zmd out tiica{e wine. He put some large pots and the old
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metal frying pan into the cupboard. He greeted them and th
them, talking o theny as if they conld understind him,
almost religious silence, e looked 4t me fxedly: “Well, pilgrim,
you have eaten and drunk, Do you wish to rest or would you rathe,
open your heart to me now, as you did long ago, wi
king standing beside the Sphinx?

Twill talk to you,” I replied. “That is why Lhave come. Only yo,
Can answer nie.

ankey
After a

i

1€ YO W 2

SELF

‘Thave been asking niyself the same question for an cutire eternity,
without obtaining an answer. Is there any reason to believe thy
anything survives death? The “ego”, for example? Can it die? If the
“ego” dies, everything comes to an end with
explained to me that if the “ego” didn’t exist, there would be 1
wotld. If a yogi, for example, had stripped himself of his “ego” in
his profoundest state of samadhi, there would be no one there o
know that he had been in samadii. Or perhaps he didn’t know thar
he was in samadihi? Becanse thiere is ndividuality without cgo-
COTMSCIOUSNESS; it ¢xists even ina flower, a stone. “A stone
because it has no ego-consciousness,” said Moeister Eckhart.
Without consciousness, without “¢go”, there can be o individ
ation. There is persona but not personality. And the “ega”, this
“ego” 1 feel myself to be, that only | am, how cay it die? If it dics,
the world comes to an end, because how can “I” kiow thar it will
g0 on withont “me”, when “I" die? Only because people tell me so,
beeause someone assures me it i so, while I am still herc. | learn
that the world goes on after me. And it is
"I, Ab, but if | really do dic, then eve
even the world. And I cannot escape froy
way out for my “ego”. | can only think and feel the following:
when I disappear, if ever I do disappear, someone in eternity will
again feel himself to be “mne”, exactly as I do now. And this “I",
who feels like this, will be “1” myselt, just as if nothing had ceased
to exist; because in the immense iterval, after a2 whole eternity, if
there is no “I” = this “I” - there is no conscionsness, so that time
also comes to an end. A montent, a sigh, a nothing. The

disappearance and resurrection of the world. The sleep, the repose
of the Gods. The Eterial Return.

it. One day you

is a stone

" who hears it, always
rything comes to an end,
1 this. There is 10 possible
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« have conte here to consalt you, to talk to you, to think v:«z;h
: Flow can I know that yon really exist, that you are also )
o feel yoﬁrseif to be an “I7, “your-17? Only because | hear
. vou fee s 1 17 17O s
e f{*}i me so. And it could well be a projection of mysclf or a
i ) ’ 3 - - ¥
o ting of myself in two, like all the rest, words that | am sa;lz;ng;
1 . a 1 o
o self, questions and answers that T amn putting to mys;{ ,Aa
. myiho-gile in front of & mirror in which I am looking at my;{_, LAt
g | i i : i SrE § = 30
g}io end of his dramatic life, Nictzsche also had discovered thl%

. ] 2, : 2 SAIME
t; tell me — and he became all people in one, at one 3:3(_:1 t:};: e
; E}; succeeding m escaping from the ¢ircle into raadness. Ba
gme, suec g .

- a
je really escapes N
e passed his old hands across his forehiead. ‘ S
“This has been my obscssive melody, too. 1 he anguis ;. O :
. . ' ’ "y 3l 4 f us
ental brick wall, tlis nasrow path w?;z.ch SEEIHS t;) Lf;}w y
m‘thozzt 4 way out. Without an answer, Because, truly, tF i}.‘bt
o J i T i onfirm to
There o The only thing I ¢an conf
? There is nonel y
pone. You know? i heor on confinm 0
o is that L, too, feel myself to be “me” A poor 3&5\&?(;. Bec e
icu don't belicve me, you cannot possibly believe r;:aic: 'r(i)m y_t .
I “me”. 3 s
i “you” feel vourself to be "me”. This is how
i »w, only “yon” feel you : .
point of view, hat it 1s the same for nie, 0o,
shen [ can assure yon that it s
ou, even when I can as 3 : or i ,
gf}'rt?:} our “nre”, yon will never be able to nnderstand 1t. Scpara}ic
v ‘ “this, no answer. That is to say, the
There is ¢ of this, no apswer. Th , th
for ever. There is no way ou ' o say, the
aswer is: there is ne way out, no answer. The way <i‘<’3<,s not‘hc'ts
renunciation of the “ego”, “crucifixion of the ego”, but‘ 2"1 i
th the
snpreme affirmation, combining it with an {,n_tckchy,l w;{ o
IPf:rsona which existed before the “ego” and which felt ;itse to i.
ient, -d wi ign “ombining them in the
50 old, so ancient, so filled with dignity. Co g
Absolute Personality.’ ‘ ' , .
“What is the “ego”? Where was it before it entered a cluld’s
body? 1 asked. . . - ..
f vith other questions: ‘Perhaps it was the
e answered me wi _ porhiaps It NS e
“gnardian angel” which the child later loses, when the “eg ;
his body? Or perhaps the “gnardian angel” 1s that wisc man, W;O
goes away when the “ego” enters the child’s bedy and \mztsD Sr
. ' ; e 3 i) . . . i@ : 3!. T
“Your” return? What is this “you”? Is there, perhaps, a “thir
5 the “ego” a point, a fold in the mantle of the persona, fodf the
. i Ty a ti enter a body made of dense
Monad, of which only a tiny part can ab
, i HOSS ' : techno-
matter? Have yon ever considered the poss;b;liz.ty thit thi E:d;;:(jr
' 1 i O EIve an Tego to the
erats of the science of Kaliynga managed ¢ gl ) ,ga o thelr
1 i hrains, their robots, merely by moving a lever? Migh
lectronic brains, .
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Will the “ego” survive when the robot is destroyed? Will the same
“ego” be reproduced in other inachines? This horrifying possibility
Is for me a further proof that consciousness is an archetype which
forges a path through the universes, secking to give itself a shape,
and that it uses the hunsan being in the same way as it would use the
machine, . , . I have never managed to say this openly: That the
“ego” is an Archetype.’

‘T understand,” | said.

“They are only words, T know. New receptacles for an old wine,
Let us retarn to the point from which we have strayed: combining
the “ego” and the persona. There les the gate through which one
can enter and leave Uldma Thule. | have called it [ndividuation.
Combining the “ego” with the Self. Changing the accent of
individuality, moving it from the rational conscionsness closer to
the Ocean of the Unconsdious, without ceasing to be conscious but
with a different type of consciousness, bringing light as far as
possible into the darkness, moving from the Yellow S of rational
consciousness to the Black Sun of Individuation. And the centre
that appears there, which is created, invented, to which the accem
of individuality has now moved, is the Self a ecircle whose
circamference is everywhere and whose centre is nowhere. And
which emits a Ray of Green Light. The light of Gnosis. Meister
Eckhart’s “tiny spark” which navigates in a ghost ship on and
beneath the surface of the Sea of the Unconscious, with all its lights
on. The fulfilment of the totality of a being, the unus mundus. This
is [ndividuation. Giving a face to the Self, to the “Guardian Angel”,
the Monad, making the Creator conseious. . . . Aud do you know
where I found the concept of the Self T used in order to allude to this
mystery? In the greatest psychologist of all time: in Nietzsche, your
“Wounded King”, who was the first to discover it, using the
German word Selbst,”

‘What is the Self?’ | asked.

Tt is an island of glass lost in the middle of the Ocean, a city
hidden in the depths of a mountain, an oasis of warn: water in the
mudst of the ices, it is the Continent of the Golden Age, a castle
surrounded by flames, in which the Beloved lies asleep. . . . Yes,
because once there was a King, s Queen, a Sleeping Beauty in 2
Wood, an Eternal Love. . . . Only poets will be able to understand
me, . ..

something simmilar have happened in the case of the human being:
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ANIMA, ANIMUS

“Fros was united with his Beloved inside the Grear Qrphic, Cosmic
£gg: Phanes, Erika Pajos. Eros unites, but Phobes, fear, hach
(nothing is closer to love than hatred) disunites, leads to separation,
breaks the Cosmic Egg. So as to acquire consciousiess, mdividu-
ality, s0 as to be able one day to give a face to the Cosmic Egg.

‘Complete fusion — losing oneself in one’s opposite, i1 the loved
one, in ai effort to retirn to the oniginal Androgynons — is not a
good thing. It goes against ludividuation, the immortaii‘ty of the
persona and resurrection, which 15 differentiation, tle mdzvzdzll-
ation: of both partners, so that he and she can come together again
separated but, in another way, wiited for ever. Resurrccted.

‘i you have the great good fortune to meet your beloved again,
the her of im, in one of the turns of your wheel, don’t make the
mistake of marrying her. You would both be destroyed. What you
must do is help her to dic outside you. Love her as if you were
committing a crime. The beloved must die in order to return to life
as an immortal, placing her cternity in yonr hands. This is the true
Her, who leads the warrior to heaven, who is not an illusion, who
does not drag him down into hell, prefaning him, castrating his
magic virility, turning man into woinan. She is not the devouring
mother, the widow who is not the Widow, because she does not
resign herself to her widowhood and so castrates her son, Parsifal
and Alexander had to employ Phobos {(Hatred) in order to escape
from the Great Motdher, the Attle widow, so as to achieve the Grail,
the Stone of Change, which the Greeks called Xoanon. Totality,

‘Das ewig Weibliche zicht uns hinan, as Goethe said. “The Eternal
Feminine leads us to heaven.” Because the impulse which drives
you to fulfil the ultimate mystery, which 1 have called Individu-
ation, projecting the “ego” into the Persona, o the Monad, into
the Self, giving a face to the Gods, “lighting the darkness of the
Creator”, is none other than love. Only love can make you cross
the deep chasm, the drawbridge that separates your “ego” from the
castle in which yonr beloved lies asleep, jumping into the abyss. It
18 in effect a change, a miracle. It is a Non-Existent Flower: the Self.
Fall inco this flower and vou will find the face of your Beloved
there, This love, this impulse, is an icy, red-green fire, which
Consumes cverything and prajects you to heaven, loving beyond
life and death, for all cternity. This love makes you immortal. This
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: $ " e, i 1 troubadon Miinesd)
fa;c,dthz; Fire of Love, which the troubadours and Mianesdipe
. . oo, C . . . . o
ca ¢ H‘m.ma Saclde, Isolde, [ have called Anima in the man ang

Animus i1 the wonran,

A-MOR

j]t’ has Ibeen said that the man who loves God needs seven
Incarnations in order to enter Nirvana aud Eberate himself, pud tlﬁ'
th_e man who hates him needs only three. It js withour Gdd 3){‘1;
‘\wt:h his own “fury” that Parsifal achieved the Grail ;'md b
mndividustion, his Self, his totaliey, This is the difference bet "‘e;‘1
the Liquid Road and the Dry Road. We do not know whetbe;és
weii‘ as his “fury®, his Phobos, his fear of the Mother Pars‘ifﬁ‘é
carried with him 2 ”memory of 2 beloved ”, as he was sza;;pesed t:)
hgvc advised his {riend Gawaine to do. Parsifal, with his "fury”, or
hz‘s hatred, was resisting a participation mystigue. Samadhi fias;on
v\i"z.zh Adhi, the Primordial Being, doesn’t await him at thc,r end of
h%s r{‘)ad‘ iéic:causc this wonld be the way of sainthood, What awaits
%;1m i3 Kfzwafya, zcn?:sf. separation, supreme Individuation, Absolure
Personality, the ultinate solicude of the Superman, Fhis is the way
of du_: magician, the Siddha, the tantric hero of the Gral The
cosmic isolation of the risen Purnsha. o

‘ “The mystery of the Grail has preoccupied and moved me deeply
since ury youth. For this very reason, I did not wish to touch it bt
passed it by on tiptoe, because | had a presentiyent that this was
something sacred that should not be “psychologised”. Unforta-
nately, {am not sure that others may not do so i my name after |
have gone. . .

Tam sarprised to hear you use the word “psychologise”™. Having
stopped in midstream, out of 2 desire to preserve the “scientific’
nature of your school at all costs, having enveloped your
groﬁ)undcst experiences in the language that was in vogue at the
fane, $6 as to escape the acensation of mysticisuy and magic, you
neverthieless find yourself laid open to the accusation of ”p;vcﬁ{:\?o"
gising”™ traditional and sacred knowledge, such as alchemy.
astmiogy, hermeticism aud even the 7 Ching. Having done so yos
have gained nothing, because your encmics will a?w;ﬁys accnsf; ;—oz}
of mystic ambiguities and of being a gnostic follower of Meister
Eckhare, )

Fknow, This is why I have said that only pocts will understand
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me. Becanse, somehow, I have handed over the “cipher”. 1, w0,
fike the troubadowrs of Gcecitania and the Minnesdnger, have sung in
code, in cipher. For example, haven't 1 said that Arclietypes are
psychoid? That is to say that, transcending the human psyche, they
are beyond or before i, What difference, then, from dhe Gods of
Greece and India and of the andent Germans? And my two or miore
Collective Unconsciousnesses, incompatible between themsclves?
jsn’t this the “Blood Memory”, the AMinne of the German
rroubadonys, who sarrg of the memory of a Love lost at the
beginning of time? What difference between this and the “Race
Spirit” of which the occuluists speak? Without doubt, I could have
gone much further, had I, too, not Jost the war. ¥ could have Iinked
my concept of the Collective Unconsciousnesses with the myster~
jous Tibetan doctrine of the Talku and the Hindu-Buddhist
doctrine of the Bodhisattva, A Tulku never says "F but "we” when
referring to himself. He is 4 Race Spirit embodied in an entwe
people. He possesses all his “T7 while alo being conscious in
various paralle] planes or times of existence. He is ubiqnitous, Thus
we link uvp with the theme of “I”, which vou raked, and with
Nietzsche's conclusion, which is mo longer one, buat all . .|
Hinduism's Samsara s also my Collective Unconscious, the River
of Samsara, of those archetypal forms: Maya, for the Hindus,
Husion. And in the midst of all this is the Sclf, Hke an ideal centre,
sitnated in no particular place in the immense Ocean, like a Non-
Existent Flower.

‘In the west, there was once 2 way of individual mitiation into
love: the mystery of the Grail, of its Esoteric Order of Knights and
the hermeticism of the German and Proveugal troubadonrs and of
the Fedele & Amore in northern Haly, The troubadours’ esotericism
became a sort of Platonism, or an alchemical Tantrisin of the Left
Hand. It possessed a ritual and an initiation by degrees, which went
from the choice of the initiate by the “glance” of the Lady of the
Castle — Beatrice, it the case of Dante ~ to the giving of a protective
ting, a girdle (Bromnbilde’s Girdle in the Nibclungenlied), a
handkerchief or a glove. The initiate has been accepted. He is the
Tantric Sadhaka. o then passes into the degrees of Fenhedor,
"Switor”; Precador, "Implorer”; “Bomd Man” and Drut, he whe
has exchanged hearts, the betrothed -~ Rebis, the androgynous of
the alchemists - lie who has snrmounted the ultimate test of Asag,
uniging with his lady only in the wind; or rather, n the Maithuna,
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the mystical Tantric coitus. The Mysterium Coniunctionis. From
there he should achieve resurrection, the state of definite separ-
ation, Individuation n the Absolute Personality, purushic, kafvalic,
of which we have already spoken. With the face of the Beloved iy
his soul. In aichemny, the equivalent states are Nigredo, Alhedo (from
wiich come the names Albania, Albton, Albi) aud Rubeds,
resurrection in the red immortal energy-matier of Vajra. The Seror
Mystica, the woman whoe is always at the side of the alchenist, i
the Amasia Uxor, the magic brde of the troubadours’ love
esotericism. And she is the Yogind and Parastri, the mitiated bride of
Tantrism.

“This miraculons Fyperborean inivagion comes from a great
distance, from the original polar contment, where the female
magicians, the priestesses of magic love, Morgana and Allouine,
appearcd, And also the women who, in the legend of the Grail,
healed the wounded warrior and the Sick King. This mystery
comes to us from au unfathomable distance. [n the west, it was
destroyed with the Cathars and the Templars, with the Misnesdnger
and the Fedele &°Amore, with the roubadonrs of the Languedoc, in
the eternal war with the enemies of the divine myth. Whar had been
a private, unigue, aristocratic nitiation has become vulgarised in
the exotericisin of the Church of Rome, which has taken possession
of its symbols and adultcrated them. The Gnostic Lady, Sophia,
Woevre Saelde, the fominme Holy Spint, Parakletos, the Dove, has
been popularised as the Virgin Mary; the Exchange of Hearts,
which is in reality the awakening of the Apahata chakra, has been
externalised n the cult of the heart of Jesus. The crown of thorns
and the rosary have replaced the Templars’ alchemical tose of 2
thousand petals, the Sahasrara chakra, at the summit of the invisble
skull. It is the assassination of the sawed way of Kundabin, of the
Tantric road of the chakras. A hermetic inttation of solar love has
been adulterated by an exoteric, lumar religion, by an anthropo-
morphic, exclusively materialistic cult,

“The imidation of “loveless love” has been destroved, and wman
has gone over to the diffusion of a physical, matriarchal love,
centred purely on the physical body of the woman, in which the
externalised Eve mumphs, desecrating the warrior, imposing her
fewnale urgency and her “Demetrian” fever for procreation. Love
has become human, all too human, The “loveless Jove” of the
warrior, of the troubadoar, is the mystery of the Grail. The love of
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Another Turn of the Wheel

- "THE ART OF THE FUGUE’

As T was leaving, I said to mysclf: "The Rose an the Cross 15 the

symbol of the Self, of the rotality. It is the face of the soul, the

ransfignratian of the terrestrial, the flowering. The horizantal line

of the cross is the feminine, She; the vertical 1s the rmasculine, He.

The Rose unites theni, joins them together, it i3 HIM-FER and
HER-HIM, the Androgynous. Butif the cross revalves dizzily, ma
left-hand direction, tawards the beginnings, back to Hyperborea,

to the Morning Star, it turns into a flaming circle, which extends
behind all the suns as far as the Ray of Green Light, surmounting
for all time HIM and HER, making tham into an inunortal One-
self. They have been resurrected in the red energy of Vajra,
centrinng on the immobile, polar movemcnt. Tmmaobile within
movenent, united in separation, laving each othier with loveless A~
Mar. And when the c¢ross revolves in chis way, taking this
direction, the face of the Beloved emerges from the depths of the
Great Rose.”

In the dawn, covered in Alpinc mist, while { walked through
narrow passes, | had a vision, a dream: [ saw mgryscl ingide an old
Gothic church, With me was a woman who was explaining ta me
that the purest Gothie was ta be found 1 Gennany, even thaugh
the style had odginated in the north of France, The twa towers had
been transformed into one, and the whale bne af the building
seerned to defy earthly gravity and ta strain towards the mfipite in
supreme flight. And she repeated to me, in Germam Das ewiy
Weibliche zieht uns linan.

We listened ta the last Brandenburg Caneerto by Bach. the most
magical, holding hands and laaking at a window which depicted an
alchemical rose, through which shone the evening sun, transform-
Ing it inta an explosion of pearls, droplets, cascades of green light.
Then, we kissed, bathed in that alchemical light, And it was as if
we were kissing cach droplet of light from the flawer, the face of
the flower, which was to me Her face and to ber Hlis face.

The Brandenburg Coencerto had turned into the “Art of the
Fugue’, the last and greatest creation of Bach’s saul, compased on
the highest peaks of his world, repeating a theme ad ifinitum,
although scarecly altering its meaning: ‘creating new laws in the
movement of forees, bat withaut creating new forces’, within the
Bternal Return of the same farce, discavering in it ‘lucky
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occurrences filled with meaning’, which, when interpreted, trans~
figured, brought the possibility of ‘ordering and determining
human beings in a new {although ii?usory"} way'. A Izzck:};
occurrence which tarns into Destiny. A Non-Extistent Flower, bt
more real than al the flowers in the gardens of this world.

HERMANN HESSE
The Alpine mist dispersed.

One midday, 1 found myself once again outside the door of a

?lousc: where someone had hung a sign which carried the following
mscription:

“When a mian has reached old age

aud has fulfilled his mission,

he has a right to confront

the idea of death in peace.

Itisn’t good to visit this man or to talk to him.
One must give 2 wide berth

to the door of his house,

asif no one lived there.’

Once again, I met the Master who had not lost the faculey of
conversing with the animals and plants, or who had recaptured this
condition of youth in his old age. He was in the garden, burning
leaves and branches. How much time had passed since our earlier
meeting, in the turning of the Great Wheell

Hc‘ saw me appear and approached me with 2 lominous smile,
greetmg me with his dear eyes.

“We couldn’t leave yesterday for the Upper Engadine because of
an unforeseen ocenrrence — my wife was stung by a bee."

We sat down on a bench in the shady gardcb, in the shadow of
the chestnut trees. There were magnolias and palm trees and a huge
f}.g tree, the like of which [ have only seen in Indiz. An enchanted
fountain murmunred melodiously,

\‘?’.'E;is is Klingsor’s Garden. { baptised it by this mame in memory
of the magjgian in Parsifal. 1t reminds me of the Villa Rafoli in
Ravello, which inspired Wagner to write the first act of Parsifal.
\yizcn he saw it, he exclaimed: “This is Klingsor’s enchanted
Garden!” Here, in this Casa Camurz, when a c:yéie has ended for
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you, I will give you refnge. {n this house, you will discover the
secret of the resurrection; from here, vou will set our to attaim &.°

‘T have been in Bollingen, with the Master of the Sphinx.”

‘He is 2 mountan, like San Salvatore which we can see from
here, ke Monte Generose, like the Matterhorn. | owe him much.
My magic work begins with him, “Damim” is the Sclfi his
mother, Eve, is the Great Widow, the Mother of Parsifal. We
ourselves are the sons of the Widow, the Minnesdnger, the sons of
Woevre Saelde, who sing of the deep longing for the Hyperborean
north. We are Cainr and Lucifer. [ seck the Princess Fatinna, you the
Princess Papan. Thanks to the Master of the Sphinx, { met
Abraxas. My work is enveloped in his secret gnosis. In reality, fam
the poet he 1s secking, the poet who, withomt interpreting syrabols,
expresses them. In Steppeswolf, Hermine is the femnnine of
Hermann, my Anima, 18 he would say. Like a Mismesdnger, T have
sung m code.’

‘In sorue Spauish translations of that work, the cipher hasg been
lost,” I meerrupted, ‘becanse the name Armanda has been substi-
tuted for Hermine.’

It's the age we Hive i, he replicd, ‘no mystery, 1o secrecy, no
grosis. . . . Howcever, there s sometling that scparates me from
the Master of the Sphiny: music. Tlive, { envelop myself'in . Bach,
Mozart, as much or more than him, bave influenced my work.
Mozart is preseut in Steppeswolf. The Magic Flute alrcady reveals the
mystery of HIM-TIHER and FIER-HIM by leading us to Pamino and
Pamina, Papageno and Papagena by the dancing rhythm of s
notes; IHMim and Fer, with capital letters, and him and her, with
small ones. Gur Master of the Sphinx doesn’t Hve music with his
blood. This is what distinguishes a Swiss from a German. { belong
to that insensute, tenuons current of men of the Great Longing,
which flows like a river of gold from the kes of the far north, from
the Minne, and which reaches ccstasy with Halderhn, Kleist,
Novalis and Nietzsche. We are those who believed that we could
change the world by “magic idealism”™. You are once of us, becanse
only in us will vou find vour kin. When I have gone, a couspiracy
in which the sons of the flesh will take part will adulterate me,
trying to lnk me with Negro music, drugs and sexualism. They
will tarn me into a comic strip phophet, and mav even reserve me a
place of honour m the Valhalla of Disneyland. Bat [ will survive all
that. Because [ am a Minnesdiger who has sung in code, and because
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ith the silent drama af the Master of the Splurnx, with
what he satd and, cven more, with what he didn’t say. And the
difference between thiese toea masters is the difference that might
exist between the saint and the magician, between the fision, the
losing, af oncself i samadhi and the separation in the Absolute
personality, in Kaivalya. Between reincarnation and resurrection,
As if interpreting my thoughts, he toid me: ‘Dan’t forget that, to
the end, 1 remain both Narcissis and Goldrund, Siddhartha and
Govinda, With my sonl divided by apposing tendencies; the destre
for surrender, fusion, losing mysclf, and also the scarch, longtng,

essentially w

sebellion. . .
As 1 left, he clasped my hand.

THE WOUNDED WARRIOR
The Master had also said to me: Seck the comrades wha were
scattered by the great war.’

Oy an old batdeficld, 1 fonnd the greatest of these comrades, a
descendant of the Tuatha De Danann. He was badly wounded,
Iying an the banks of a canal. A heraic warman was tending him,
staunching the bload which flowed from his waunds. Because of
the tortures to which his encmies had subjected lum, the wartior
was almost dumb. He would soan be leaving this world,

{ sat down at his side and talked ta him, telling him about my
pilgrimage ta the fand af Occitania, in the Cathar Langucedoe, my
climb ta the ruins of the solar temple of Montsegur and the Sierra
Maladetta, where o brother, the warrtar-tronbadaur Bertran de
Born, let himselt frecze to death. 1 recited his poem, the Prase of
War', which the warrior had cranshated.

The ald warrior remained silent, motionless, like a rock, like a
tree, absent, hardly even listening to me.

1 had an inspiratian. Remembering the garden of my childhoad
and the ‘angel” which might possibly have entered me, I thought of
what peaple say abaut the ‘second childhoad of the old’. is 1t not
possible that this ‘angel’, which scemed ta float on the outside af
the body far a tinte during childhood, also emerges in old age and
again renmains autside the body, cven hefore death? And this
“angel’, which when it entered the bady became ‘me’, forming the

‘personaliry’, becomes only ‘persona’ onice morc when it fcaves the
body again, But far the fact that it possesses the face, I said ta
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myself, enabling it to immortalise iself, projecting an Absolute
Personality beyond tine and space. So that, at such an advanced
age as that of this wounded warrior, his ‘angel’ can only be inside
his body for brief moments. And it must therefore be sought on the
outside.

3o Istopped looking at his bodily eyes and addressed my words
to something that might be found floating like an wura, a lictle way
above his head. Intensely, although calmly, T spoke to him: ‘Be
Joyful, warrior, for in another seven handred vears the lavre] will
flower again and you will once more lose the war.’

His body trembled as if beneath 4 gentle blow from something
that had entered it. Something that was wandering in the light of
that Venetian evening, beside the doves of Saint Mark’s Square,
over the dome of the Cathedral of La Salute, or near the Colleone
horse.

“You are one of the few. Bless you for coming at last! I was
walting for you. Now { can go.’

Yes. Now you can go; because now you know that the Gods
give to each warrior a comrade. While you sleep, T keep watch.
And when you have gone, 1 will continue tighting for both of us.
Besides, you knrow diat | know that you hiave sung in code in your
“Cantos”. Also, we have both scaled the ruins of the Solar Temple
of Montsegur, and onc day we will rebuild it, in another Yand,
when the Golden Age recurns. Aud when the God of the Losers of
the Kaliyuga, our gnide, has been avenged.

‘Then the warrior arose, dressed in black, covered with bloody
wonnds. And together we intoned the song of our beloved

troubadour, Bertran de Born, in the language into which he had
translated it:

‘In hot summer have | great rejoicing

When the tempests kill the cartl’s foul peace,

And the lightnings from black heav'n flash CrISOn,
And the fierce thunders roar me their music

And the winds shrick through the clouds mad, opposing,
And through all the riven skies God’s swords clash.

And I ove to sce the sun rise blood-crimson.

And watch his spears through the dark clash

And 1t fills all iy heart with rejoicing

And pries wide my mouth with fast music
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When [ see him so scorn and defy peace, _
tiis lone might 'gainst all darkness opposing. )
And let the music of the swords make them crimson!

then I sang in my language, for hinn

‘FHove the joyons time
Which gives birth to leaves and flowers
1 fove to hear the happy sound

Of the birds whose songs

Re-ccho through the grove

And Iove to sce tents .
And pavilions erected in the meadows
And Irejoice greatly

When I see armed knights

And horsesinthe field

And see castles Justily besieged

And I love to see when a knight

Is the first to invade it

O horseback, fearlessty, well armed

1 Jove to see his valiant courage!

Asud the horses gaiioped_ ,
Riderless through the thicket. . . .

sray sifent? So that
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. ake m i ; FYOEe
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our world doesn’t lose hope! o .
1 took a step backwards, the better to ook at him in the dying

Hght reflected in the waters of the canal. Ami_ looking ﬁx;diy 1{;::'«
at his bodily eyes, I pronounced the greeung of the legendary
troubadour: "Flail?’
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THE RETURN OF ALLOUINE

THE UNKNOWN LEGEND OF THE PRINCESS PAPAN

f am seated on a rock jutting ont over the abyss. Below me are
spread vast tracts of land and brown and blue ROUntaln Mnges,
bare of vegetation, This is the mineral-rich, eroded Cordillera of
the Andes, so different from the other mountain ranges of the
world. Far wway, almost ut sea level, swirls a transparent mist, hke
the agitated breathing of the waters of the Ocean.

For some {3mc now, 3 condor has been circling nbove my head.
From time to time, he flies closer to me. Tcan feel the piercing gaze
of this solitary inhabitant of the Andean peaks.

{ am reading a book which no one else in my country has yet
read, und which Pere Jacques, a member of the order, will publish
shortly, reproducing it from our srchiives. The condor, my brother
iy other turns of the wheel, hovers overhiead. He seems to be
reading with me.

It is the unknown story of the Princess Papan.

In prc“recordcd rimes, when the Hyperboreans realised that their
continent in the polar yorth was going to be submerged, they sent
one of their Discs of orichalcum to the south of the world. And
with its crew weng the Priestess of Magic Love, Allouine, They
took with them 2 branch from the Soma tree, which was the tree
that contained the lquor of blood, of Blood Memory- And they
planted it at the other pole. When the continent of Hyperborea
disappeured, together with the first Adantis, Mu and Gondwana,
the White Gods were already safe in the oases at the South Pole and
in the secrer citics in the Andes. They founded the ancent
Givilisation of Tiahuanacu and the temples on Easter Island which
have now disappeared, The White Gods were men of giant stature.
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They wrote using the signs which the order still uses. Sume of
them are reproduced in the runes. |

When the curtl’s uxis shifted, the Golden Age, the Garden of
z‘}vaion and the First Earth were Jost. The seasous were introduced
tune was born. But in the hollow Interior Farth, i its ‘donble’, ir;
the secret cities of Agharti and Shambkhalla, in Grear Paytiti, in
Elelin, in the City of the Cacsars, in all those places, the Goldey
Age has been preserved, ’

Axmerica, whose alchemical nuine is Albania — from Albedo — the
Land of the White Gods, has been the traditional refuge of the
descendauts of the Luciferan Hyperboreans, the followers of the
(_:“zod of the Losers of the Kaliyuga, the warriors of the Morning
Star, of Lucifer-Abraxas, Through their Blood Memory they knew
that a brauch of the original, primeval Soua tree grew at the South
}?oie. And they had to go there to driuk its immortalising liquor
Only dn this way could they be rejuvenated, bringing new life tc;
the divine race which was on the point of extinction. For this
reason, 1 ancient tinies America-Albania was visited by the
Z)ruzdf?, the Celts, the Vikings, the Templars, and Parsifal, who
came m 4 ship with all its liglts on, with the emblemn of the
Lefthauded Cross on its sail aud carrying the Gruil. The ship was
called Wafeln, BT Caleuche, Astra, It navigated beneath the sur..facc ol"
th(? water and was crewed by the souls of the dead heroes, the
Wildes Heer, the defeated armics of the war of the Mahabhamm, the
great war which will never end. ’

The surfuce of America-Albanis, which the Vikings called
Hveframannaland, the Land of White Men, is popuiatc& 1o the
present day by the slaves who survived the sinking of Atlantis, who
drowned it with their black magic. They belong to the col::mrcd
races _Of the alchemical, planetary Qpus, each of which has a precise
cosmic funetion to fulfil, if in fact they ure wot the exclusive
product of the animal-men. They rebelled, causing the catustrople.
by eonsorting indiscriminately with cach other, without iniiatory
knowledge, without tantric magic, without science, bringing about
% mh.ost_dreadfu% cataclysm, as Plato relates. Atlantis severed the ties
thchgoined it to Hyperborea - the sacred land of the extraterrestr-
ial guides of the Ray of Green Light — aud its sinking produced the
pl;n;tary, cosmic dramy, tearing away even the Polar Continent,
shifting the carth's axis, causing the third moon to fall on
Gondwana, changing the position of the Andean Ocean, destroy-
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ing Tiahuanaco, submerging the Contment of the Spint. Homer
also refates that the Garden of the Hesperides, with its apples of
slchemical gold, of aunan potabile, which can be eaten and drunk,
was guarded by three sisters; one white, one black and one red:
Albedo, Nigredo aud Rubede were said to be their names. The
complete planctary Opus aldhimicust. But everything chunged,
hecoming degeucrate. The original magico-Hyperborean science
was lost. And as in Tiber, where the Mongol race becawe the
onter, faithful guardian. of the cutrances to the interior world of the
giant Dropas and the divine Siddhas of Agharti and Shambhalla,
the sole nussion of the coloured races of American Albania was to
watch over the entrances to the secret ¢ities of the Andes and the
Internal Land of the divine Ancahuineas, the immortal White Gods,
Everything has been changed by the catastrophe which pushes us
faster aud faster towards a new sinking, because of the repeated
rebellion of the slaves of Atlantis, who believe that they can direet
destiny all over the world, creating monstrous mixes of colours und
races, without the Hyperboreans' magico-alchemical knowledge.
The Vikings came i seareh of the Soma tree, the tree of Blood
Memory. They created an cutire civilisation in ancient Mexivo.
The slaves of Atlantis received them with that misture of respeet
which the atavistic memory of a glorious age produces in them,
which makes them bow down i reverence, and the sly arrogance
of those wheo believe themselves capable of disregurding the Noms.
The Viking chieftain was ealled Ullman, mau of UlL according to
Pére Jacques. He founded an important civilisution in ancient
Mexico and in the land of the Mayss, where he was called
Quetzalcoat], the Serpent with Fiery Plumes, because of the
Drakkar, the Viking slip in whick ke had cane and whick appeared
to have wings and plumes, and all its lights on, wuruiug like a
lurninous dise, sometives i the full Hight of midday, Bnt the most
extraordinary thing thet Pere Jaeques relates i this book, wiich he
hasn’t yet written, is that Quetzalcoatl’s Beloved was called Papan-
Allouine. That is to say that the Princess Papan of the Aztec legend
was nat the sister of Moctezuny, who ight also have been a
Viking, because he swore that he came from Tulz or Thule, but 2
semi~-divine Hyperborean priestess, who cante to Hvetramannaland,
Albania, in the Disc called Astra or Wafeln, with Quetzalcoatl.
And when Quetzalcont] went away, uo oxe knows wliere {to the
~Interior Earth or the Maruing Star?), Papan became ‘s if dead’, but
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not i1 Tenochtitian bur much farther south, in a region near the
other pole, in a secret city in the Andes, possibly necar the peak of
Mount Melinroyu. Because before he went away for ever, the map
of Ull went southward, ever farther southward. And it wag
Quetzalcoat] who rebuilt the civilisation of Tiahuanacy, taking
other names. There he was called Tamanduare. Suwe~ca, Kontikie
Viracocha, Pay Zume, Manko Kapak. Papan was called Neua and
also Mama Occl and Mama Runty, She was the Queen of the
South; thar is o say, the Queen of Sheba; because Shebg means
South. She lived in a land of lakes and volcanoes, on an island
surrounded by 2 sea of flanes, which was later called Chilli or
Chile and which is narrow like a double-edged sword. A psychic
spinal colnmn of the planet, a region once inhabited by giunts who
will return to populate it when they emierge from their ancient
prisons in the mountains, breaking through their walls of rock,

Thus Papan lay, awaiting the return of Quetzalcoatl. She
appeared to be dead; but really she was only asleep. She was the
Sleeping Beauty. The one who is soll asleep,

Centaries passed, 2nd a Spaniard came to these regions, driven
by the same sceret longing: lie was Pedro Sarmiento de Gamboa,
also knows in anothier turn of the wheel as Petrus Toletanus, whe
would write the Book of Magic Love entitled Rosarium Philo-
sophorum, in which he wonld reveal how to bring back to life the
womant who appears to be dead, how to awaken the woman who
Hes sleeping,

Pedro Sarmiento de Gamboa lost Iis tum of the wheel, When he
had already reached the southernmost sea and could see the jces of
the strait that cuts through those regions, where he founded the
Ciudad del Rey Felipe, wlich was really the City of Hunger and
Thirst, the City of the Great Longing, he was assailed by doubts,
and his ship was battcred by a huge wave which forced him to rurn
back. He was unable to discover the marrow passage that leads to
the oasis of the ices, because his heart was torn between opposing
memories and conceptions of the workd: he was incapable of
surrendering himself complerely to a Flyperborean dream. He fell
just at that point in the secret geography of the world where the
Fruit of Return called Calafate grows. Poor Petrus! To the end of
his days he would never do anything more than wander in despair,
stragghing to return to those regions where he believed he had
found the “White Island in the Sky”, the gates of the City of Dawn,
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He was swallowed up by the sea withourt leaving a single rrace. Bat
his ghost will always return to the place where 2 wind from another
universe blows amd the sun of the southern mnidnight bathes the
frozen plains in its black light, protecting the icewf?ioes Ithat_movc
silently towards the oases where the Hill of Revelation lics hidden,
and the thunderous roar made by the huge slabs of jce as they crash
mto the water sounds like the veoice of the Gods as they halfereveal
thelr secrets to us.

Turn after arn of the wheel, always the same, “with tiny
variations in its meaning or in its laws, but not in its force’, Petrus
(the stone which fell from a broken crown) will return to those
regions to try and awaken the sleeper aud_ bring back to Life the one¢
who ‘#s not dead, bur who is 2lso not alive’.

But the turnings of the wheel do have an end. They are not
infinite for one Petrus alonc.

TINTERERET THE GIANTS

i stopped reading. Now [ knew that Papan and Allouine were one
and the same.

The condor resumed his flight,

A little before reacling this altdtude, | had tried to scale a liff.
But [ had had to give up my attemnpt because one side of the
mountain fell away vertically. On a plareau stood a rock shaped like
a standing 1man. He looked like a sentry guarding the entrance to a
cave, perhaps to a whole subterrancan world. A shadow on the
rock face might well be this entrance. As I had no means of
reaching the spot, | had to resign myself to looking at the petrified
guard for a tine. ‘

The Andes are made of dark-brow, mineral-rich material. The
slopes of the Himalayas, Alps and Pyrences are covcrcd‘with
forests of pine and other types of trees to great heights. HMere in the
Andes, there s only bare, eroded rock which gives off a powdery
mixture of iron, copper, silver, gold and lead, and a subtle
vibration of radinm which can imperceptibly influence the mind,
producing sporadic states of enlightenment,

To my right. the everlasdngly snow-covered leaks of L.a Paloma
and El Plomro risc up nntil they touch the sky. These peaks were
the places of pilgrimage and worship of a Jong-vanished race. From
them, the White Gods used to communicate with the stars.
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Istoad up and felt suddenly dizzy. 1 had to steady mysclf againg
the rock. As if in a flash of lightuing, this world was blotted ong
and I could only see a black wall and two gigantic shapes outhned
in the rock face by broken veins of gold. One of the giants stretched
his arms upwards towards the high peaks, the other bowed his head
dawn antil he almose touched the foot of the mountain,

I cannot say precisely haw long the vision lasted. But in tha
moment, 1t was given to me to relive that vision exactly as it had
first appeared to me in my adolescence. | again stared at the giants
mmprisoned in the Andean rock, trapped in the carth, tartured by
two contrary forces, dragged upwards and downwards in a titapic
struggle which will only ccase whey these veins of miveral gold
manage to come together, trning into a hquid gold which can be
drimnk and gives us eternal life.

SHE

It is getting Iate. Seen from the bridge over the river, the twilight
which covers onc end of the city envelops the Coastal Cordillera iy
veils of vermilion, sapphire and emerald green, creating the optical
illusion of a land of longing where the red men of the distant
horizon live. At the opposite end of the cary, the vast Cardiliera of
the Andes reflects this mirage and projects it into the silence of the
approaching darkness.

I'let my heart lead me, walking like a fearless sleepwalker
through the streets of this city of Santiago de Ia Nueva Extrem-
adura, in the depths of whose memory are stored the echoes of the
footsteps and the dreams of people long-since vanished, wmy
Master, Jason, my past comrades, the many people who have
scarched its hidden corners, the first pocts who came here and
founded the city. Alcino, the only brother that I recogiise here,
also dreamed that he conld fly in this country.’

When we approach the central event in our destiny, our mind
becones clonded and it alinost always takes us by surprise.

‘This tme it will not be like that, as if my heart were gmding wie.

hy the deathly light of the street-lamps, I walked along a street
bordered by tall trees, whose branches intertwined, forming a roof

T Alcine is the titde of 2 novel by a Chilean writer called Pedro Prado, with
whons the suthor feels in sympathy. It is the story of a boy who grows
wings in order to fy.
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which was stirred by the breeze. From the gardens rose the heady
scent of jasmine and roses and the aromas of spring-time. |
stopped. How miany times through the years would I have to pass
by this housel What will have beconre of her? Will she still exigt?
Wil she now be another ‘vninhabited blue'?

When 1 reached her doorstep, my heart began to beat with a
strange rhythm. Since there were 110 obvious paths, the heart had
followed its own. The door opened. And in the shadowy entrance
stood the slender figure of a woman wearing a long red gown
which reaclied down to her feet.

THE GLANCE

[ remember ahinost nothing about our reunton. Only, vaguely, that
there was a quadrangular hall and a narrow corndor along which
she led mie to a room at the back of the house. She lit some candles
and invited me to sit in a wicker chair which creaked gendy, beside
a window which was open onto the star-filled sky. A Chileay
spring sky.

‘My heart inside your breast cawsed rme to recognise your
foorsteps. Perhaps you, too, recoguised mine »s well? This dme,
we have met again mn all lucidity; because 1 also possess your hreart.’

I sat there for a2 long time, telling her all that T could rementher
about my existence since we had parted many ages ago. | told her
about the garden of my childhood, the Ciry of Avalon, the tree
which almost touched the sky, Jasan, my Master, the dog in the
Astarctic, the oases of the ices, Papan, the White Gods, our
Hyperborean destny, the Memory of our Blood. And she was
always present in every one of these storics, because | carried her
heart inside me. | realised that the cosmic poctry which had taken
possession of me was that suprapersonal ‘spark’ which her heart
had brought into my breast, Now | could return it to her.

She sat silent. She knew how ta listen with the sweetness that
always seemed to emanaie from her whole being, her hands lying
quietly in her lap, sitting beside the window. When [ fiually
stopped tatking, as if the ability to string words together had
deserted me, she said: ‘Behind the wards is 2 seeret dialogue which
15 also being conducted between ns. It is this dialogne that interests
Mme and to which | have been listening. How much you have
explained to me through itl’
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Yest How much! | realise that § have told her that the face that }
saw appear 1n the flower was hers,

She looked at me as if 1 was the window and she could see the
starry firmament through me.

If T should ever have to journey throngh the constellations and
were to meet beings with eyes hike those of the people on earth, |

should certainly never find anyone with this particular way of

looking at one. Her heavenly eyes suddenly seemed to go out
behind long golden lashes, they disappeared as if into a faraway,
interior world, but without ceasing to gaze at us, as if they were
open onto another reality which was more truly our own and to
which they carried us. The gentleness of this glance was like the
‘bejewelled island set in a sea of nectar’ of which the ancient texts
tell us. How can anyonc who has once Jooked in this way, only
once in the entire universe, perish? This glance will never be lost,
because it is the supreme achievement of an Artise-Creator. It will
return one day, and whoever possesses it once more will be she
herself. To be ‘looked at’ in this way, once more in this world, |
would give everything, cven the City of Dawn.

When | lefe the honse that night, I had once again become the
Suitor,

THE SUPPLICATION

I'placed the palins of my hands together, thus uniting earth, water,
blood, fire, air and cther; all that 1 possessed. And I began to
deseribe her. I was her mirror.

‘Lock at yoursclf in me, Allouine, contemplate your divine
beauty. Your hair is a waterfall of gold which hangs down to your
waist. Your forchead is wide and pale ke the disc of the moon.
Your brows are delicately arched, your lashes are like the rays of
hght of the Sun of Gold, which bring us the premonition of the
Black Sun, When your eyes rest upon me, they transport me to the
mdescribable world of the Ray of Green Light, Your nose is so
slender that air can scarcely enter it. Your cheekbones protrude
slightly and bathe your cheeks in soft shadows. Your mouth is 2
delicious fruit: “milk and honey are under your tongue.” And your
chin, with a tiny cleft in the middle, shows the sweetness of that
fruit. Your long, firm neck rises out of your sweetly shaped
shoulders. On the soft skin of your arms grow fields of young

The Return of Allonine 919

summer wheat. Your hands express your whole personality: you
arc in them for ever, in their fingors which create, speak and love. ¥
one were over to be touched by themn, one’s whole life would
change. The outline of your long legs can be seen through the cloak
that covers them, and your bare feet are like young deer before
whom one would shed tears of adoration.’

She trembled, as if from sudden cold, She wok hold of my
hands,

‘Scparate your earth, water, blood, fire, air and ether. They do
not belong to you yet. The light of the Sun of Gold brings you the
vision of my body; but in reality it is to be found in the Black Sun;
or better still, in the brilliant radiance of the Ray of Green Light
You will have to go there to be united with it. The pleasure which |
can give you here with my body, my caresses, the touch of my lips,
is nothing to what awaits vou beyond this world, in the union of
our sonls, Bodily pleasure is sad, disjointed, transitory; it blots out
the hght of another pleasure which has no beginning nor end.
Chastity is the world of the giants. Lovers who only pursue the
joys of visible flesh have never suceeeded in becoming united, nor
i loving cach other. When they He side by side in their beds, they
arc nevertheless far apart, separated by an impassable thread of air,
by the sword of forgetfulness; becanse they will never dream the
same dream. Each of them pursues his solitary road. withont his
companion. Only when lovers are capable of dreaming the same
dream are they wruly Lovers. When they love one another in their
dreams. I will teach you to dream the same dream. and we will also
love cach other witly our other bodies which are invisible to the
mortal eye. Only in this way will our love be indestructible,
eternal. In this turn of the wheel, we have reached midday, we
know who we are. This is our great chance to get out of the circle
for ever, and for you to discover the entrance to the Interior Earth.’

THE PATH OF A-MOR

P lived in her house. [ slept in the quadrangular anteroom. From
there 1 would walk down the narrow corridor, which was always
m shadow, to the room with the window open onto 2 garden filled
with fruit trees. Every morning, a tiny bird with blue wings came
and woke her with its trilling. She would say to it:
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“T'my bird singing

Atmy window,

Thank you, my tiny bird,
For the beautiful morning.”

In the evenings, we would sit in the wicker chairs, beside the
open window, That was where we initiated the grand design of
dreaming the same dreams along our path of A-Mor.

“These dreams are not dreams,” she explained to me. “They are
not those sequences of uncomected mages, those confused organic
states, which people wish ro interpret at all costs as products of 3
vivid subconscious intelligence, corresponding to the restless,
secthing activitics of an energy which is at work while the body i
at rest. Qur dream is 2 more elevated form of COnSCloUsSness, it
attains a greater intensity, a purer tonality, a superconsciousness, in
a state of continuons consciousness, which is no longer cither mine
or yours. It 15 as if the dream was dreaming us; or as if we werc
dreaming onrselves through this dream. As if we were watching
somcone dreaming our own lives. And we are also this sorreone,
who is not really us.

"This is perhaps the only possible way to supersede the “ego” and
make “him” into “you”. That is, “me”.

"And all this is for the greater glory and Jife of that Somecone who
s waiting beside 2 spring, in order to be able one day to
contemplate his face, That js, “my” face.

Sitting in her wickerwork chair, she placed her hands together in
her Jap, looked straight at mc for a moment, then closed her cyes
slowly as she sang a melopea.

I'traced the first sign of the order on my chest, reciting a mantra
as Tdid so. They were both going to work on the spiritual bodies, |
also crossed my hands, thus creating the number eight with four
fingers. I looked closely at her beautiful face, 5o as to remember it
as clearly as possible, and then 1 closed my eyes as well, turning
them inwards and concentrating themn on 2 point between my
eyebrows,

I thought I heard her moan softly and mutter. Then | felt
soimeone nearby, standing beside me. And then | was aware of
nothing iore, because spiral currents caused first my head and then
my body to vibrate, and [ began to sway to and fro kke 3
pendulum. A metal tbe with a revolving inside appeared in front
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of me. And | felt myself passing through it, slowly at first, t‘hen
gver more rapidly. At the end of the narrow run'nci a faint blue hghf
pegan to glimmer. Then I found mysel 1‘“1mnmg_along a .narro“i
passageway, which was a gallery of glass, ’hkc tha_t inmy chl.Edimm‘
home, but much longer, and filled with pictures in wooden frames
ad furniture that | thought T recognised. 1 ran faster bfi:cause_i
gnew that L must burry to reacli the end of the passageway before a
door closed, or because T wouldn't be able to retain the‘ image of
this gallery in my mind for much Jonger or to continue imagining
it. Because all this was in some way takmg' place in my
imagination, since I was able to imagmc'sm‘nethmg that Ireaii_y
existed somewhere, in someone ¢lse’s imagination as well as m my
mﬁl%laiiy, 1 managed to get out of myself and f?und Tnyscif
standing in 2 patio bathed in a mobile, transﬁggrcd light, like the
light of dawn or dusk. A Eigi}t from another umvers::, a gcwf?or%1
light. A young girl was carving statues. And a man’s voice sang:

“The time of the golden fraits
is long past.

The frozen stone,

The cold wind

That comes from the sea,

O friendly hearts!

Where have you gone?

The old hoine

Awaits usin vain ...

FATHER

Hound mysclfin an uncultivated spot, which }ooked like a clearing
i some forest. Men were working on a building site. I could see
the foundations and the scaffolding. Some young men were
climbing ladders, carrying building materials, | thoqght I might be
able to help them. Then the site manager saw me. He walked over
0 a console on which stood 2 telephone and rang somcbody. |
realised that he was talking to my dead father. He scerr_zed to be
telling him that [ had arrived and asking him for instruct’:ons. My
father was living by himself in a nearby city ar_ad couldn t Ef:a\fc it
because he was ibeking after 2 ehild, another c¢hild. When | realised
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that he was on the other end of the telephone, 1 asked the sitc

manager o let me speak to hm. He handed me the phone.

‘Father, it's mel’

There was 2 silence. Then | heard him say myy name,

“I"'m1 coming to sec you,’ § told him.

‘No, not yetl’

Very well,” | said, | will obey you.”

I ekt terribly sad. The line went dead. Of course, I understood
the reason.

And I walked awav through the clearing, saying: ‘T must journey
ever farther, until  find the Qusis of the Iees, the ancient garden,
the ancestral home, the sltimate smile, the sweet mdifference.
Until [ join my father again, who died long ago. . . . Pale traveller,
behold the wind, behold all that was lost. The Lietle that was
gaimed, behold the sea again. . .

Again the man’s voice sang:

“T'urn away no more,

Why wilt thou turn away?

The starry floor,

The watery shore

Is given thee till the break of day.”

THIE SECRET CHAMBER

In the house there was a secret chamber, known to no one but me. i
discovered the way to it when | explored some darkeued rooms,
There | wonld mount a narrow staircase which I never climbed
right to the top. A little before I reached it, I would turn aside and
begm to climb imaginary flights of steps in the air or projecting
from the wall. When [ reached the roof, § would push aside sonme
boards to reveal a tiny entrance. This was the most diffiondt parr,
because | had to shide into this hole and crawl along a very narrow,
airless passageway. If | was able to reach the end, I would find
myself in 2 wide, impregnable chamber, an invielate paradise.
There were chests full of precious materials, garments from every
period, which T had worn in the past. The centuries had come
together. T would always find mysclf alone there, The chamber was
divided into compartments where there were beds covered with
skins and shelves full of carefully classified books. A fire was
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always burning and armour himg on the walls. No one would ever
rnow where I was; ['was completely safe. I had disappeared from
thie honse. ‘ i _

RBut, as time passed, as the years shpptcd_ away, [ 1ounld 1t
increasingly diffienlt to return to this secret hiding-place and did so
Jess and less often. 1 felt rhat it was not the same 35 before, nor as

impregnable, that a wall that used to protect it had been destroyed

and that other people knew of its existence 311d_uscd to visit it,
entering it frecly from all sides. lts secrecy was being lost. And the
Gods love secrecy. Enérgy aud drcams decay, rot and grow old.

If this mysterious chamber were to be logt, if | were no longer
able to visitit or live init, a whole workd would have sunk hencath
the sca.

THE PLUMED SERPENT

A gentle blow, a shudder, and [ was back iz} ary body again, siting
facing her as she looked at me in silence. She had returned before
1me.

‘1 went atone, without you,” 1 said,

I passed my hand across my forehead, exhausted.

‘Symbols, symbols.’ ‘ ’

‘Symbols’, she repeated, Jonung together what was d]spcrs(’*{i;

This time my ecyes closed of ther own accord. | conldn’t
concentrate. Then | was ontside nryself, ‘

I was walking through some hills. To the West lay t{}e city of
Santiago, enveloped m clond. Beyond it, the (jclmstai (Ja‘rdllicra
To the north, far below, lay some blue lukes in the middle of
plonghed fields. To the east and sonth stretched the vast Andean
Cordillera, the high peaks of El Plomo and La Paloma, cternally
snow-covered, All around me were slopes covered in soapbark
trees, jalaps, tercbinths, hundred-year-old Iindm_ls, almond trees
and hawthorns. There were three hills, On the middle one stood 2
house with a drcular, conical roof made of sandstone. On ?hf,‘
highest hill stood an octagonal tower. { had the curious impression
that this house and this tower belonged to me. 1 walked towards
the tower along a path bordered by cinnamon trecs. 1 went round
its cight sides without finding an entrance. I walked down once
more to the middle hifl and opened the door of the house. ‘As
always, there was a fire blazing in the circular hall. Indin
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choapinos” were spread on the floor. The rocins in this housce liad
doors opening onto the hall, corresponding to divisions of the
number cght, like the thickness of the walls and the heighr of the
butlding. Without hesitating, 1 walked over to the chimney and
pressed gently on a stone. A hole appeared in the inside wall,
Rapidly, moving in the same way cach 6ime so as not to be caught
by the fire, I leapt into the hole before the stone moved back into
place again with a dull thud
[ fonnd mysclf standing beside a stairense carved out of the rocky
mountatnside. { cimbed down its sixteen steps and walked along 2
passageway lit by a filtered light, Blazing torches were also fixed to
the walls, The floor was covered with a ’choapine” with runic
drawings. Another wall suddenly appeared in front of me.  opened
another entrance in it in the same way, with a gentle pressure of my
fingers, and I found myself inside the tower. 1 climbed up a2
starcase carved out of the wall undl | reached an octagonal room
with windows on all sides. The room was in darkness because
heavy curtains had been drawn across the windows and night had
already fallen.
in the middle of the room was a nuptial bed. Two candelabras
which gave out a weak lght stood on a pair of wooden pillars, The
bed was made of stonc. It was cold. Lying on it was Allouine. Her
hauds were crossed on her breast and she was holding a Quetzal
feather. She appeared to be dead, but she was alive. She was
scarcely breathing and her face way the colour of ice,
Istood at the head of the stone bed. | scemed to understand that,
i her slecp, she was blocking an opening that led to or from
somewhere, When [ woke her, we would be able to pass through
this passage. | waired. 1 did nothing. She was so beautiful in her
immobility. | rernembered her in her other deachs, alwavs the
samne, when she lay motionless holding her Quetzal feather. 1 was
mspired to trace the sign that would wake her. The sign vibrated
and she sat up o1t hier stone bed, opening the passage which allowed
us — together this time ~ o fly over the mountains, almost grazing
their peaks, ax if we were in a2 Luminous Disc, or covered in
Quetzal feathers. As if we were the fiery Serpent of Querzalcoath

ZARATHUSTRA’

I recognised these regions. They were those of the peak of
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Melimoys, Ultima Esperanza and the Sarmicnto Momztalins. Z}ro;n/
fhis altitude, we could just make out the confused outline o ﬂ;
Torres del Paine, far off in the distance, ?CE.W&?E SIOW-SEOLHES az; '
mists. They were the horderlands, _the }_Emzts. The {:r_ztran.ceﬁt«?ht 1{1
City of the Cacsars and to the Iuterior Earth .haci to lic gonl_f.xlm C;K.
in that remote area, But we had come here to pay homagf,l;:a z:lf{,
bones of the Milodon; that is, to a far distant past.x\rh}z}cz ! also
belonged to us. To the memory of another furn _OF the w ;;, .

We landed on the steep slopes of Mount Mft*hmoyu. The tzr?\;
lske of dark-green water and the forest of pf:tx;.ﬁed beeches 'W{;!f\.
still there, Bat there was now 30 human habitation to be ﬂiti,é I.zt
ehis altitude. Only snow and rock, We wgikcd Fcun.d thf: | .IL n
the ice of the shore could be scen some lines, like the tracks Gfa
primitive sledge, Some petrified Icgves and branches <:(I>u}clihi?e;u.ri
through the centiries-old layer of ice. A rock rose up zziﬂt {,t sjd atz;
of a pyramid, leaning a little towards ti}e water, vuihfch 1 fac ¢
shadows of the forest and the mountamn peak in its unfrozen pa_rti
Now 1 remernbered it all. It seemed ozﬁyl yesterday, yet cc;zmn;fa
had passed. Of course, she coulde’t be buried h_t.m: [ said to m_\rsci :
because she was standing beside me. ARl And if [ were to opm‘tl 1
torab? The icy wind would cereainly blow away these ancient
semorics, this age-old snow. *And a scent ofsanéaiwood and res:in
would envelop the world. . . .7 began to dig Tmth my bare h_an s
until the blood ran from under my nails, d}icz\z]g the ,whztc. snov:;
red. And it coagulated like 3 Copihue on an jce-floc. She Watc}?c
e in silence, leaning against the rock, with her red cloak covering
her down to her bare feet. ‘

[ opened the tomb. Her body appeared, ntact, on 2 bed m}adc:_o]f
cinnamon branches, Copihucs and laurel which were still \?r?t m;t
my tears from other centuries. A‘gam i embmc;ed ;}h:sdbo 1
desperately, forgetting ;lz{e one which was standing beside m
looking at her own dead facc. |
{mizfi; she took me by the shoulders and tric_d to lift me up.

*Cloge the tomb. The gme has pot yet arrived when all my
deaths can become one single life. . _ ‘

‘The sun was nearing its midday zanith. Its i?ghy fell dlzrccﬁy ow.i
the rock, Where was this rock, in reality? Didur't a murage Qf; th}
midday light project it onto the slope _0{’1 mounein imn the s;o:.ft 1 0f
the world? Wasn’t it really in an Alpine x‘*zliage in anothmt pdi‘t od
the globe? But in the distnrbance of the light, which had inverte
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Space as if 1t were making 2 hole and creatmg a break i time, the
Wozmded King again appeared. He didn’t see us. He was z*ootf,‘d i;
his years. Seated beside the rock, he held in one hand his s%ez-adc
w;zikmgfstz'ck and in the other his wide-brimmed har. ‘E--hiel w':
dressed in black. His eyes were fixed on the moz.zutaiz-zé whi;;
fc?rmed an amphitheatre around the lake. Thick forests of oak and
gzr?edcovcrcd the slopes, streams flowed down them. He recited
uietly:

‘Oh, how long the road appears,
FHow usicertain iy the night.
Without the Star . | .

[want to live twice

Now that I can look into your eyes,

Like a sweet promise,
The light of triumph
And the morming.
Oh, vou, niost beloved of the Gods!
Who kissed the stone
For the first time,
Enamonred of 2 tomb?

- Alrcady youthful sammer
Clambers up the mountain.
It begins to speak,
O hieele bird! What have you done?
What mystery is concealed in YOur song
That you arrest my steps?

Traveller, my melodies are not for you,
fam calling my comparion;

Because without her the night is sad.
Do not stop, continue your journcy.
You stop, pale one,

Condemned to wander in deep winter,
Like the vapour that pursues .
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The coldest regions of the sky,

Flee, bird, sing in the desert

And hide, since you were mad,

Y our bleeding heart beneath the e, . ..

Tears ran down the cheeks of the Wounded King: "It is midday.

The sun is blazing directly above iy head, Silence! Silence! Fasn't

the world just become complete? What is happening to me? Every
corner of my sonl is expanding. Golden sadness lies heavily upon
it, and happiness also. Oh, bliss! Sing, iny sonl. This 1s the secret,
solernn hour in which no shepherd plays his pipe. . . . Don’tsing,
bird of the valleys, O my soul® Don't even whisper. Aged Midday
is slceping, moving his lips. A drop of old happiness, of golden
happiness, of golden wine? That is how the Gods laugh. Silence!
What has happened o me? Listen! Hasn't gme flown? Aren'’t {
abour to fall? [Haven'c I fallen into the well of eternity? . . . Ab,
break, my heart, after such good fortune?

Fe secrmed to see us, to sense our presence n this confusion of
light and tme: ‘You have given yourselves up to dreaming, For
how long? Half an eternity. Then get up now, old heart, How
mucl tine will you need to wake np after such a dream? O midday
sky above me! When will vou drink that drop of dew that has fallen
on all the things of this world, when will you drink this singular
soul? When, O wells of cternity, when, O abysses of midday which
make men tremble, when will you absorh my soul in you?

“The desert grows. Woe to him whorm the desert hides!

"What says the depth of midmight?
[ was asleep, | was asleep!
But now [ have woken out of deep dreaming.

‘Oh 1 love vou, eternity. You alone are the woman by whom |
wish to have ason. . . .

“

Arnd then, as he looked at us and we saw him, through that breakin
the bght = as he was still sitting there waiting, but without waiting
for anything and estranged from good as well as from evil, and
enjjoying the sun and also the shade for once, while he gave himself
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up to the midday, the forest, the lake and the Hmitless time

hud(if)iﬂ\:’ hC dlv]df)d 1}‘1 t
- b o W, 3]](:! Z&} atilustra 3 34 i
1 | o } asﬁed bCSId(‘

We bowed before liis earth,

THE ORPHIC MUSIC

_\W}:en we dreamied the same drcam, when we went on thes
Joumeys, or thghts, our conversation ook place in a different srare
af consciousness mtegrated with a broader ego, which so té s. ’.e.aki
rcce;w‘rd us, or awaited ns on another side, ‘as if'it wer’c waitinpr.fo;
us beside a spring’. And we commumcated with cach other n(i b :
means of ti:]f: words which are cammanly used to Ieprf;‘if;‘nt thi
things of this earth, but by means of that language which 11‘nderl“ i
all .Z}w ia-ngnages m the world, behind the ‘mask of words’ -
We often used Sanskrit terms because, although this \;veli.s‘a dead
igngzzagc on the Second Earth, it was still 2 iving one on the Other
First Earth, and approximated more closely ta that Music of th::
Spheres which is the language of the mind, i"ajra-cim_ the Or thic
Cabbala, the Hiranyagarbha-Cabda; a iangué?c of’cosr;]ic 5 iriit 1
sounds; sacred and divine letters, called Mé;rka? ‘Ii,ittie ;\/i(i)tflei?
i::tters clf tight, Bija, seminal syllable, root syii;ﬁ;ie made of f;tf”i;rs
}*}'om. this stemns the mantra, the language ofAkés‘a,,Memory Ofth('.“
é;iii.VWhosc?vcr pafsves thgt Way  transmits afc}epathicaiiy the
°Ct Vision af t?].e substance of things; because things come to him
desiring to turn into symbols. These raiurae names arc locked into
Ehf‘: memory af human beings’ consciousness through slcep and not
bheing awake. Akdsa is a concept or metaphysical ex;crz'encc which
has no equivalent in the terrestrial languages of Kalivuga i’o |
the closest equivalent for it. - e e
) We decided to visit the Master, who told us: “You are going ona
Iienc_ymoon}Qurucy”. Its Sanskrit name is Urdhavareras. And 0;1
arch being c;}rried by a bird called Eidelon. You are Waikznq
Iiiaf‘,k'fxrards,_h_kf: the Imbunche! of the Island of Chiloe, towards th:?
oint of Oggm, the Golden Age. Itis hard, itis diffieult to navigate
along the rivers agamst the current in order to reach the momﬁain‘s
where they rise, entering the suhterranean cinies, the oases of warrrli
water. The Path of Erernity, although it leads dowuwa?ds in the

' This mythical being walks i )
- < & walks backwards Tere of (Wi e
off the south of Chile. Packwards in the folklore of Chiloe, 2n island
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visible body, really leads upwards in the invisible one. Althongh
you are going to the South Pole, to the Antarctic, you will finally
reach the Continent of Hlyperborea, at the North Pole, where our
guide lies, Because, during the Great Catastrophe, the poles alsa
changed places. You will have to go to the south, which is the
notth, Mulabanda and Hamurini are the names for this process
which reinverts everything, leis a very secrer path which makes the
river of your virility and the golden fominine liguid af your
beloved run backwards. And you will have to embrace and lose
each other again, v each city, at each stage of the “Honeymoan”,
in this Pilgrimage of lmmortality on which you have embarked.

‘“What is this mysterious masculine force which spnrs you
onwards, whence comes this will, this heroic initianve which
seems to precede the start of the great journey? This is what
prevents you turning back on the path. If you were to do so, if you
failed to travel the path ta its end. you would be guilty, because the
practices of your initiation have mobilised cnarmons forces wihich
destroy men and drive thews insane if they are not aimed in the right
direction. The signs will help you open a way for yourself in the
virgin forest where no roads exist.

‘Even the Gods are your encimies; because thewr impersanal lives
are at risk in this war. You will have to overcome the Archerypes,
dethrone them, reincorporating their tremendous numinous ener-
gies within vourself. Do you remember the Greck legend? Man
was a circular androgynous. He began to roll up Mount Olympus.
The Gods were frightened, fearing defeat, and so they resorted to
artifice: they divided the man-sphere in half. The result was thathe
was $0 busy trying to find lis other half that he had no time w©
make war on them. But, luckily, the Gods made a mistake,
Because one day we will bring them back to Bfe as well, giving
them a face.

‘When the water runs downhill, it gives rise to Samsara and
human generations, to the circular movement of the involuted
carth; when it runs uphill, in the opposite direction, it provokes the
mutation of the Gods themselves, the divinisaton of the hero; it
creates a free, eternal race, withont Gods, without a king, This 1s
the Raad of the Warrior.”

‘And her? | ask. "What does she do in aff this?’

"She is the female guru, the one who flows in your blood: Vidya.
Without her you will never reach auywhere. She is Allauine, the
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Fz;fth Born of Hyperborea, she who keeps in contact with the St
of jthc Pomt of Origin, who possesses the power of Vrif azzdxtiaf
vision of Urna. She is the Priestess of Magic Love, who unitc’é io:{:
az}d death and turns them into A.»Mnr,' Without-Death fte .
szei She becomes interiorised in you through her d(,;atgz r;;:I
mspires you. And you will never have another contpanion E'z(:rc 0(.
in the depths of the tomb. She is your Valkyrie, who will h:m& vo;zz
‘thc C_‘?zzplof fmmortality. The way without her is reduced to the
imagimaton of a rational mind. Only if you arc in love can vou go
beyond yonr conscious “ego”. Only with her can you ;{ttain{?-;
greater degree of consciousness, a state of supcrconscioumc%;
(}ni):' thrg»ugh Joumeying togethier, dreaming together. B(causc
she is this superior form of energy which originates from tf;e
submerged continents, from Hyperborea and Atlantis, above and
below the terrestrial crust of Kaliyuga. ’

‘The Martial Initiation of cur Order is only for you, for the hero
or Vz‘:fa. This 15 the Honcymoon of the Exile. ’

‘It. in the definitive drama which unites the three of us, we need
to nse words from an ancient language ke Sanskrit ’which.is
cpzr}picteiy unknown in the west and almost so in th.c:’ Orient crf
Kaliyuga, itis becanse in the so-called living languages there are 5o
sacrec expressions that can be used to refer 1o sacred questionsl or
to capture and reflect the symbols of these multiple vibratil‘ms
which resound and explode in all the universes simultancously
An}t trfansiatj():l of these terms will always be equivocal 3&‘:1
sacrilegious, destroying the living soul of 4 scemingly deacf
fariguage; which is not living, which is not dead. . . .

Have you cver thought what might have been the language of
jthe White Gods, the first people to come to this continent in t‘:mcs
anmemorial? B

‘}I:ieforc the disappearance of the continent of Mn and Lemuria
_durmg the first civilisation of Tiahuanacu and the construction o‘{
its legendary monuments, when it was still 4 sea port and the lmk
W’}th‘ Vemns, our star, was permanently maintained, the language
consisted of magic signs. The giants directed the course of the stars
by means of it. But the language of the white heroes, who came in
scarch of their ancestors in the course of later ages, was more
closely comnected wich Sanskeit than with any oth’er: The Indo-
Europea:} langnages, like German, ancient Scandinavian and Latin
have their roots in Sanskrit. |
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“The secret langnage of the Quiché-Maya was Zuyua and that of
the Incas was Scandinavian-Sanskrit, it 1s well known that the Inca
culers were white and that among blood relatives they spoke 2
private and sacred language, which they never taught to the
population of the “slaves of Atlantis™. Certain words will give us
the key: Inka is really Inga, as the Spanish conquistadors spelt it. In
old High German, Ing means derivation, anccstor, lineage.
Merovingian, for example, has this root, meaning “he who comes
from Mount Meru™; because Mero is Meru and wing 1s weeg, the
German for road. Thus, the Inga and we who are his descendants
are those who journey from Mount Meru, in the Great Exodus, from
far away, from the Nuptial Homeland, from the lost land of
Awvalon. In reality, from the Continent of Hyperborea, from the
Morning Star and also from the holy Mount Kailas, which s the
physical and visible donble of the invistble Mount Meru, where a
centre of our order existed, a Huifka, a fortress in Quichua, a arcle,
Our circle 1s called Fhuilkasiota: coming from »il, hidden, and ka,
mystery, i Sanskrit, Ancahuinea also comes from there, Fieanig
“Initiated Eagle”, “Initiate of the Condor”, “Initiated Bird”, Mans-
Tara, which is also a Sanskrit word.

“The central city of the lncas was called Kusky, “Navel of the
World”, like Lhasa in Tibet, like the sacred city of the Draids, the
“Middle City”, with an Omphalos.

“The mysterious bird, Allkamari, from which the Inka obtained
his two feathers, black and white, is also associated witly the Inka,
with a “k”. From there he derives his magic dignity, Korakenke,
borak-inka. Korak derives from the Sanskrit kdrava, vaven, thus
directly linking the Inka with the great war of the Mahabharata,
with the koravas, the name of one of the factions m this cosmic
struggle. Korakenke is therefore the Raven of the Inka, of the Inka
King, Wotan, perhaps Garuda, the vehicle of Vishnu. Kerak also
comes from the Hyperborean sea, Kara, mn the Arctic, where the
great exodus of Kaliyuga begins, the end of the Golden Age and the
real Twilight of the White Gods, of the magic bird Allkamari, ofthe
Hyperborean Raven of Wotan,

‘Our White God is called Huyirakocha, Fluitr means white
(Huitramannaland, the Land of the White Men) and kocha 15 an
aboriginal deformation of the old German word, God. White God.

“The Sacred Book of the priestly caste of the Mayan white
imitiates is the Codex of Chichecastenango, the Popul-val. Popul is
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people m Lavn and buch is book in German. The Book of the
People of the White Gods, tn which it is also related that they came
from Tule, Tula or Thule. This documient has been totally
adulterated and munlated by the wussionaries and by the great
planctary conspiracy against the White Gods.

‘It we search with a pure heart and an open soul, in the whole of
America~-Albania we will find the sacred language, Sanskrit, which
is the involuted resonance of the inaudible Orphic Cabbala, that of
the mantras of the Hyperborean magicians, the Gilants and the
Men-Gods. Marnifraydna is the Road of the Mantra, of the search for
the Mantra.

*To1s in the Indo~Germanic languages, of Sanskrit onigin, that one
will find the meaning of the word Buin', for example, which
appears in Peru and Chile. Bole and Bullue are bull and young buli
in old High German. The Sacrificial Bull, the Solar Bull, in a laud
where cattle didn’t exist; perhaps the ox, Nandi, the vehicle of Siva-
Lucifer.

‘Chakra means grange in Quichua, a circular plot of land. Clakra
means Chirde, Wheel (2 turn of the wheel) in Sanskedr. Making the
wheel turn 15 the road which you are following at present; Vajraydna
in Sanskrit, "Road of Diamond”, of Immortality, unl you succeed
in becoming Chakravarti, the Lord of the Chakras, the Master of a
Chakra.

*Kunani in the language of Kusky or Cuzco, the language of the
Amauta, its astrologer-sages, means to preach. In Sanskrit kun
means to direct: fo divect Kundalini.

“The writing of the most anclent lost world of the White Gods
was also that of our signs. That of the warrior-heroes, who rebuile
Tiahvanacy, that of the Atumarunas and also that of the Mayas was
the runes, the keffkas, in the style of the "ploughing of the ox”, the
boustrophedon of the most ancient Scandinavian runes. This is also
the way in which the “Speasking Tablets” of Easrer island, the
Rongo-Ronge, which no one has yet been able to decipher, was
written. The sacred writing, which the Incas larer prohibired, was
fineal,

‘For all these reasons, we, the initiates of southern Hyperbores,
always return to this seemingly dead language, which is in fact only
aslecp and which must be revived: Sanskrit. Demolishing 4

Y There is 2 River Buin in Pery and a city of Buin in Chile,
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icla pirka, a Sauskrit pre, behind which 13 End(i((eat? the secret.
o ‘ s, ever further backwards, Hamurani 1 Quichua,

i vackward ‘ ut .
?zlnt:gt:jcﬂanskrit mantra HAM, from the Vishuda chakra in the
T . .

¢hroat, returning o the point of origi, to the Nuptial I"I—Omﬁ?l:}tj;
» ) ’ X I . .‘
where we will also find the decp mag1§o-szilb0}1; meagma :i_Ché_
“Lile. Chilli, Chil: to bare, 10
me of our sacred land. Chile, Ch hil: to n Q
r;/iaya It comes from the Old Flemish, which inturn derives from
. | 1 it . e
the Old German. Shillen, mcaning um'heaf;xe, bm.th an ;\;ﬁ;:llin{t}he
i 0 tiosmorhborean Sanskric, To bare, unsincat
distant origin n Hyper e e e
T red § 4 of the homeland of our 1nx - O
sword. The sacred sWor . oo o e o
inftiatd ' ic homeland. Because Chile 18 shaped H&e
injtiation of the mysuc P e
i . unsheathed. A double-edged sword.
~word which must be anshea : ‘ ' . .
ihe road of cur initiation. Of the Warriors of the Solitary Star, the |

3 , Pilgrims of the Dawm. ..
hers of the Dawn, the Pilgrims o
wiﬁf\ia‘ster "1 said to him, ‘the less i understand you, the more Fove
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THE METAMORPHOSIS OF
THE ELEPHANT

IN WHICH THE WAR OF THE MAHABHARATA
BEGINS

{ am walking across the desert, Sand, golden sand, “The Desert
stretches away.” San Pedro de Atacama.’ Geysery spout on the
rorizon. | have reached the walls of a city which is preparing itself
for war. Its gates are closed. It is night-time. No one 15 gnarding
them, | speak the word that opens them: LAMP?

t reach a central square shaped Hike an inverted triangle. The
streets are empty, but the square is guarded by soldiers n
battledress. There are chariots and horses. The majority of the
soldiers are sleeping on the stony ground. I sit down beside them
and question them. A great war is about to begin, because the land
of the scas has announced that its forces are going to carry off the
queen Draupadi. The cnemy fleet has already taken the ports, and
the attack will begin at daybreak, The king, seated on his throng,
has turned his face towards both sides so that he appears to have
two heads, This signifies that his forces must fight to the last man. |
telt them that 1 am going to fight alongside them. Then, sleep
overcomes me and I don’t awake until the sun begius to nisc over
the desert, The war chariots and arinies are milling around. They
are moving off towards the walls of the city,

I realise that an extraordinary phenomenon has taken place whilce
Twas asleep. T have woken to fecl myself to beme and yet not ‘e’
Sometimes I am "me’ and more frequently 1 feel as if | am part of
someone else who is the one who is experiencing all this, including
ine.

I sce the king approach, riding on an elephant.® Mis crowned
head is earned towards the north and the south at one and the same

toa s
A city in the desert of the north of Chile,
*The mantra for the Muladhara chakra,
A black dephant, the symbolic animal of the Maoladhara chakrs.
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time. As he passes by, he looks at this man who is me and then, he
seems to have four faces, There is great sadness in his expression; i
is the expression of one who knows what destiny lies ahead, of
one who knows that he is going to lose. The king’s face is pale,
because he suffers from white leprosy. His name is Pandu.

The elephant walks heavily, towards the walls beyond which
death and transfiguration await him. He raises his trunk and
trumpets his battle cry,

Close at hand is a chariot drawn by two impatient chargers. The
charioteer signals to the man who is me to climb i and pick up the
shicld and lance. This man jumps in and puts on the cuirass and the
helmet. He sces that the eolour of the driver is blue. The chargess
leap forward and in a flash they are outside the gates of the city,
rushing headlong across the sands in a mad gallop. Very soon they
find themselves facing the enemy lines, And in them the man sees
his relatives, his compatriots from northern Chile. He tumns
towards the charioteer and lays down his arms.

T cannot fight,” he says. ‘T can see my brothers. | know all thege
people: Chileans, Peruvians, Bolivians, Argentinians.’

Imperiously, the charioteer commands bim: ‘Acquit yourself of
your duty, O warrior of the race of the White Gods! You will not
kill anybody. Those who die today are already dead in e’

The war betweens brothers, the Great War of the Worlds, which
began here in these desert sands, fought for the possession of a
woman and the City of the Elephant, called Astinapura and ako
Troy, Tocopilla and San Pedro de Atacama, raged for months,
years. The woman lies sleeping, pale, infected with sacred leprosy,
in some secret, central place.

The battle for the desert has been lost and the forces are falling
back inside the walls of the City of the Elephant. Everything round
here smells, the sands, the walls, the stones, the thistles, the
wounds, even the bones smell. ¥t is said that this is the City of
Smell, of the First Perfume.’ .

The charioteer has abandoned him inside the triangle, in the
centre of the city. In reality, it is an oasis with gardens of semi-
tropical vegetation, with exquisite fruits, papayas, pineapples,
mango trees and a huge fig tree in the middle which seems to touch
the sky. The flowers are very beautiful and are watered invisibly.

! "The Muladhara chakra is the centre of smell.
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water is the enemy of this world. The pricsts of the temple know
that water 18 going to destroy everything, and they pray to the
serpent of the Earth, Ten-Ten, whe alonc is capable of combating
¢he Serpent of the Waters, Cai-Cai. A mirror of gold hangs in the
centre of the temple. A Sun of Gold.

He enters the palace and finds his way to the room 1 which lies
the woutan who has unleashed the great war of the Mahabharafa,
who might be the wife of the friends and the enemies, the Pandavas
and Koravas, of the great Bharatas, she who inspires the heroes,

As if he has become invisible, he manages to get past the sentries
without being secn. No one will be able to see him but her. e
walks through the door of her chamber and stands beside the bed
on which she lics sleeping. A dog is guarding her. He recognises it.
It 18 there because this is the World of Smell, its favourite language.
The dog also recognises him and comes and licks his bloody feet.

In ecstasy, as always, he gazes at the face of the slceping woman.
She 18 so beautiful in sleep that he doesn’t wish to wake her. He
strokes her forchead with his fingers. Fle touches her golden hair
softly and speaks the word which will bring her back to life: HUM!
In the hollowness of the room it re-echoes like the bellowing of the
mythological bull: Muwmu!

She opens her eyes and a moan escapes from her breast. She sits
up and her hair resembles an irresistible fire.

‘Oh!" she sighs. ‘T have slept for such a2 long time! At last you
have come. | thought that this time we would lose each other. How
s the war going? I dreamed that the sea would submerge our
world. Tremendous forces will be used in the struggle. But we still
have 2 little time left for our A-Mor.”

THE DIFFICULT TEST ONCE AGAIN

The city holds out for a full year. During this time, they stay inside
the room, The dog guards the door. The noise of the fighting
doesn't reach this far. They realise that the decisive hour is
approaching for their world.

From time to time they look through the windows at the garden.
In it grows a tree whose top touches the sky. This Tree of Paradise
bears no fruit, it is barren. Up it climb some men afflicted by the
Same disease, caten away by thus white leprosy.

For four months he slept at the foot of the woman's bed. And for
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another four to her left o the bed. She always lay on her right side.
resting her head in the palm of her hand. He felt her shoulder Vc"&"
close to lim, and her thighs covered only by the thin red gowy,
Afterwards he slept for four months to her right. And then, i his
waking dream, her hair and her soft perfumed breath were 2y
intoxicating liquor that transported him to that place inhabited by
the ‘people of dreamns’, who talked to him only of her; using the
word Aropa.

Thus, m twelve months, she becamie transformed into 1 godiess,
taking possession of his essences, flowing through s blood, filling
his cells like the female gury, completely idealised, the matrix of
transcendental knowledge. Now he couldn’t even dhink of touch-
mg her with the aps of his fingers. I during the night he
occasionally rouched her veils througl some involuntary niove.
ment, he would wake with a stary, feeling he had commited
sacrilege, and would move over to the very edge of the bed. The
physical had been integrated into the supraphysical, evoking a
supernatural presence. It flowed thirough the blood of his spirit.

When the dme had arrived, she asked the dog to leave. She
opened the windows and et in the morning light. A blue bird came
and trilled his song for them both. When darkness fell, the Evening
Star also shone through the windows.

She moved into the centre of the room and slowly she began
take off her red gown and her veils. First her naked shoulders
appeared, then her breasts, with their tender, rosy, quivering
uipples. The veils dropped further, revealing her stomach, her
golden vulva, her long, slender legs, hke paths, unul they lay
beside her tiny feet, covered with saud from the desert,

There stood the Absolute Woman. He felt himself grow faint
from looking at her. All his cwrnity would not suffice him o gaze
on her, :

Very slowly, with 2 drearnlike motion, she approached him. She
reached his side and stretched out her hands to clasp his head. Like
the touch of a petal from a flower in the garden of the City of
Dawn, she pressed her lips to his. She put one of her gentle,
perfumed arms round his shoulders and began to undress him with
her other hand.

She pointed ont to hin the Evening Star, which was sull shinmg
in the dark, larger than all the other stars in the sky.

‘May it assist usl’
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And she led him to the bed.

e felt her nioving beside him, naked. She had cro§s<rd her hands
on her breast and was staring at the sky. Reﬁgctzons fmfn Qm
frelight played over her beantiful body, rnning ﬁiong it like
caresses.  Without covering themselves, without touchlm_g cach
other, they let the hours pass. In silence, i supreme 3uc1d1r:y al}d _
concentration. Until she spoke: "My desirg for you is reaching its
peak. "The fire of sacrifice has alrcady been itin my vuival and beats‘
ihere ke a heart. My other heart is on the point of Ieap‘mg out of
my breast. bn this city, the perfume and odours become mtcnszﬁe&
and reach the roots. | can smell you, [ can feel you. My whole being
longs to be caressed, touched by vour hands and‘yom mguth, 50 a3
w fll you with ni1y nectar. My will no longer exists. My impulse is
to make you cnter me, to be possessed, filled byl tha_t flow of
supreme virility, by your rnver of amber. Who Wzii give us the
wrength to find the narrow path in this long night i which we are
gambling our destiny throughout all thie turus of the wheel?

Quictly, he replied: ' can {eel you, too. I can smmel] the subtle,
dreamlike perfume of your golden fields of wheat, of the flower of
your breasts, of your golden translucent hquid like czysta} drops of
dew in the garden of the City of Longing, which moistens and
transcends your oases. . .

There followed a silence in which she uncrosscd her arms,
stretched out her hand and took hold of his,

‘Make your protective sign. Let us drink onr hqnid gold, let us
not allow it to be lost outside, let us reabsorb it into our blood so as
to experience the pleasure whicli has no beginning and no ené,
keeping our resolve firm by making the mudra that dcstroysl fear in
order to resist the terrible event to come, the pleasure which has
never been experienced by earthly lovers, an ecstatic, Continuous
pleasure which will accompany us for ever inside us, in your blood,
where it will flow for an erernity.”

Inn her melodions voice, in the deep, velvety silence of that warm
night in the City of Astinapura, she pronounced, with a ritual
cadence, the word: ‘KLIMU

Tt was as if a seal had been broken. He felt as if he was being
enveloped by a huge wave which was submerging everything,
countries, continents, the world. Everything but her. Locked i an
embrace of A-Mor, they died without-death, to be reborn in that
$ea of nectar, of Soma, united in their breath, their basic perfume,
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i1t the tdea which produced bodies and forms. And now nothin;{
more was possible. )

‘SAHAM! [ am youl” they eried,

The blue bird returned to sing at the window. And, as the day
dawned, the Star of Flim-Her bathed them in its deep, dewy ligh ¢
It returned them to that Hquid gold wlich they were driving bagk
to its source, returning them partially to themselves, with a gentle,
luminous cazess.

LAMY! they repeated in unison, And 1t was their farewell ro tha
city which had lost the war.

THE SECRET MARRIAGE

They would have to leave before nighrfall. The final catastrophe
was approaching. Nevertheless, the last ceremony had still to be
performed: they had to marry according to the rites of this world,
ordained by the White Gods. The marriage would be sceret and
valid for all eternity. The Gandharba marriage. Until now she had
been the wife of a king, the wife of another, of an Archetype:
Parakiya. From tonight, she was his own wife proper: Svipia, Now
she would be the ininated bride: Pavastri.

They bathed together in an effervescent Hguid of Soma,
Afterwards, he put on a blue doak and she her red gown, They
held wands from which sprouted flowers. They prepared the
wedding feast, which was also a farewell, The feast called the feast
of the Five M, because it is composed of Mudrd, cereals - the earth;
Matia, fish — water; Mdmsa, meat — fire; Madya, wine ~ air; and
Maithusa, woman - ether. They had begun at the end, with the
Magle Possession. This most ancient ritual, Panshamakara, was
taught by the Ulighures, the tantric magicians of Lemuria, and by
the priestesses of Hyperborea.

On the floor, covered by wveils, the ltrgical cup, Kalaga,
appearcd, filled with liquid gold. The veils significd that the
material drink covered the secret drink, the Spirit of the Secret
Wine, the ‘Saviour in Liquid form’, Karenavari-jramsita, the hquor
of orgasny which has 5o beginning or end.

“There was a heavenly Soma, a spirit of seeret wine, a lost liquor
of A-Mor, of non-deatl, which is now only to be found in the river
of your blood, going back to its source, to the ices.”

She stretched out her hand over the chalice and spoke the word
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of the pantra of wine: ‘HRIMY } N
They uncovered the cup and drank from that inexhaustible
. or. Because rhose who have known A-Maor constan.t%y drink.
. 5 the liguor which flows rhrough the blood, the Minne, the
?;):ﬁ(;r3r of thar love Wi'tichlwas ipst at the beginning of time, in the
Hyperborean rite of tlhe ﬁf.’fnmezrmkeln, ‘ N o

And they sang: ‘Fill my cup with wine. Jt speaks to me, m
ineffable silence, of my Beloved who has been rf:bom m‘the depths
of my blood. And it reveals to me all that T sl n_ee}d in order .tm
enter the City of Transparent Ice with her, 3?4_3_11;; tiafr. I athﬁof i?(o&*:cs,
which leads to the Fnchanted Land of the K.mg of the Ghosts.

Thus they were married, while the warriors calted a halt ro the
combat in order 1o surround them with a circle of _sword& The
pale, sickly king was now able to rest and to make his way to the
secret refuge where the wornen who posses sed superparural powcr‘sl-
of healing could cure him. They then ‘became‘ the rulers of this
world in ruins. One day, their son, riding astride a Hyperborean
swan, would come and rebuild it

A cear Hght poured into the room through_ r_hc doors and
windows. it flooded the city, Without iandmg in the:ﬂ desert,
vibrating in that clear light, the Disc called Vimana in the epic poem
of the Mahabharata had descended. It had come to rescue them from
the impending catastrophe. o

They managed to enter it hefore a huge wave sxxi?mergcc
everything, the temples, the gardens, the palaces, the conrinents of
Mu and Gondwana.

They took the dog with them. ‘

From far off, they could see the carth shak§11 bj cmwgisaons, the
voleanoes erupting, the mountain ranges beginning to rise, the seas
changing position. And on the crest of the biggest wave, t:e
elephant was still swimming; becausc hie had turned mto the
Leviathan,! and whar had been his trunk on earth was now a

UThe whale is the symbolic animal of the Svadisthana chakra. This 15}}3
symbolical journey through the chakras from one 10 anqrh_e‘r, from the
Muladhara to the Svadisthana and so on. It is a synchronistic pz}grmzag(;
with the miystical landscape of thfz ;x_uthfor s country, w;ti; A sacr}a‘
geography ‘dreaming the same dream .W}th the Beim«ﬁ& in ‘asira ;oumm, s
of some kind of tantric of martial UNGAtoON practised by the ancient
troubadours or Minnesinger, The Orphic and Hyperborean initiation of
A-Mor, revealed in this book.
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continuous jet of water ke a gevser m the ancient, lost desert of
Atacama.

THE NAVEL OF THE WORLIDY

On the surviving slands, men of dimimshed stature, wearing
white cloaks, implore the Serpent of the Earth: “Stop, Ten-Tenl

And the Scrpent of the Waters, Cai-Cai, has been confined on the
borders of the precarious islands of Chiloe.

The ruins of Tishuanacy, now thousands of metres up in the
Cordiflera of the Andes, the Temple of Kalasasaya, the ancient
entrance to the subterrancan world, are no longer in contact with
other umiverses, nor with those who travel through space
Viracocha and Mama Ocel no longer come down from Venus, the
Morming Star. The giants have withdrawn into the Andean rock,
waiting for the return of the Ancient Sun.

Along the sonthern canals, beneath the surface of the water,
crawls 4 ship with all its lights on, so that anyone seeing 1t would
take it for a fery serpent with feathers of flame. It is hunting a
white whale which blinded its captain and drowned its crew, which
is now composed of ghosts. If they succeed in capruring it, the ship
will rise to the surface of the water, its captain will recover his sight
and the crew will come back ro life with bodies of fiery,
imperishable matter.

Fle saw this underwater ship from a beach m Chiloe, on the
island of Lemuy, and he called out the password which would
make the captain heave to: “VAMD!

He swam underwater for a fow ninutes, accompanicd by his
dog, and was taken on board Bl Caleuche.

The ship changed course, leaving the southern canals by the
Gulf of Penas, where the Leviathan’s waterspout could be seen in
the far distance, and making for the open sea, the huge Ocean. For
days they followed the vast expanse of its waters, where once a
continent existed in all its glory, filled with palaces, temples and
wisdom, The world of the giants, which was in contact with the
stars. Of all this, only an island lost in the vast Ocean was left:
Tepito Tenua,” the ‘Navel of the World’, The Leviathan disap-
peared in that direction.

! 'The mantra for the Svadisthana chakra.
? Faster Ishand.
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The Captain of El Calenche sad: “F helle naufragare in questo
marel”! Follow your destiny as a shipwrecked man, take & longboat
and approach yonr objective with your back turned, like all good

oarsmen. Row backwards, towards the point of origin, upwards.’

The dog, which had arrived before him, was waitigg falr hiin on
the shore. The beach was covered with strange, gigantic stataes
called Mohai. The ycllow, New Sun shone vertically down on
hem. He examined tHem with interest, walking round and mlunhd
their huge mass, searching for an cntragce-hole in them, a ‘click’.
Hlow had these vast lumps of basalt got here? How had they moved
from Rano-Raraku to the Ahn, their platforms?

The dog was indicating that he should follow it. |

They crossed the empty region of Matakiterani, whose cari}est
name was Svadisthana, “The Home of Her’, They were going
towards the crater of the voleano called Rano-Kae.

As he wilked, he nentally repeated the phrase he had heard inan
old dream: “Only the water which emerges from the crater of an
extinct voleano can guench the thirst of the pilgam.’

inside the crater grew the last three Toromiro trees, that ved
wood, perhaps Vajra.

At the foot of these trees, she lay sleeping. The dog lay down at
her feet, waiting. e repeated the mantra which would wake her:
HUM!P

And the music which announced her return was like that of ‘a
hive of bees maddened by love’. '

LEMURIA

In the shade of the last three Toromiro trees, she began 10 reca_i]
ancient times: ‘Nothing has survived of all that glory, except tlhis
hetle istand, the summit of a huge submerged mountain. Nothing
rmore in that vast expanse of water. Water, water cw_’srywherg..We
arc in the kingdom of the waters, surviving \R’ith difficuley.” The
inhabitants of the lost continent were giants. Gods, more than
Gods. Thev came from the pole, from the Morning Star. When
evcrythingawas submerged by the great wave, some shepherds,
slaves of Lenutria, the interbred races of animale-men, also cscaped

! _ .
From Leopardi. ) e .
2 the Muoladhara chakea represents the earth, The Svadisthana chakra the

Water.
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to the higher peaks. And the fish, the great fish. In the war betwee
the Pandavas and Koravas, between the Flanau-Fepe tille i ;1
Fared Ones, and the Nanan-Momoko,' terrifying f(;rces weijt
used, which produced the catastrophe. And the nwiis};nant m‘diatio:
spread across the whole world. The statucs of Toromiro woéci:
which are to be found on this island, represent those hybrﬁé
monst‘ers: the map-fish, the man-inseet, the man withont flesh, iy
thf: ruins of Tiahuanacu, on the Gate of the Sun, there are fzgt;réq
with four fingers and three toes. Somcone has recorded the }os‘t
world, atternpting to reproduce its glories and also the fruits of its
destruction. The sublime art which has come here from | 3;1
unkngw;} centre, with wood formed from the non-existent blood
of a time without memory, is the work of a race of giants who
came {from the ¢ast and from Hyperborea, Subsequémiy very
different races tried to reproduce that art. Here 15 3 Moha: :.vitia 3
beard3 a White God. It belongs o the Aho-Mohai period. These
were imitated kater, as if people wished to make the vanished White
(iods, Cuietzalcoatl, Huirakocha, Orejona, and the creators of the
}."'zrssi Tizhuanacy, return Thus the Mohai may be said to reprcﬁmt
3 kind of exorcism practised in successive waves, after ‘ tﬂh(’
involution of the divine and the semi-divine began, atteméting to.
force the return of the White Gods, the Giants and the Golden Age
by means of the albeit inaccurate reproduction of their figures
1.'?1.6‘3/ could also be said to be landmarks for their cxt}:aterrcstriai
y;hches, their Vimanas, their Astras, their Manu-Tara, their Discs of
Light, thewr Plomaed Serpents, in which they disappeared shtﬁ’tﬁ
before the cataclysm. The sightless eyes of the Mohai scan the
ffzpnammzt, their closed mouths long to cry out to them: “We are
still here! We still preserve your memory! You laoked Hke this!
Come back!” ‘
“r hfase basalt sculptures are alive, they vibrate magically. The
g\jiohai that are not covered with vy are those that are still alive.
.?hc;r faces are turued in every direction, scouring the horizons.
Some look towards the Antarctic, others towards the North Pole
towards Ultima Thule. Seme Mohai stand on promonrornes %uttin;;’
out of vertical cliffs above the sex. How did they reach these sites?
Qpc of them has fallen nto the water and can be seen ac 3ow‘tid;:‘.
Did they move? Iid they walk? It is related that they advanced

' Aboriginal people of Easter Island.
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seraight ahead frotn this crater, seeking their definitive positions.
At night they formed the magic circle, Kuala. Their mission was to
protect 411 that had snrvived on earth from new floods, like the
serpent Ten-Ten. Beneath the Ahu, or pedestal, there is supposed
to be an entrance to the subterranean world, the Intenior Barth. In
order to penetrate it, a tny purning movement of the Moha is
supposed to be sufficient for this stone iceberg to move and expose
the lower part of its body, togethar with the entrance to the passage
which connects with the great polar exits, the gateway of the
Temple of Tiahuanacn and the secret entrance to Stonehenge.

‘In 1 single night, everything stopped, as if that moment m time
had frozen. Many Mohai temained incomplete, some of them face
upwards in their quarries. What happened? What terrible event
occurred? Are the Mohai robots or Golems? Are they the Gods
who have been petrified? How did they move and change their
positions? A force called Mana (Vril) levitated them. The same
force that impelted the Golden Bird, Manu-Tara, to overcome the
force of gravity and disappear amnong the constellations. There are
Mohai in the meditative position, their hands with their long nails
folded over their stomachs like buddhas. No one knows where
eheir first builders came from. The sccond period is a copy of the
initiatic, magical, first phase. In 4]l this, 2 great mystery persists,
which will only be revealed to man minutes before his new
destruction. . . . Becuuse one day the sea will take him again.

‘All those who knew the language of the Speaking Tablets,
Rongo-Rongo, were butchered. They were called Maoris and were
white pricsts, white magicians, who had escaped from the great
catastrophe and had remained on this exterior carth in order to
preserve the tradition. They were of the same race as the Dropas of
Tibet, the giant Ainos of japan and China, the Guanches of the
Canary lIslands, and the Chachapoyas and Guayakis of South
 America. The Kohan-Rongo-Rongo conld read the Tablets. Their
last survivors were killed i the gold mmes of Pern, where they had
been taken to work as slaves. The script was lermetic, with more
than onc meaning, like that of Ancient Bgypt. One sacerdotal, the
other demoniacal, Perhaps this was why the Ingas prohibited
writing in their empire. As in Egypt, an unknown hueal script
existed prior to ideographic script. There are no more than twenty

Speaking Tablets to be found throughout the world. Similar sCIpt
is ot to be found either in Polynesia nor among the higas, nor
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clsewhere, only the ideographic language of cards and kuots af
Peru. The recoustruction of the civilisation of Tiahuanacu, tugether
with that of this island of Matakiterani, is the work of the Vikiz;g&
who knew of the pricstly, warriar caste af the Big-Bared Ques,
their Hyperboreau ancestors, Same of the signs carved on rocks
correspond to their runic script aud to the vorive cult of Wotan. Iy
Clile, this fragile strip of land, which is all that survives of the old
submerged world, the last civilisation of the Ciants flaurished,
before they were imprisoned in the mountaius. There s a
mysterious link between this island, which guards the Great Seeret,
and that sacred land which taday is called Chile, which stretches
ike a psychic spinal column of the planet, as far as the “Other
Pole”. Also like a drawn sword. An ominous age occurred there,
when the Valkyries turned into Amazons, because they had been
left amside by the giants. And the matriarchy aof the Amazon
Gaibomilla made war an the descendants of Kan-Ticsi Fuirakocha,
who had already diminished in stature. The fire consnmed
everything.

“The Mohai and the ancient abjects made of real Toromiro waod
are charged with the vibratiuns of Vril. The “Tablets” which
disappeared were like the stane which fell from heaven aud
coutained the law of the extraterrestrial race and the secret of the
entrances to the HHollow Farth and ta thie passages beneath the
Ocean which connect with all the surfaces of the new continents
which emerged after the catastrophe. Chile and Japan are regularly
devastated by carthquakes, Volcanaes erupt throughout the entire
fiery arc of the Pacific, i memary of the harrific conflagration that
destroyed the warld, the ancient moon and the ancient sun, The
Mehat keep their sightless eyes apen in cternal vigilance, trying to
prevent the repetition of the catastrophe. Like the dalinens and the
wenlirs, they are here to hold back a new flood. The CXPressions
an their faces change with the passage of the seasons and the
solstices. But the way to overcome and escape the eataclysm is only
to be found i the Mann-Tara, the Man-Bird. The Manu af the
Age of Aguarius, which will replace the Age of the Fish, of
Leviathan, the Whire Whale, which was once the Elephant.

‘Now we are i the Kingdom of the Waters. You will have to
3(-;arn to walk on the waters, make yaurself lighter, rise mto the
33 S
Allouine, sitting vuder the last three Toromiro trees, in the cratef
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of the voleano called Ranu-Kao, making the mndra which destrays
fear, reated the prayer of the last Coutinent of Lemuria

‘Nan ruraru Tuky Karuinugil
Urueli orur Edn etu ru uyare]
Ir ar re per Kadavul)’

“The Green Gud who contrals the three paths
Of the high resaunding Sun

Comes frous the vear of Orur

To the land of the rain clouds

I11 the same way as the thunder raars.”

‘Tt the Flanse af the Great Fisly, beueath dhe three surviving wees,
we dream of imnuartality. In the top of these trees, where their
branches iitertwine, meditates the Three-Eved Oue, whon the
Man-lusect fears. The Adared Third-Eve, where cur star is bon.”

He was fainting from thirst imside that crater, and not ouly frum a
physical thirst. Flis thirst was for that Queen of Rapanui, called
Rakimi,

‘Twant to do something with my hands, carve a Mohai. Butlam
so tired; weariness aund lassitude overcome 1me on this island.’

‘Carve yunr own statue, your Molad, place it on its Ahu. Make a
statne uf yourself, scat yaurself ix the centre of the Toromiro
flower.”

She took him by the hand and led him aut of the crater to 2 cave
1 the mountains.

“This is the cave of the God Make-Make. In former times,
children were brought here and left inn the darkness so that their
skin would turn white in memary of the lost Gods. You wmust stay
here for a year, until you become the Manu-Tara, the Man-Bird.
You will then be accepted as king of this island and your real name
will be given to that year, This cave is called Hakrongo-Manu, “The
Hearer af the Bird”, af the Cry of the Bird. When you have
triumphed, wlien you are king, I will be your queen. For now, 1
shall only accompany you in your thoughts. 1 shall be your
Valkyrie in the battle. O warriar of the race of the White Gods,
fight this battle tu the end aud lose it it the name of our Gad of the
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Defeated of the Kalivuga! Overcome the terrifying waters! Our A
Mor is again at stake.’

For months he remained in the darkness of the cave. The faithfy]
dog brought him food, Slowly he lost track of the tme, and
whether it was dav or might. His senses became blunted with the
exception of his sense of taste and an incomtrollable impulse whick
drove him to seize hold of stones and rocks with his hands and evey
with his feet.! Fe wanted to sculpture something, to shape the
basalt, the Toromiro, any hard material.

Fle lad visions, nightmares. The whale became a tyranmic)
mother who forced him to drink her milk. Then she devoured him,
inside the enormous body of the Leviathan, he felt safe, It was 4
whole untverse. There he met the "People of Dreams’ again. Each
of them played a different musical instrument and made the ketters
of the six petals of the Toromiro flower vibrate: ba, bha, ma, ya, 1,
la.” Tiredness and lassitude might have made him spend an entire
Hifetime in this adipose world, But with an immense effort, he
overcame this feeling and scarched for a vulnerable spot in the
monstrons body of the Mother-Leviathan It rook Hght years to
move from onc point of that body to another. There ware

countries, continents of fat, veins, rivers of opaque oil, cases of

heat in the midst of this bulky aniverse, this world of icy lymph.
And finally he managed to escape and stood on the outside. It was
ant almost superhnman trinmiph to have fonnd a way out of the safe
depths of the Mother's protection into the insecurity and pain of the
other world, Then he began to screans Hke a new-born child with«
pale skin, inside that other Mother, the cave of Hakreago-Manu. He
went from Mother to Mother, from Circle to Cirele. Flow to break
out of the final Mother? How to cscape from the Circle of the
Creles?

“This is the Liguid Road,” he heard her say from within his
blood, “the Road of Tears. . . . The Laud of Tears is mysterious!

! The Svadisthana chakrz is the centre of taste and rouch.
? Sunskrit letters which are inscribed on the six petals of the Svadisthana
chakra, as painted in Indian iconography.
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DREAMS ABOUT WATER

As soon as hie had escaped from the Mother-Leviathan, he began to
wander round the intertor of the cave i his dreams. And he
discovered paths that led him up hills with houses built on thewr
slopes. There were villas and mansions, with wrought-iron
porches and doorways. Waterfalls and cascades, chennelled nat-
nrally along the gorges between the hills, flowed dowu the slopes.
#ie stopped m front of a kattice-work doorwav, ae thie foot of a hill,
A serrated iron wheel controlled the shuice-gate of the poot that
collected the water which flowed down the Inlisides. He allowed
hunself to act o an impulse and turned the wheel, opening the
shiice-gate. The water gusbied out. He wanted to turn the wheel
back to its original positron. but the water was already uncontroll-
able. It flooded dowir the slopes on all sides, from the hilltops,
through the gorges. He ran to find himself 4 safe place,

The dreams about water continued.

He continued to try and escape along the valleys, between the
mountains, An enonnons wave broke over a high monmtain peak,
and the vast mass of water began to rush dowrn its slopes as well.
He began to climb the slope to his left. Bue the compact mass of
water, which was crystak-clear despite its great volume, began to
submerge even the highest mountams.

He found himself lving in the cave once more. Fo was cither night
or daybreak. He saw her appear, emerging naked out of the waters.
She called to him {rom the shore. The vast sea Jay enveloped in the
haif-ight of dawn., She hsd come to mect him from the far
distance, from the horizon. Now they would enter the sea together
and swim away. Where to? The sex was covered with sargasso. She
said: ‘E dolce naufragare in guesto marel’

A final dream: He was sull swimming. Fe was floating in the
waters of a bay in which ships lay at anchor, A current carried him
out to sea. Me struggled to escape from it. e found himsclf
surronnded by high waves, which became ever more menacing.
His strenpth deserted him. Then the waters changed colour,
Eﬁﬁcmning imbned with turquoise, amethyst and emneraid. And then
they were no longer sea water, but a sca of twilight, causal water:
Kirandri.

Some men swam towards him through this Hquid colour and
resced hun.
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He lacked aut of the mouth of the cave. The waning mooy
shonc in the sky aver Matakiterani. He had passed from the Tower
waters to the heavenly waters, transmntng then to their first level
bevand the carth.

On the ground at the mouth of the cave sparkled & Maunstone,

THE BAPTISM OF THE MAN-BIRD

in the depths of the cave, he concontrated on the Moonstone
between his cyebrows und made the second sign of hus initiagen,
while he repeated the mangra of waters "VAMY

Vibrations rase alang his sping, up his “Toramira tred’, 28 red as
the flames of the Fiery Serpent. The Serrated Whees tured. The
sluice-gates openied. The water’s cectricity was ficed. At that
point, the rebellious swimmer, the ‘ego’, fouglt against the
current; it refused to accept s appraaching death, which maybe
was nat death but resurrection in ancther Ege amplified by the
carth, water and fire, in which the Manpn-Tara Bird wanld rise up
out of ity ashes. Nevertheless, something had changed in that spht
sccond of doubt. Ar some moment duning that secrct, imprecise
happening, the ‘tgo” had shawn resistance to the Gad of the Losers,
becoming paralysed, caught hetween two worlds, as if in an
‘upside-dawn sky’, anable either ta go back, towards the pointof
angi, npwards, in triumphant defeat, or to ga down, towards i3
startiug point. In vain, the serrated wheels turned wildly and the
petals of the Nan-Existent Toromiro Flower fdl because it was
unable to make its non-existence a reality.

e realised that he was going to be destrayed m that powerful
current from the vibrations of 2 fire which could not find an exit,
because the road of the third Toromiro tree had been closed ta it
Flis secret channels, his brain, would disintegrate. Fle had begun co
see blood spots. The exit eo anather state, to a different fecling, had
been blocked. In the embryonic, cccult physiology, somcthing
remained incomplete, becanse the consdaus, rational “ega’ hed
mtroduced an obstacle, because it didi’t want to be overpowered
and pushed aside, because it wanted to control the uncontroliable.

He realised that his final moment on that carth had arrived, that

UIn Tantric vaga, the Susanna aadi. In the symbaology of this book the

ghost wessel, BI Coleuche, somernnes also represents the Scrpent of

Kundakint.
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his bodics, includiug the physical ane, wouldn’t be capable of
resisting the vibirations, His brain was going ta explode. Fle only
had a shart gime left in this world,

in the blackness of the cave of MHakrongo-Manu, he saw 3 meral
basin of water appear in the air before him, level with s chest.
And he heard her arder hinn ‘Quickly, plunge your hands inta the
water and splash it over vour bady?!

A delicious ceolness cabmed the fire of the vibrations.

An indescribable sensatian of peace enveloped him, and he felt
his body being galvanised by a powerful energy. He had risen from
his ashey, He was as red as the Toromire tree.

Baptized by lustral water, the Primus homo ferrenns had became
the Secundus homo coelestis. s name was Manu-Tara, the Living~
Man-Bird, ready to spread lis wings and fly off an a new
adventure, to the lass of a greater ¢ity, on the Lefthanded Road
mapped out by the Gad of the Defeated of Kaliyuga. To the rebirth
of the Golden Age.

THE CRY OF THE BIRD

He had been in the cave for a year. Now he conld leave it

He ran towards the sca and plunged off the chifftop into the
water, in his dive, he manmaged to touch the subnierged Mohai,
then he swam towards the tiny sland of Hape-Manu, “The Cry of
the Bird',

There he waited. e also looked fur the Manu-Tara’s egg. One
day, the bird flew over him and drapped it into his hand.

Then he shaved off his hair and eychrows, tied 2 sling around his
farchead and placed die egg in it. Swimming back ro theiskand, he
looked like 2 mythological being which had surfaced aut of the
primordial waters, been born from the waters. In reality, he was
the Twice Born, And he wore a shing made of tepid, or sandalwood,
around the arm which had canghet the egg.

During the whole of the following year, be wouldn’t be able to
tonch anything with that hand, He was the keeper of the energy of
the surviving island, and of the Mohai wha scour the horizons, the
carrier of Vril, of Mand. He was the king of Matakiterani. The
Marnu of the age of Tara. The hasband of the Goddess Tara

He saw her coming towards him, climbing down {rom the crater
at the top of the volcana. She was wearning a red doak, woven from
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the thin bark of the three erees in the crater. She brought him an axe,

‘Tt is the axc of Guatan or Wotan. Its name is Toki, Yon are the
Foki-Mann.’

She was also currying a flute and a hearr with wings of Toromirg
wood.

‘Keep this heare safe. We will have need of it

She played the flnte and they both danced i a arele round cach
of the Manu-Mohai. They were dancing the Raslila,

A clanking noise, Hke the sonnd of chains being dragged along,
began to make itsdf heard, coming from the volcano, Quickly, it
turned into a thnnderous roar. The ernption followed almose
immediately. Flames and lava shot upwards and rushed down the
slope,

The Man-Bird put his arm round lis Beoved's wasst and,
spreading his golden wings, flew off in the dirceton of the mudday
surt, She carried the dog in her arms.

They saw how the Mohai collapsed, swaying on their bases. The
istaniel was covered with the fire of an emerging cengre, In the far
distance, the whale was eaught by the crew of Ef Caleuche. They
stripped it of its skin, from which they made a Golden Fleece
Transformed into the skin of the lamb, it swayed in the wind,
hanging from the branches of pamiarchal oak trees.

THE REUNION WITH JASON

On the shores of Lake Tincaca, the kast of the Vikings, called
atimurunas of afumarungs, "giants with fices as pale as the moou’,
were fighting a desperate batthe against the tribes of Amazons from
the south of Chile, the matriarchal forces of Qneen Gatbomilla, the
ally of Cacigque Cari of Coquimbo. ' The Temple of the Lake of the
Sun, of the Thousand Pricsts of Wotan, had beer partly destroyed
by fire. The renascent Viking civilisation of Tiahuanacn, which had
hasted for a nmnber of centnries, was dying. It had been recreated
by these white warriors who had come from the north in scarch of
their ancestors, the Venusian giants, the White Gods of the
Morning Star, )

I{e was fighting alongside the defenders, with the remainder of
their decimated forees, T was all happening once again. In the past,

' Cucique mesns chief in the Quichua language.
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the Asir had had to abandon their sacred city of Asgard in the
Caucasus, near Mount Elbrus, the mountain of the Goddess Froyia
of the smooth snow-white breasts. Attacked in exactly the same
way by the Mongols, they had eft the ciey. Led by Wotan or Qdin,
they had set out once again on the Exodns of Defear, this time in
the direction of the Righthanded Swastika, the one that twms
according ro the present carth’s time and descends to the lowest
depths of Kaliyvnga, There, another Golden Age, or mirror-image
of the one that disappeared with the Hyperborean Thale, was lost.
But the sorceress Allouine, of the Odiic Order, had prophesicd
that one day the descendanes of the Alsir, led by a Great White
Chief, would recongner Asgard, reversing the exodus and the
movement of the Righthanded Swastka, retnrning to the point of
origi, to the Nuptial Homeland, going back, up, from City
City, from Asgard in the Cancasys to Shambhalls and Aghart in
the Himalayas, and from than to Ulama Thale in Polar Flyper-
borea, so as to make the greatleap to the Morning Star, to the Ray
of Green Light The soreercss Vola had also propliesied this,
asserting that the Twilighe of the Gods would not last for ever.

It is very difficule eo fight a woman wlio lras becone a demon,
uncontrolled, externalised, lefe ontside by the giants, The Amazons
had consorted with the race of carth people, with the semi-aninmls,
with the robots of Lenmmia and Adands, Their featnres were
bestial. Their furions vengeance was directed against men, as
satamc hatred, becanse in their heare of hearts they blamed them for
ali their misfortunes, for their dreadfnd fall. And perhapy they were
right.

And so, the white warriors, the last of the Vikings of America,
which they called Flvetramannaland, the Trish called Hujtramana-
landia, and the Templars of the Grail called Albania, “The Land of
White Men’, of the White Gods, of Quetzalcoad, lezamng,
Kiukulkin, Bochica, Muirakocha, were unable to find in themselves
either the strength or the conviction to face such warlike fury as
that exhibited by those demons of the south. Tt was the beginning
of the end.

The great Viking chief, Kon-Tiest Fluirakocha, descendant of
Naymilap and of the White Gods, placed his last hope in the
reinforcements which were said to be coming from the north. His
armies retreated to the subterrancan refuge of the Gateway of
Kai.asasaya, i the grear Temple of Tiahnanacu, which had been



126 Nos: Boak of the Resurcection

rehuilt and had been destrayed ance more in the fighting. Shortly
before the end, Huirakochs, who was also called Rama in this
centre, called together his casest fallawars, amang wham he wa
nambered,

‘Build a huge bonfire,” he said. "My world 15 that of fire,’ whick
fights against the sutanic ice whicl cames fram the farthest sauth
and alsa agains: the ice af the constellations.’

As soan as the Are began to crackle and blaze, the great chiof
leapt into it wirth bis wife Mama Runt, “face white as an egg’, who
accompanied him, fulfilling the Hyperborean ritual of Sati.?

He continued ralking from within the flames, addressing himself
exchusively to Him.

‘None af this is real, it is Maya, [Husian. T shall nat die, because |
will reach the Green Light through these flames. It is another who
has sacrificed himsedf far me. | have passed thraugh die Secres
Door to the myerior, Hollow World, where [ will wait for yan wo
came, too, when yau have lost here 1n order to come back ta life
there ke Kantiki {Konticsi, King and Father of the Feavens), like
Kalki, at the appainred time at which we will bring back the
Golden Age and rebuild Tishnanseu, Asgard and Mantsegur,
avenging the God af the Lasers, the Marming Star and our Lord
and Prince Lucifer. Now yau must take the name of Rama, reverse
the direction of the Swastika of the Exodus, reconquer Asgard,
rebuld Tiahuanacu, enter the City of the Caesars, reach Ulnuma
Thule, correct the balance af the Axis of the Earth’

The great chief’s dog, Arics, ‘Constellation af Flamc’, also Jeapt
mra the fire. Hawever, it cauld see s snd the woman's shadows
g0 ow the ather side and enter the Temple of Kalasusava, as if they
had been rencwed in those flames of pure energy. In the Bath of
Tamaseal.®

Sword in hand, he went out thraugh the gateway af Kalasasaya.
Entering the hall of Tiahuanacu, he climbed up nndl he reached the
triangle where the sign af the Righthanded Swastika, the sign of the
Great Exodns from Hyperbarea, the sign of Rama, was hanging
and he reversed it surming B into a Lefthanded Swustika which
turns backwards, towards the point of origin. By domg so, he

' The Maripura chakra represenss fire. It is symbolised by the himb,

- An ancient ritual. The wite jumps imo the funeral pyre where the body of
her husband is being consumed.

* A sacred Inca bath.
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changed the conrse of the Exodus, furning it o g orotum, a
reconquest of all that had once beent lost.

He raiscd his sword and spoke thus ta the warriors: "Saldiers of
the Salitary Star, Pilgrims of 1he Sowh, Guardians of the Dz_an,
Acolytes af Lucifer, of the Glonous God of the Flickering Lighe,
¢he Great Losar! We are gomg 1a reverse everything, c]a;ngc the
conrse of the waters of destiny, gaing up 10 the South Vole and
down to the North Pole. We are gomng 1o bring aur guide back to
tife and avenge hinm. We will raise the Cantinent of the Spir‘i.t
slongside rhe precarious coast of aur native land. _ We wﬁ.i.
extingnish the volcanocs, halt the earthquake, We are going fo win
the war of the Mahabharata by losing all but the final, definitive
hattle, the ane that is fanglit autside this cartly, in the vast expanses
of Father ¥aher and even farther beyand, m the Gireat Vaid, in the
Discs of Light. O warriars of the White Gods, of H:ferramaﬂmlgﬂd,
fight till the lasi drop af your bloed is spilt, without ever retreating,
without ever surrendering! Die fighting, because if you Jose with
honour, in reality vou will have wor because you will have made
e encmy visible. A defeat which Jvaves honaur intact1s a spiritual
adventure which has been successful. Into battle, warriars of the
Mormng Star!’

They fouglit furiausly all through that day and night. The nex
evening, he found himself surraunded by carpses, whilc the red of
the 1wilight dyed the waters of Lake Tincaca the calour of blood,
He scanned the lake. He thaught he saw a vessel approaching.
Perhaps these were the promised reinforcements. _ .

A high-keeled boat, a drakkar, slawly became visible In ti?c dying
light af the evening. From the branch of an oak trec fram Dodona,
nailed ta the prow, hung the Golden Fleece. And there staod Jason,
with his lielmet and cuirass, leaning on his great sword.

He leapt ashore and pronaunced the ward: RAM!!

O fasthfil comrade, you have arrived at the critical moment of
the battle! So much time has passed!

Get in quickly! Jason exclaimed. “Yau will make yaur final
stand in the ruins of the Temple of the Thousand Priests.”

He juinped into the boat and they embraced. While the carsmen
rowed tawards their objective with their backs 1urned, they were
able ta talk in the star-filled night.

Medea alsa accampanicd Jason, and she sang an ancient song

Y The manira for the Mautpura chakra.
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which strick deep, distant chords in the hearts of the two friends:

‘When my conirade loses heart,
Hangh confidently.

When my comrade sleeps,
fwatch for him,

When my comrade falls,

1 fight for both of ns.

Beeause to every warrior

The Gods have given a comrade.”

Watching the receding share and the smoke from the fires, Jason
reflected: “They are the fierce “rangunes”, the tribes who interbred
with the monkey. All this was already foretold to us by the
prophecy of the sorceress Vola.’

‘What happencd to you, Jason? Where have vou been for so
long? f

‘In the luteninediate Kingdom of Death. 1 have come to meet you
here, because it is the Place of Rennion, appointed by Destiny and
the Norns. This is the Sangham,' called Manipura, where the Three
Rivers of Death meet ta reverse their flow and arrive at another,
higher reunion, becoming the Causal Waters of Life and Resurrec-
tion, We are in the Land of the Lamb, of the Great Guide Rama, of
the Golden Fleece. One can only reach here by carrying a branch
from the golden oak trees of Dodona, which is really Lamella. . .

‘Ah, if you only knew with what nostalgia, what pain, I have
always thought of you! After yon left, I fought for the two of us,
because if [ were to arrive, t© teiumph, you would do so in me. 1
carried your corpse across my shonlders, in the imperishable depths
of my heart. | would not come back to life or enter Valhalla
withont you. Because the Gods made me your comrade!’

Jason gazed deep into the starry sky, listening as though he was
not alive, as though he was not dead. '

They chimbed down outo the quayside, which formed the
terraces of the temple. Opis and Arge, the two Flyperborean
priestesses, joined Medea and accompanied her in singing hymns
composed by the Lycian bard, Olen.

Iu the Hindu radition, the Sampham is where the two visible rivers,
(razllgcs and furmna, meet the third, invisible river Sarsswati, which
springs from the head of Siva on Mount Kailas. This geographical poms i5
in the city of Allahabad, near Banaras.
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Jason, don’t go yet, i want you to meet my Beloved. She's
sleeping.’

‘Is her name Domnia?’ asked Jason.

‘Her name here s Mama Runtu, and it is also Sita, although
recently [ have been calling her Allowine. Her name was really
Irene, as yours was Hector, .

Jasen smiled gently: "Let us go.”

I an nnderground chamber of the temple, i the "World of the
Jewels’, as if surrounded by a ‘sea of nectar’, she lay sleeping.

The comrades stoad on each side of the head of the bed, leaning
on their lances. Enraptured, they contemplated her. Her golden
hair hung down almost to the floor. The dog, which had escaped
from the flames, lay down at the foot of the bier.

HUM? he intoned,

And the echo of the mantra, in the depths of the Jewel Chamber,
was ke ‘the buzzing of a hive full of a thousand bees maddened by
love’.

U IS ALSO A GRAVE

The two comrades walked throngh the darkness unti] they reached
a wilderness area. They lt a bonfire and, with the help of its light,
they discovered a red triangle, It was a tombstone. Carved 1n the
top corner was the Lefthanded Swastika. Inn the centre appeared a
flower with ten petals and i each of these vibrated a root-letter: da,
dha, na, ta, tha, da, dha, ra, pa, pha’

From Jason’s attitude, the sadness n his voice, the way he looked
at him, he foresaw that the moment of parting was near. A great
wave of sorrow overwhehned him, weighing heavily on his solar
plexus,

Jason said: ‘Only you are with me in this eritical moment. Medea
has deserted me. Or, rather, perhaps, I was not Joyal to her. Fwill
try and recover her in the cternal return, in the vast expanses af the
stars.’

‘Why, Jason, are we here, in this America of Tishnanacy,
speaking of Jason and Medea, Rarma and Sita, and fighting the war
of the Mahabharata® What do these Andean mountains have to do
with all this?

“You are asking e a question to which you well know the

1o |« . - .
The Sanskrit Jetters for the ten-petalied lotus of the Manipura chakra.
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answer. In the universe, there is anly one history, ane civilisation,
one war, that of the White Gods. All the rest is merely thé
involutian of their Golden Age. You and | are innvolutians af the
White Gads. Quetzalcoatl and Kon=Ticsi Huirakocha were White
Gods, hke Wotan, Orpheus, Apollo, Siva, Abraxss, Thor angd
Lucifer. The others, the men of diminished stature who now
in?mhﬁt the martyrised surface of the carth, are the surviving slavey
ot Adantis and Lemuria, the men-“robots”, the mcma:t;t& the
animal-men wha caused the cataclysm and who will bring about its
repetitian through their rehellionsness and their ignorént pride.
They arc the Elementarwesen agamst whom the Wildes Heer, the
Wild Hardes of the Heroes of Parsifal, Qdiny and Quctzalcoatl wi%il
fight their final battle. Also, Andes is Aunda: Total-Man, the Giant.
The Andes are also the Spinal Column of Cosmic Man.®

Juson opened the tamb. Befare entering it, he tured o his
camrade and stretched out his arm, pakm upwards and fingers
togf:thcr, and made the Vara-Mudra, which destroys fear. And he
agamn pronounced the mantrar ‘RAMEP

When the tomb had closed, he rotated the Lefthanded Swastika
and everything was consumed hy the fre, These ancient ashes!

DEATH ANI> RESURRECTION IN TITICACA

For many days, the warriors read the Tibetan Boak of the Dead,
Bardo Thodol, presided aver by Villak Umw, the High Pricst of Ind,
the Sun, and by the Hyperborean Trinity Ollin-Tanatinh (Odin-
Thor-Tyr). Gathered in the temiple, they recited it ta the wandering
spirit of Jasan, in the hope that he might find the Raad of the Gods,
overtaking the Road of the Fathers and avoiding the Path of the
Moon. )

Sitting iy the Jewel Chamber, he recounted to Allauine the last
momerits of his friend Jason, telling her about the nights during
their yauth when they had revealed ta cach other their dreams of
adventure and heroic conquest in unexplared, remote fands. “Yes,
Allouine, because to cack warrior the Gads have given a comrade
and to cach poet-pilgrim a belaved. Yau will never desert me.
W:thmzlt you I could not endure the poverty of the exodus nor the
tests of the return to the Nuptial Homelnd.”

T ean hforcsecr our separation, belaved. My lungs are not made for
these hieights of Tiahuanacu. The atmosphere here is rarified. It was
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the puna which caused me to have this cataleptic fainting fir from
which yau awoke me. Just think, together we have crossed ages,
immeasurable distances, light-years, from the City of the Elephane
to these phteaux on which humns the fire of the intermediate
regions = tirose that Lic between the earth, water and air of the high
peaks. I must bathe in the energy of this fire, beconing rejuvenated
in its flames so as pot to disappear 100 soon, sa that [ can continuce
to climb a Hetle higher at vonr side, untl | can sce those silent peaks
where “the fiery hly of our Eternal Love blooms™ in my
iragination, I can already see these vast distances, these deheate,
subtle spaces where the deer roams, escaping from us by leaping to
safery in thie forests af the air, dreaming of the wings of Father
Ether. Yau muast climb ever higher, beloved, with me alone
your heart, in yaur memory. And we will mieet again, perhaps, m
the pure Kingdam of Cosimic Poctry. There yau will bring e
back to life. Because . . . the Pocms exist, they await ust .07

'T foel something strange, taq, as if in the rarefied anmosphere of
these high plateaux, scorched by the fires of passion and war,
where the bridges of rennion and mecting lie and the nvasible,
subterrancan rivers meet, feeding this Andean lake, an enlarging of
my consciousness, which is no longer mine, was about to take
place. As if my cgo was about to be immersed in the divine, and
my consciousncss to be submerged in the uncanscions, & pracess
from which both would benefit. A transmutapan.”

The Virgins of the Snn appraached them, walking rhythmically
from the ruins af the temple. They were accompanicd by a
melancholy music, with mineral resonances, a melody af the high
platcaux of Titicaca. They had came in search af Allouine to take
her ta the bath of fire, in which she wonld be renewed. A ship full
of soldicrs was also approaching across the lake. He had ta go
aboard it 1o lead those who were still fighting.

When they were nearly in the middle of the lake, they were
attacked by the enemy’s boats, which fired flaming arrows at then.
Suddenly his vessel sank and the entire crew drawned. He tried ta
stay afloat by swinnuing, but the weight of his anmour dragged
him down. He felt himself drowning. The sensatian was not
frightening. Finally a force more powerful than his consciaus ‘ego’
asserted jtself the Causal Waters of Death. And his ‘ego’ accepted
this with the acute intuition that it could do no mare. Howcever, he
struggled until the very end; he resisted, but serencly, almast
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joyfully, asif he had been freed from a responsibiliey which was tog
great for him. And it was like a carousel, a spinning world, a sky, 4
mirror tnroing back to front until it can be looked into from the
other side. Afterwards he went np and up, until he reached the
other side of that sky and that mirror.

He fouud himself lying on the shore. Fle looked at himself in the
transpareut water and found himiself changed. Althongh he still had
the same body and his arwour and his golden sword, his head waq
that of a ram, which was also like that of the dog and that of
jackal, He was Anubis, Osiris, Rama. He had come back to life. o
was the One who had Escaped from the Waters, the Twice Bom,
bapuised in Lake Titicaca, emerging as half man, half God,
reintegrated into an Archietype. . . . Dono tibi lucem acternasm!

He went towards the ruins of the temple in searcli of his wife,
Isis, She who had been rebormn in the fire.

THE BURNING BUSEH

It was a golden dawn. The peaks of the Andes were transfigured in
its hight. The pillars of the temple were still stunding (within each
pillar stands an angel’). They looked like trees climbing up towards
the diaphanous peaks.

With measured tread, he entered the triangular room in which
she was being bathed in the fire of the energy of this centre. The fire
had been lit from the ashes left by those who had passed this way
before them. Allovine emerged from the flames, rejuvenated.
Within this fire was the World of the Jewel, of the carbuncle which
had fallen from the broken crown of Luci-Bel, destroyed in his
steflar battle.

The Virging of the Sun recited: "War is the father of all things.
This is the mecting-place of the fire from below and the celestiaf
light. Here, the three-dimensional space begins to feel itself 1o be
the prolongation of the fourth sphere. This is the Sangham of the
Three Roeads, the Rock of Revelation of Midday, “where the
dircction of the Exodus chianges, becoming the Returyr to the Non-
created Light, where the Righthanded Swastika becomes the Left-
handed one, and you can dream a dream that no one cver dreanied
before: the way out of the Eternal Return, the conguest of all the
turns of the wheel. In this “Diaphragm”, also called the "Totality
of the Jewel”, you acquire a new name because you begin to receive
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an immmortal soul which you had not possessed up 6l now.”

Naked, they were placed on a pedestal between ruined pillars.
They were covered with ash. He made the Vara-Mudra, with the
palni of his hand npwmed and his fingers together. Arge, the
Virgin of Apollo, came to his side: "Your name was Rama. Today
you are Osiris, the Reborn. But your name is Rudra. You must
destroy the Kalivuga., Far off, i the distance, | can bear the
hoofbeats of the White Horse of Kalki galloping towards the past,
climbing back up thelight. With him you will get back the figure
of your heloved in order to clothe it with immortal substance. fean
also hear the velvety, soft sound of the dny hooves of the young
fawn which was once the lamb, which was formerly the elephant,
and whiclh may, if vour bravery doesn’t fail, become the dove!”

Ovpis, the second Virgin of the San, came and stood beside
Alloutne: “Your name is Lakini, the Wife of Rudra. You have been
his loyal companion on the diffienlt pilgrimage to this centre. O
beloved Lakid, may our thoughts and tears follow you always on
the sacnificial path of A-Mor, which you and vour lover have so
courageously chosent’

Someone then brought in the dog, dragging it along by a chain.
It was going to be sacrificed in the burning bush, in the contre of
the triangle, as a propinatory rite and food for the wedding.

Lakini said: ‘Not the dog! You must enter heaven with it So
there will be a dog from the Ciry of Astinapura in the sky. If this
were not $o, how will you be able to recognise me when you travel
towards the past, towards the Constellaton of the Great Dog?
There, I won't have a face, because § will have given it to yonr soul.
Only the dog will recognise me by my essential perfumne, m the
uncreated light. And it will lie down at my feet”’

Feeling himself to be Gilled with a divine substance, he knew that
he could make the sign that would exchange the dog for a Hama.'
And s0 the dog was saved. And the sacrifical Bama, or lamb, was
consurped by the fire. ks soft moaning would annovuce 2 New
Age; its rosy skin, the Golden Fleece; fes arornatic flesh, the food of
cternal A-Mor.

The Virgins of the Sun drew diaphanous veils m front of them,
fuding them from view. Because the Mysterium Confunctionis was
being fulfilled.

! Andenn mammal.
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DEATH IN ANAHATA

THE YOUNG FAWN

She had returned before me from the Great Journey. She was
watching me with her evancscent, otherworldly expression,
stretched -out beside her window, Her breathing was difficule,
unrhythmic, as if the puna, the atmosphere of rarefied fire of the
stifling plateaux of the ‘Diaphragm’, was still affecting her.

She was holding a small book of poems by a Hindu author. In
her musical voice, she began to read in English:

‘Beloved warrior:

My bonds are cut, my debts paid,
my door has been opened.

1 go cverywhere.

They crouch in their corner
and weave their web

of pale hours.

They count their coins
sitting in the dust

and call me back.

But my sword is forged,
My armous s put on,

my horse is eager to run,

I shall win my kingdom!

“The English language is mysterious, The secret of our dog is 10
be found in it. “Dog” spelt backwards is "God”, The dog, then, 1
the road which, if travelled backwards, from the deepest depths,
from the roots of the tree of smell, touch and taste, will turn you
into 2 God. Thus the dog is the guide of the Blind Traveller, of the
Pilgrim of Immortality. It is God backwards.’
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In the garden of this honse grew anemancs, the most boautify]
roses, camelhias and tall lilics. This spring, the cottanwood tree lj
the flanies af its red flowers and the magnalias opencd i respaase
to the tender caresses of the moonlit nights.

Same cvanngs, we waold walk along a path in the garden,
bordercd by lilies wiich raised their slender spikes as we passed,
We almast always walked in silence, pensively, remembering our
adventures, transmittingr them ta ane another hy 2 thoughe, a look
Of an expressive movement of our heads. At times, by a delicate

tonch of onr hands, very gently, as if we were afraid of hurting
cach other.

Noli se tangere!

One day, the Lord was walking alang the narrow alleyways of a
city. People recogmised him and began to gather round him. He
was gaing to heal a sick ¢hild. Bnt suddenly he stopped and said:
‘Who has tonched my cloak and taken away my power ta cure?’

Txo you know? said Allouine, "Once | had a most beautifu]
dream. A waking dreans. T saw myself as a litdle gir] once more,
at the feet of the Lord, leaning against his cdoak. And such was my
Jay and the feeling of security, of protection, that I didn’t want ever
to return to this world again.’

In that Santiaga spring, her drearms, her visions, were a foretaste
of the worlds which she would never be able ta reach while she was
alive. The final years of the Great War were drawing ta a clase,
continually expanding within the dreadful confines of the recurrent
Archetype.

One day, something we had long expected took place. From one
of the nearby allotments or from the strect - we newer knew which
—a young fawn’ leapt over our garden fence. And [ say something
we had long cxpected becanse, although it taok us b)‘/ SuUrprise, it
filled us with an imexpressible, predetermined joy. We stood and
looked at it. fr did the same, Because we were of the race of
Avalan, we cauld undorstand the language of the amimals. We
reabised that it was asking us ta give it sanctnary in our home. We
taok it inside and fed it with magnolia leaves that grew from
Allouine’s fingers, haney from her lips and irridescent feathers
from her breast. We called it Sita, in memary of the wife of Rama,

1
Symbolz{ animal of the Anahata chakra, This chakra reprosents air and is
located in the invisible body acar the heart.
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e who had been lost lightwyears aga, sacrificed on the high
plateaux af the “Diaphragm’.

And suddenly we realised that we were no Jonger alone in our
honse. Anincredible ‘being” had slipped in ‘Tike a thief in the might,
stealing all we possessed’. Samething we couldn’t control, as umid
as a mightingale, as tremulons but at the same time as ingovernable
as the wind. With enormons ¢yes weiled by the wapour af its
imponderable world, it watched us for a few maments, then
immecdiately leapt through the windaw into the garden, as if it
alrcady had ‘wings. And it was as if all this, which was taking place
outside us, was being copied inside us. A buing from another
world, an alien consciousness, also began to stir there, as if jumping
uncontrollably from time to time, as if it wanted to fly by itself but
didn't as yet have wings. We came up against the boundaries of an
air which was quivering, the heart of a gentle breeze. As if the
flower of the heart was beginning to apen and to give us 2 hint of
the perfume exuded by its petals.

But air was na longer entering Allouine’s lungs. She was having
difficulty breathing. She was very ill. In those final years of the
Great War, the cure for her illness had stll not been discovered. She
insisted that a Flyperborcap priestess, a Virgin of the Sun, of the
Odinic Order, conld die at will, at the appomteed time. This power
was called Jechamtyu, and the Lard of Voluntary Death was
Matymjaya. The sign of dissolution was Samhara-Mudra. The
female guru could make it

Tt was during onc of onr last walks in the garden that one nudday
we found a marvellous flower with ewelve petals. Allanine took 1t
to her room and looked at it for a Jong time. Then she took her
brushes and painted the flower, On cach petal she drew aletter: ka,
kha, ga, gha, na, ca, cha, ja, jha, Ra, ta, tha.' And round the flower
she drew two interlocking rriangles.

“T'his is the Non-Existent Flower. So that it may really exist i
the Kingdom af the Non-Existent, which is more real than ail that
exists, we must say: YAMI? This is the saund which will give hfe
to tus flower.”

YAM! we cried together.

U The Sanskrit lerters far the flower of the Anshata chakra.
2 The mantra for the Anahata chakra,
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And the Non-Existent Flower of the He
cnveloping her house, the garden, the city
Extremo, the last years of the Great War, onr Ehen-currcm A-Mor,

i the shightly troubling, magical scent of all that doe
ail that hag never existed, of al that w

art opened up for us,

i never exist

At that same moment, the fawn eserped from the
that it might be knocked down by the traffic, 1 ran o the street
after it T followed it for honys, Sometimes it varished into the
distance, bug it would always stop to look ar me with s smoky
eyes whenever 1t thought that ! wouldn't be able 1o find 1t agary,
And in this way we reached the Tupahue (Abode of Ged), one of
the two hills outside our aty. The other is the Huelen, Sorrow i
Quichua. The fawn begar to climb 1t with great leaps which were
sometimes ahmost (welye petals high’ wih great difficulty |
followed it. In the pine forests at the top of the hill, we stopped to
gaze at the dusk falling over Santiago. Veils of purple, a diaphanons
longing, spread over the ity npe] they enveloped the high, snow-
covered peaks of the Andes. Ouy Evening Star appeared.
The fawn, which had now become 3 black antelope callod
Tarukka,? raised one of its hooves and pomted out the peaks of my
homeland 10 e “there, there, will 1 wait for you. Like Condor,

house. Fearing

YAME 1 replied. And iy vanished from
T bent down and picked up a dyied flower, like the coagulated
blood of twilight. ‘A fruit for Allouine,” | thought. And I retumsed
to the dark streets, filled with a Presentiment, or rather, g memory,
a premonition of something that had already happened many times

and was now ahouy 1o be repeated. T was convinced that AHouie
was dying once more.

my sight,

I know that m Y OSIOry may seem oo strange and allegorical,
However, I would not be able to relate it in any other way, as this i
the only form 5 which | cap tmderstmd aythmg i i mventing a
meaning for it, so as 10 dream my life better through i, consoling
myself for so many nusfortunes, coming onc after the other in my
existence and in those of the defeated warnoss, the Pilgrims of the

"It is said that the Anah
7

1z lotus flower hys twelve perals,
" A Quichua name,

of Santiago del Nucevo

S exist, of
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1 - > fantasy, §tell
Perhaps none of it is anything more than pm: fane m}(,f o
DQW?'IL{ m Li;n'c to time, and [ am only the gciionm ,‘ND;I“E‘(iswm
A -rr?tai creations. So, what i ha\ic calle zin;;ehind Bristent
Plow n:f: ;.night be just another illusion. Az.*;c( o ot
) . 1 Ve 110
ﬁ(i;:?ingxless only nothingness. ilshn{mé“m“:toman polar wind
Ee Ay i ' : of death of this |
i i 3 riits of . .\ ¢
. i the momen cat : . o
ESP‘Z'“*HY than anything in this life, beyond everything
loved more e | -
et et {}Od; nian courage in face of the end “\V’f}!}(l.‘.}} .sh;
d her superhumar courag e of e
Lo oo roac‘hirﬁr be expluined unless it was tha; s],:L Deeved,
couid 5‘-‘3{?}2345;_{: waﬁposscsscd by the z“.;rcf:;ype 2@} torma Love
T rancons the Hormtactons of this hfe? More ¢ .
SRR Nns o k : ) i
{ anscends the innttio ‘ ) than, who
whic U‘msif ¢rushed by the enormons, brutal rlcaizib o0 of el
found “;13_75@ .n.d she enveloped her final hours in alleg
end, op
approaching _

] @, ne d
5)’131?035& her lying on her bed, motionless, with her face, neck an
I found her

hands parely co;:iifffdbzi Ziii?émiicd that [ was not to tou‘chiizr-tj

Heaned over UE and a basin of water. Very gently, | Ei}?%r lips
ran to fetch a towz 1(’#‘}( When I came to her face, | kzsscci !f»)f xr}:\
wash her hands arll dI l—ier eves stared fixedly into the dept 13:; fg}{e
and drank her bioic‘r. tP;izag, For a minute, she beca‘mc nfraz.umo .
?Ou} 'in;éo}{d)ifeihapi my kiss had weakened her in her struggle,
mevitable. '

: sp titanic resistance, , cite her
shakihe hzr;m; Cnd«; between mine and softly began to re
{ clasped her ha '

pocm to her:

"The tenuous melancholy spins
Trs delicate web in the soul .
And the muffied murmur of memorics

Diarkens space.

The renewed cerfainty ofi‘item‘ai
i)eve‘*}opmem rises out of infimity, ;
Ami slowly impregnates cach threa
Of frozen mist,

Allis death, conclusion, en§ i
The leaves fall, resi‘gncldj pained
By their immensc fragility,
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Twisted by the strident camour
Of the being which struggles
Taescape the inevitable,

The soul turns and rums

Within the black space,
Conceiving a vaguce desire for self]
The spark creazes,

The warm flamne grows and grows,
Crackling and magical.

The mists disperse by its heat.

I the silence of the white peaks,
Bloams the ficry lily of eternal lave.”

I a weak voice and with a slight smile playing on her lips, she
explatied to me: “This is Meister Eckhart’s “Tiny Spark”™. Ah, how
can 1 make it crackle inside my soul again! Mehr Lich!”

‘1 love you mare than auything in 1his world and all the others.
And, if the Gads choose, ¥ shall but lave thee better after death. |
give you my eternity. You alane can bring mc back vo life. Becanse
you akme know my real name. And ] say 10 you again that you will
have no other companian in this life ar in the glaomy depths of the
grave. Becausc | apened up your heart as though with a knife, and [
entered 1t and will live there for all yaur erermity. I shall breathe
with your breath, sce with your eyes, hear with yaur ears and try to
think with your brain. I shall love with your saul and yaur body.
My beloved, you will be my coffin af perfumed, precians wood!
Don’t forget thar resurrection hckangs to the realm of magic, of
what may or may not be, Ta our Nan-Existent Flower. 1 shall live
for as long as you live. And so, you must not dic.”

‘For yon, { shall make myself immortal. Far yon, T shall not die.
As long as my ego exists — and 1t will always exist — yau will be in
it. For, by your death, you have iriumphed over life. You have
cusured that I will love you abave all dlse and carry you in my
blood, my edls, iy bones and wy breath, raising vour throne in
my heart, [ must not dic so that you will not die.”

With a great cffart, she gat aut of bed and feiched a winged heare
made from Taromiro waad, and 2 small bag of golden brocade.

Death in Anahata 1L}

She placed the heart on her breast, on top of her mightgown, and
drew me dawn on tap of her, so thar we had only onc heart
berween us. A winged heart which might possibly enable us to fly
to the silent white peaks where the fiery lilies of cterna love bloom.

Then shie gave me the small bag which has never left me since.
inside it are tiny things: « silk handkerchief stained with her blood,
a silver laurel leaf won iu the last Grear War hy a warrior-
eraubadour, and a topaz, her birthstone in this turn of the wheel

For the last tiime, she refurred to the legend which we had
dreamed of living: ‘Santiago is envelaped in mist, in the grey fog of
hope, anxicty and repentance. It i so similar to Jife because it
always scems as if samething 1s abaut to happen. .. . This aty ssa
beating heart. You will always find my grave here.’

‘Flelp me! I can’t breathe any more,’

1 taak her in my arms and, placing my mauth aver hers, 1 began
to hreathe far her, mside her, until 1 fele faint. Then, she threw her
arms romnd my neck and, with her last ounce of srrength, she
caressed me and kissed me. | shall never farget the way in which
she looked into the depths of my soal, my being, for the last time,
questioning me with her last remaining forces, which were fading
away, vanishing. . .. Where, where . .7 And she begged: Lord,
help me . Y

In a corner of the room, a sound made “as if twa things were
rubling together' could be heard, as if sameone had entered or
gone out.

And she lay still, ke 2 flame in 2 place withont wind.’

THE LAND OF TEARS IS 30 MYSTERIOUY

Clutching her body, which was growing colder and colder, [
sabbed: ‘Don’t go away again, dan't leave me here alone. We sl
have so much further to go! Years, centuries, untll we reach the
City of Dawn, our Morning Star, the Nuptial Homeland! Once
again  have been nnable 1a hold an 1a you, saving yau from the
terrifying waters of dearh, fighting 1a provems the shadaws from
swallawing you up, in 1he cternal, everlasting return. . L

i cavered her bady with kisses, trying ta stap the spread of the
cald of death.

Thus I found myself one day, wrapped in her galden hair,
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holding her stiff hands, continually putting my mouth €0 hers in 5
constant cffort to breathe for her. My tears ran down her deag
checks,

1 dressed her as a bride and carried her body to an agate bench i
the Enchanted Garden, I dug a grave and buried her. On the
gravestone, | carved the symbol of the Lefthanded Swastika, of the
Road of Return along which I would now have to travel slone, in
the hope of being reunited with her one day in the vasticetields of
the deep south and of death, Attempting to force that gate which
refuses to open,

Standing beside her grave, 1 made the sign that destroys fear and
read these lines of Ritke's:

‘T must travel to a country
you never saw, although it was as closely
akin to you 25 one half of your senses.”

Yes, | must travel because to every wartior the Gods have given
a comrade, who will continue fighting for both when one has
already gone,

And on the same stone [ carved the following, also by Rilke

‘Nowhere, beloved, can world exist but withmn.’
And rthese lines of Shelley’s:

‘Hope all Hope creates
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates.”

Beneath the flower that she had drawn, 1 wrote the words that
ID. . Lawrence had said to us:

‘A dead flower is not the cotpse of a flower.”

Aund thus the grave of my Beloved has remained, in the
springtiine of my native land, n the cty of my heart, for ever,
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1];2:;'16‘., :;n(i}gives ita face: the face of his soul, which is the face of b
Gogg;s.ml;‘:;m qiz;ins Iaccans:f: ?n .Eife he was able to mswl 1;
oddsin ¢ Xh. et corner of his B{?E(we_d’s body, in the magic

ess A-Mor, In the absolute idealisation of the Woman

THE TRANSCENDENT LIGHT
“The transe i
o mmpr;zg:z?cm hghtlthar the dead man perceives at the moment
. te disconnection, when the “silv ing” i K
a ; silver strin { ¢his hife
o o ‘ L, when th g" of this ki ig
o ;;:hc ;mbﬂiﬁn}. cord whicli joins him to Mother Earth, lasts tim;
- : ’ i : N b o
. 33{;}} his is when the being finds itself in a state of groat
jeetzon. The term day is a g i 1 .
‘ symbolie expression, since this
: _ ; ¢Hl -
caz}A{,;mtmue during many terrestrial ages ’ oo
After an ¢ : 3 i " fir
e oleth(.ag_y darkness, which at first may seemn definitive
héd e of ¢ ¢ disappearance of terreserial COnsciousness, as if one
h Erm;:,rf,l}a _Biack Hole, the mind awakens to a state éf'
lgsining {z;fthuczd?t}. Z; ﬁ?ds iself in the absolute, mcreated lighe
. ¢ primordial sound, its iy i e wri ,
: ; , 165 note, 1ts real name 1
ecmng to the p ; ind, . ame written in
e s Wh,j l;}kc;& violent light, like “a thousand thunders”. There is a
Bem. wh ‘ct a sok comes to carry him away, assuming that he hus
peen f; ;3 ask the question. This 1s the great test, within the
bosom of ;;}jtlz, as it had been outside, in life. The ego who
E 7Cs Wi hiave 1o be able to identify wit s T h i
: dentify with this light, cor 3
every donbt, recognising hi i etaphysieally ther
, Y g humself in 1, because metaphysi
ey . rec iself in it, se metaphysically they
: mmi(:mgt{h ngh;:} I;]O]‘ﬁ Light!” Melr Licht!y. And it will Efe ke
. with an old fiiend who e aiting for hi ide
i has been waiting for him beside &

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE MIRROR

;écit‘;zr?as)thg%_m}dea%h the chakras are externalised, so to speak
mmrez%{}:zsﬁi for the df:{id man, expressing themselves ir;
ZOd;:zc. f)ﬁfgr;n; ;bﬁ 39‘1”2‘0}_0@@; Beavens, with their houses of the
with the “people (};c.?xims,”wzt‘h ;mgeis gzld cimblematic animals,
going to lock I:it‘vone(“sr(iiizi f;}(i:he Or'pihw';:wmm S0 dies like
of cosmic man; beeruse Heavei O;;Its;(f:. € cosmogonic body,
Swede | LaveR f1as the shape of a man, said
and fiiﬁf;; }E;Sh?fr‘f‘: O{his- chak%ﬁas: each chakra being a heaven
achieved ’th ‘ {f‘l nectar 3}‘1(1 its poison. In this way, whoever has

¢ ctficacy of his chakras in life does not follow the
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 difficnlt path in death. To dic 15 like passing to the other side of a

mirter, “into an Gpside~-down sky”, like “fallmg our of one’s skin
into the soul”, Whoever has experienced mystic death during his
1ife is already the Lord of the Two Worlds.
“The great crisis of conscionsness, dejection, there as here, 1s
roduced in the Anahae chakra, the clskra of the aiy and the heart,
and in the Vishuda chakra, the chakra of the ether and the throat,

Hesitation, doubt as to whether to continue along the path.’

A WOMAN HAS NO SOUL. SHE IS THE SOUL

The Master pauses.
‘Life and death are two opposite faces of the same coin, beyond

which rational consciousness is unable to go. They are different
states of being, the obverse and reverse of a mirrot, the exterior and
interior surface of a star.

“The secret path of voga along which you arc travelling is only
for the warrior, for the initiated hero. [tis not a path for a womarn,
hecause a woman has no chakras, no Kundalini to awaken. Because
2 woman is the world of the chakras throngh which the hero must
travel. A worman is Kundabni. A woman has no soul. She is the
soul. A woman has no eternity. She is Eterniey.

“Ihie grave mistake of the externalised woman, of the Eve who
was left outside by the Giants and who enters into competition
with man, of the Valkyrie who has become an Amazon, imposing
her feminine power, her matriarchy, is to attempt 0 follow a form
of yoga when she herself is a form of yoga. The authentic, absol-
ute woman sacrifices herself volumtarily, immolating hersclf i
order to give her eternity to her lover, in the anxious yet serene
hope that he will bring her back to life. The woman’s road is that of

magic, cternal love. She hands her lover the chalice of the Crail,
filled to the brim with the liquor of immortality.

‘Once the symbolic possession has been accornplished, the
Mysterium Coniunciionis, it must never again be repeated. She dies
externally and he maintains the sacred chastity of the Knights of the
Grail. Because “chastity is a fortune which stems from an
sbundance of love.” The treasure must be guarded, the energy of

Ivil must be preserved, its without-death element, its A-Mor,
which descends from Mount Mery, from Siva's forchead, from the

summit of your own head, hike ¢he invisible river Saraswati, which
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i(Jf-:s;z’t exist, ﬂow%ug down from the head of Siva crowned wig
E;EZ ;\v/{z:}:is;{z{j?izdug}eut midnjgi}t, from the ancient sun, fmml
che M d;m ;:Wom.tk <..c;n;r.sc: of‘ti'zc nver must be reversed in ordey
o e s dca_t;} of \t 10 _Kaf;yuga, the turns of the wheel, the
ganers ﬁm. of ewm‘iju‘st as 2 non-generted fire exists behing 4
e beﬁj;d ﬂecé;ni’ ('303.15?1%‘ permanent, endless pleasure alsg
ety B £ ccgti" p 1_yszf,ai pleasure. A nou-engeudered plea-
NN bcgh;nin.; ang ‘\roiuptuousness, a transcendent Orgasi,
exaltatiom that re;{%c(::z ;1;(;1«081;1 ;?f}gﬁ‘c_ . th? e, e
Orgasmn s o o , _.rs,reusatzons of patency. Eostatic
CONSCIONSIIESS znci}g::si(::i,!d;\i:z;i;th}f:igh t;?c POl of s
permanent ecstasy of the Tantric h-k b fmﬂ 1f)". e sopane
permaney 53 ‘ ric hero, becanse he has detached
o Irlrom his physical conditionality. The God of Desirc
Tﬁjr?};yis Ezezzriestzlycﬁ .bY the ray of light prajected from Ehf;
“This iq’th;: ‘;Ju “’»I . 11”‘?'
untizaughxt tiwu‘i;iftt Cz}f tfic(iif?oizj ;;0““,“’%“3(5“9‘1 e o
the river af nectar of unre;"z'zcm bered Z:";’% Pi ff:a“"‘”th{ ti’m‘_{gh
ness and memory. A memory which is no: i}j}:, ,C}.’ﬂ“d fﬂfgm{v’z*
Ihcf .Beiovedqjs uw the hidden beloved, ssh:!\;‘ci'zt;dii?s t:;:czmmé
buried herself in your banes and in your veins. The f(-:i;;aie Say 1::
g;i;i;iij sgui,f §3ae who courses through the bload, thc\ fcfr’ah;
: 1, Sophia, wi : : i -
e wm;,m g\;\};}j}, \a‘z?s.cilom‘, the d.ﬂw” ghosis.
it man i gives this magic possibility of A-Mor to the
‘yiag;uamcin?;o% zs a Hygerborean' pr‘icst{tuss, a Virgin of the Sun of
” \ slw is A%}.oumfr, the Virgin of the Grail, wha heraicaliv
puts iz.er_ eternity at risk in order to give her Javer immortéi‘ 5 a d
the possibility of resurrection. She is the Priestess of Elz'.crnaiul.'}roit

DON'T STAY IN ANAHATA

, .
I spite of v i > i
pite of your immense pain and sadness, don’t sty iy this dty

where shie dj Jve ech
she died. Overcame vour teehings, cantinue the Journey of

Immartality. She ives
Gty. She now lives i yaur unthought thoughts, expand-

ing v onsci ; i
Ig, your consaiousuess, helping van overcome the Yego”; because
whenever ye - [N
er you loak at yourself in the clear waters of her pool and
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cant only speak of all this ignratively. Flaw clse could we
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speak of it? The hallucinatory descriptions given by the ancients
exceed even our mast fantastic imaginings, Wha else but thase who
had managed to tmmerse theniselves in cosuue paery could give
us these descriptious and paintings of beings with many heads and
arms, af Gads with elephants” badies? And hawever incredible it
may scem to us, the reality surpasses all that the imagery, metaphar
or painting can reproduce. It is useless to try and represent it in
wards. It just isi't passible. Immersed in that cosmic poetry, yau
must continue vour march to the end, from city to aty, from
flower ta flower,

‘Even if you abandon the struggle, at the point you have now
reached, if you wish to stop, yan have incurred punishment from
heaven and hell becaise of your attempt,

I the Great War, there is no room for the famg-hearted, the
cowardly. A criminal or an anarclist will be hetter canditioned
than a bourgeois, indecisive or cawardly man, They ouly need a
push in the right directian. Ouly one who is barn 2 hero or a2
warricr has a place in our arder. Only the Lord of Pure Wil can
imarch ta the end, breaking in the gates af the City of Erernal Life.
Because will, throngh its perseverance, crcates the thing it con-
templates, Only the Wild Hordes of Odin and Parsifal will achieve
the Grail.

“He who entered the city had ta clathe his immaterial bady with
the immrtal encrgy of Vajra. He possesses a body which will
survive even in ultimate dissolution. He has came back to life
without leaving a dead bady in his grave, exchanging his corpse for
a sward, as in the voga of the Ancient China of the giants, who
made themselves immartal with a Che-kai body. The Hyperbarean
Dropas of Tibet did so with Ja-lus, *Rainbaw Body”. The
Egyptians called this abiliry tamaintain oneself erect m death Sahu
The Jon magicians af Tierra del Fuega called 1t Fluaiyuhuen, their

incorruptible bady. The Siddha magician calls it Siddha-rupa,
made up of other elements, like the Glorious Body of the Gnostics.

“Thus, immortalivy is conditional. it tsn't for evervone. It must
be gained through merciless combat at every haur of every day of
your life. It must be nvented, recreated, withaut the assistance of
any God; against God, against all the Gods and men, in the
appasite direction ta the current of the River af the Age of
Kahyugs.

“The places have almost heen filled. The places of those who will
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be immortalised, passing to the
Resurrection. The hand of the
a few bear fruit. And they
will be left fallow for an eternity.
_‘ft is related that Buddha
gi;\;i:& il?sni;s :;: a.{‘f:ma}e guny, a l—I}prerif}orcan SOTCEress~yogini,
. @ Was a dhasinya, of the warrior caste. And so he could
transform the Sahant,! the Nirvanic “l am her”, into Hamsa:? i‘z'z
and her separated and united for ever, belonging to aﬁ in;zz;ortﬂf
res‘urrcct"{d race, without God, a]] the Gods, without 3 kin r. f‘ FE
But this is not spoken of in the Kaliyuga. o

HOW CAN 1 BRING HER BACK TO LiFg?

She is waiting for you somewhere in the universe. She is vonr
womat, Eif?stjncd {‘or you since the beginning of rime, sing}‘f‘dyoi;.
in an Akdsic, cosmic register. She never had children of the'ﬂcsh.*
and s0 she never lost her magic virginity. You are her child 'Slh-’
conceived you spiritually. And before she loft she n-xadel '0.‘3’
bregnant with eternity. You must give birthto it silort}y‘ At thez ;;
of‘yjour pregnancy with the son of mystic death. b "

()n;y loving tike a pure madman can you continue along the
roa<‘i.. But bow many tinses do you believe you love someoﬁe aé’d in
rez:fzt‘y you love no one, not even yourself! | e
tha:ﬁi?.?n_ll refer to the resurrection of your Beloved, don’t imagine

3t s 1s only aw allegory, a symbolic legend. “What is within is
withont, what is above is below,” &t has been said 'i{:hf: secret
etchanted cities also exist, hidden in the carth, The I’ﬁisc«; (}{I Ziriﬁz
may come and rescue you before the great catastmphﬁ if‘ you g}fvc
cz‘al}ed‘ on them correctly. The road is synci:r(mist;ic ‘in both
directions and in various spaces. When you waké ’
centres of SUPETIOr CONSCIOUsness, vou trapsfgyre the landscape of
thFr exterior earth. Your Beloved can also bfmbmu oht back p{;'f-‘
wz‘th the same body, but immortalised ' i o

You may tliink: why this body, this earthl

the only one, cosinically speaking. “T1

up interanal

y form? Because it is
he sky has the shape of a

H +
, ;{ihe Blanira for tf:tc Sahasrara chakra, at the top of the invisible head
¢ mantra for Sunya, the Void, beyond any m,

possibily 3 physical comparison, or

other age, to the Land of
Sower scatters many sceds, but only
are sufficient to make bread. The earz;’:;

also conquered the remptation of
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man’s body.” And the shape of the man is the reproduction of the
shape of the'sky, as in the meerplay of an mfmite number of
mirrors, from the largest, the Macrocosin, to the smallest, the
particle, the atomic Gods.’

‘Master, how can [ bring her back to life?

“With the living word, with the cosmic language of the fnaudible
mantras, in which sounds are expressed by the direct vision of the
substance of things, the voice itself of things; a voice which cannot
be heard by any miaterial ears. Akdsa, the Fther, is the substratum
of this phenomenon and of every act of one’s life. The substance of
Akdsa is the inaudible sound, the word, the logos spermatikos, which
has shut itself off from ordinary man through dreans and fantasy.
But he who has entered the “City of the Inandible Word” reads in
natare as if in 2 book written in a language full of meaning, a
language that he knows and understands. On this level, the word is
the living word, energy, & command-word for physical and non-
physical reality, Material vibrations are the resonance of other more
essential vibrations, which, in their turn, depend on meaning — the
Tao of ancient China. The word of command given by the one
who attains this supreme plane of synchronistic meaning, this
“lucky occurrence flled with meaning”, will be like a ray of Hght
or a flash of lightning which, starting from a correct height, passes
through hierarchics until it imposes itself on the very vibration that
determines and coheres matter. [t is the magic voice of command,
the adamantine Ray of Light, the Living Word. {n the beginning
was the Word, so it was said. And in the end also.

‘With this legendary Hyperborean knowledge, the White Gods
built Tiahuanacu, the Mohai of Easter Isiand, Stonchenge, the faces
imprisoned in the planet’s monntains and the non-natural islands
and continents, and controlled the course of the stars at will. lt s
also by means of inaudible sound, Orphic music, that the Vimanas
rise into the air, the force of gravity is overcose and the appearance
and disappearance of the Discs of Light that “know the thoughts
and feelings of men” is directed.

THE LORID OF THE NAMES

‘The Living Word acts on the internal cosmic centres which
produce the external, visible, physical form, and can also material-
ise the astral body, as Paracelsus called &t — Agrippa’s Eidclon -
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c{zsmtt:grating and reintegrating it at will. Our order has a speciy)
rite for this, witlt its sign and its mrantra. In this Way, OHe Coe
back to life with a body of Vajra, of incorruptible Red Matter .
liard as diamond™ the Adamantine Body. ' e

"The Living Word has varions dinensions in relation to powe
and thr? will to power, The spoken word stands at the very bottm;‘r
of t]zc_mvolutcd scale, being the faint echo of the inaudible W(){{i}
All beings, from the Gods to mankind, possess a sound, an cssczltiali
name, a key note. By discovering what 1t is, one acquires the power
to decompose and recreate it. It is also a mantra of voluntary death
and rfl;surrf:ctiml. In current parlance: the individual, chroﬁmu
somatie, genetic code has been deciphered. The secret has been
penetrated. The name to which we refer corresponds to rhe
s;zp;atempora] being and has nothing to do with the intimate-
family name, althongll sometimes a delicate synclironicity i;
produced within a turn of the wlieel, a mysterious hucky OCCUErE’H(‘f;
ﬁﬁ’cd with meaning, and this nanse may also be symbolic, -

You must discover your Beloved's real name if you are to bring
her back to life. And yours, too. They are the names of the God angi
Goddess to whom they will give a face. ”Of the God within you”
as fi'ifj Flindu greeting says: Namasté. "1 greet the God within you.""

. The essential name cannot be chosen, it isn't arbitrary. It is filled
w:t_h thft* meaning of the root note. It is a mantry, an ctcr.nai
df:Slgnatzgz?. It is nscribed in the Book of the Stars, on the Tree of
Life, awaiting ity actualisation. The initiate of our order is given his
real name whent he has successfully undergone the most difficult
tests. Then it is inscribed in the genealogical tree of the family, in
the immortal circle of the Hyperborean initiation. B

" T were to call you by vour real name now, you wouldn't hear
me. } haw:‘ called you by it a number of times and you didn’t hear
me, even in your dreams. He who knows someone’s real name
gains control over that person’s life and death. When you know
your real name, don't reveal it to anyone but vour comrade and
your bc}ovcd. [ will give you mine so that you can calt me when |
have left. But you must only use it if you find yourself in mortal
danger, concentrating on achieving the correct intonation. [ will
always come. ‘

"When you possess this power, you will be the Lord of the
Names, Master of the Sceptre of the Adamantine Voice. The
elemental spirits, the Gods and the demons will be your servants.
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The Gods must obey those who know their names.

‘te who only speaks audibly, with his larynx, evokes phantom
sounds and ghosts, echoes of rcal names, because the prirordial
ower has been lost. Fle speaks and speaks, writes and writes,
without the Word, without power, without maglc, only with the
Jarynx, only with the hand "of the dead who bury their dead™
Never speak or write in this way. Sow your words and your
writings in the deep, infinite powers of the Pilgrims of Longing,
with the rhythmic sounds of 2 magic languuge behind which hide
the essential letters of the little mothers, mnscribed i the serolt of
light of Akdsa. But yon must sing in code, always in cipher, and
never reves] anything. Because it will be what you don’t suy, more
than what you have been able to say, with such difficulty and
singnlarity, which will one day inspire the souls of the young
heroes who will come after you and will also fight the difficule
battle. If there is still 2 world for them in a post-technological age.
If anything is to remain after you, too, are gone.

THE SEAL OF THE WORD

“I'he road of the mantra, of the Hyperborean, Orphic Cabbala, 15
also a lefthanded road, lading backwards, towards the point of
origin.’

‘Master, how can I bring her back to life?”

"With the mmantra that acts on the seed of the phenomenon,
actualising the subtle phenomenon of uncreated light behind the
audible 1nantrs, entering as if through an opening, First must come
the lrypnotie repetition. of the mantra, Then its repetition must
become a mere outline. And finally it must ocenr only in the mind;
becoming a purcly spiritual act. The creative vibration acts npon
the internal and external cenrres of the nniverse. i, in the
meantinie, you have managed to catch np with the acrual form of
your dead lover, which is travelling through the light, close to the
ether of Akdsa, and have discovered her real namne, you willbeina
position to clothe her i the red mantle of resurrection aid with the
diamond of immortality.

“The sigus of our order are the seal which is placed upon the
word, the mantra, and the immortal flesh with which it is covered.
Thus, the sign 18 also the word expressed through its creafive
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vibration. It is the creation of the world by the gestare: the word
concentrated in a formula. In this way, if the world and mankind
were to be destroyed, the existence of the sign which represented
them, stored in the memory of the liglt, would reproduce them
cternally by means of its vibration alone. And the inaudible word
would once again be evoked. And its explosion of Green Light,
“You have travelled from a long way down, a long way off, fiom
the deepest depths, from flower to flower, from the garden of your
childhood, to this cemetery of doves where your beloved Hes.

FATHER ETHER

There followed a silence in which we looked at each other, trying
to meet in that zone of the unspoken word, in the waves of its
music.

Fle stretched out his hands and touched my ring: “The seal on
your ring is the seal of resurrection. You are governed by it In
which part of the universe will you regain your Beloved? Where?
You alone can find it. You will find it by travelling towards the
past, like those birds which meet in the middle of the occan having
flown from opposite continents. in the Sea of Death, in the register
of Father Ether

Then, by common accord, we mentally recited Hdlderlin's
Elegy:

*No God, noman

Raised me.

Even before my mother took me in her arms
And her breasts nourished me,

You lifted me tenderly,

Pouring sacred breath,

Divine beverage, into my nascent breast.

Itis for this, also, that beings love you
And fight and incessantly

Struggle towards yon

In joyous growth.

Divine Ether! Does not the plant
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Scek you with its eyes?
To meet you, the imprisoned seed
Breaks its coat.
And the steps of the
Noble aniinals of the carth turn into flight.
The hooves of the deer, as i in jest,
Skim over the grass,
And like a zephyr it roams
Scarcely visible in the thickets.
But, Ether's favourites, they,
The fortunate birds,
Live and play happily in the cternal
Porch of the Father.
And my heart stricken with longing
Miraculously yearns to fly with them.
A smiling Homeland seems to call mie
From above,
And [long to climb to the peak
Of the Alps
And there implore the eagle who is
Speeding by
To carry me, as in the past
The arms of Zeus did the fortunate youth,
From this prison
To the grandiose Porch of Ether.
O Father Ether! Through all the regions
Of the carth
The longing to live in your gardens drives us.
Oh! Who can guide
The wandering ship towards those golden shores!
i direct my longing upwards,
Towards the darkening distance,
Where vour blue waves girdle strange shores.
Whispering, you descend towards me
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From the flowery top of the fruit tree.
Father Ether! And you yourself calin
My racmg heart.

And happy, as of old, Tagam live
Close to the flowers of the earth.’

THE RETURN TO THE BEGINNING OF LIFE

“You will go back to live close to the flowers of your country. . . .
Because if yon make the great leap into the void, beyond the “top
of the fruit tree”, vou will fall once more into the garden of your

childhood, which you will have regained. You will go back to the

phace in which you have never ceased to be, with the self-same
body, and you will find yourself sitting once more at the window
in the evening light of that ¢ity m which she died. And although
everything may be the same as hefore, “it will seem as ¥t is not the
same, 1t will seem as ¥ 10 is not the same. .7

THE ASTRAL TUNNEL

‘It would seemn that the energy. the will to power, has left a secret
entrance for the “apparent coincidences”, where they create the
roots of new coincidences and produce the acausal phenomena
filled with meaning, beyond all the categorics which are under-
standable to the darkest age, where the language made up of
audible words placesitself as a screen, or 2 mask, or a trap, between
the niind and reality. Because it is in A-Mor and in the atom, m the
atomic Gods, that those things which do not exist ocour,

*Once this point has been reached, any localised movement rocks
the universe. And anything you do or fail o do will have
repercissions throughout the whole of creation. That s to say,
Kaliyuga nmust be defeated mmside vou, the Golden Age will first
return in your soul. This mystery is unknown to the age of
Kaliyuga, because it is beyond the comprehension of animal-nien.

“When you mount the White lHorse of Kalki, moving faster than
the speed of ight, 1 will be the “selective resonances™ which will
carry you like they carry the birds, to meet your dead lover in the
Ocean of Light. You will see her coming towards you from the
fiture which you have overtaken. And you will have to stop and
wait for her. If you are able ro get her back, mavelling at such a
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speed, she will be yours for ever, because you will have entesed
immobility; and time, which is the speed of light, will never again
waste ar exhaust her. Then you will fill her with meaning, that
specd greater than ight. And in ths way you will discover that
“she has never been dead and has never been alive”. And & will be
you who will decide her resurrection. And her rewrn to light and
nme.

‘Al this is A-Mor. Because none of it can be achieved unless you
tove like a pure madman,

‘Cyar martial order encounters the same dangers and assistance in
the cosuros as here on carth.

‘In the cosmos, there are huge jixvisible “black holes” whnch may
be the gateways to other universes that are totally different to the
one in which we live, governed by diametrically opposed laws
an anti-miatcr, a counter-initiation, an ant-¢lergy, of without any
faws at all. Tliey might represent the way out of the circle of circles,
of the eternal return of the same thing, of the recurrence of the
rarps of the wheel. They might also represent what has been called
the demon, the nothingness, which was introduced into the world
as an alien elensent. The impulse which Jed to the breaking of the
Egg of HIM-HER and HER-HIM. A chance-destiny.

‘Something has fallen in on itself, cowsuming its own light,
turning into a “black hole” which alters evergthing and slowly
sucks in and devours wliatever approaches it and even what is far
away from it. Entire galaxics become “hypnotised” by this invis-
ible, sightless eye that makes its prescnce felt through the events #
creates and by which it is surrounded. If a body approaches it, it
will be absorbed. However, its inrage will remain floating outside
for a long tine and may therefore be mistaken for the real body
until, moving ever more slowly, it reaches the “horizon of events™.
There it will stay for some while until 1t also disappears, without
anyone ever being able to discover what happened to it or to its reul
body. Light has 110 power to escape from this place, It disappears.
"Phe eternal reeurrence of the light has come to an end. Whll the
same thing also happen to the mystic death of the “ego” and to the
darkness which, on the death of the body, precedes the explosion of
new, uncreated light? Will it be the Black Sun which extinguishes
the Golden Sun to give entry to the Ray of Green Light? Will the
Vimanas, the anti-gravitatiomal Discs of Light, pass through here
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towards other parallel or diagonal universes? Perhaps the light,
when it has gone through this astral tunnel, reappears afterwards in
another universe, changed, transfigured. Is this light of onr world
the shadow of another, more real light? Must one let oneself 2o,
sucked in by a "black hole”, in order to reach a state which is
possible although it has never before been imagined even by the
greatest dreamers of longing?

‘Our order of warriors aspires to pass fromn this visible light of
the Golden Sun, which is the shadow of the light of the Black Sun,
to that indeseribable state, that non-cxistence of the Ray of Green
Light, where our cxalted guides dwell. And from there to return
hand in hand with our beloved.

‘But there is 2 time for everything on the Second Earth and ako
in the plans of death. You will have to hurry to stop your Beloved
being lured to the horizon of events and swallowed up by a “black
hole” in which you will never find her again. Becausc she will bave
fallen into it withont you.

THE CATHAR STARS

“Who are these white stars, these supernovas, the remains of stars
which, after committing suicide in the Endura like a Cathar Parfait,
have left their hearts beating in the firmament as signs to tell us that
the great secret has been penetrated? Perhaps they might be able to
help us, perhaps we might come to understand them, because they
are our friends. When they disappear, they leave in their place some
tiry messengers which are also white and which go on beating,
pulsating, moving their other lights, as an aid to the pilgrim, like
torches which “light his way with their dreams”. Because they
were also warrior-monks, troubadours, Minnesdnger of cosmic
space, who loved beyond life and death with eternal A-Mor, They
know the secret of how to achieve immortality through endurance
and adamantine concentration and could give us the formula which
would enable us to cross the liorizon of the event without
disintegrating and pass through the “black holes” as if they were
an astral tannel, without losing our terrestrial light, becoming the
envoys of this world and this light to the other light. Because
resurrection and immortality must be achieved in onr universe of
visible light. Only with the incorruptible body of the White Gods
will you be able to go beyond the Black Sun without losing your
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irnage and that of your beloved, fulfilling the ultunate Imystery, as
children and envoys of the terreserial light to the universes which lie
beyond.

“The magic officiant of resurrection, the carrier of Vajra, Lhc
mysterious initiator of the process on this side of ti}ingS, is Luci-
Bel, the Morning Star, the star of your initiation and your
nomeland. s light in this world is a premonition of the Ray of
Green Light

Yisten to e carefully. Only within this cosmic poetry is there
hope. Because only pocts, who have searehed in their lacrarts_, have
been able to find the bond which connects what is and what 1s not.
And perhaps they know things that the Gods, in the highest of all

heavens, don’t know.’
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THE SOLITUDE
OF THE TRIALOGUE

{ RECOVER THE BOG

{ accompanied the Master to the end. No one else was with him at
the moment of his departure. We were alone dll the very end.

And I have never seen him again. It was as if he had disappeared
into the mvisible world of the Black Sun. But I know that he will
come if T ask him for help in the battle, 1 | call him by his real
name. He will also be with me ¢ll the end.

i travelled extensively all over the world. it was my pilgrimage
in the exterior world, in a ‘synchronistic” way, [ suppose. And |
have written about. this scarch, ‘singing in code’, as he advised. |
will not repeat it. | went to both poles, 1 lived in India for many
years, | climbed to the top of Montsegur, |searched for the oases of
ice in the Antarctic, the entrance to the Hollow Earth and the Cities
of Agharti and Shambhalla in the Himalayas, and the City of the
Caesars, the Giants and the White Gods in the Andes of my
childhood,

And one day [ found myself once again in my city of Sanuago de
la Nueva Extremadura, And 1 walked along the same streets,
stopping in {ront of the window through which she had once
fooked at me, beside a garden in which her gravestone could stll be
3LC1L

{‘The grave watered by tears. O you, fields of wheat!?)

The dog had remamed on this spot, without cating or sleeping,
for 2}l these years. It howled and howled. And it was its howling
that made me come back.

I caught hold of its lead and ook it with me.

As we walked away through the streets, rowards the foothills of
the Andes, I sang a song taught to me by my father, who had died
long ago:
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"T'here on the far horizon
Sings the lark,

She 1s waiting for me

And [ must return guickly.’

The dog looked deep into my eyes and accompanied my singing
n a sweet voice.

THE HOUSE ON THE MOUNTAIN

I built the house exactly as T had scen it in our waking dreams, |
spent most of my time in the tower, reaching it by means of the
secret passageway beside the fire. From that eight, Thad a dazzling
view of the cternally snow-covered peaks, espedially ac dawn and at
dusk, when they were dyed with the colours of longing, covered in
a sea of red or purple and a mantle of lquid emerald,

At daybreak, when the Morning Star appeared, 1 would
meditate, seated in my chair of Toromire wood. 1 always held the
sword called ‘Blood Memory’ and wore a golden cape from the
City of Udaipur. In this way, I was the Guardian of the Dawn, the
Pilgrim of the Dawn.

Every cevening, | would meditate again. And there were times
when { spent the whole day 11 chis state, streecliing 2 golden string
between dawn and dusk so that time flew by, And my midday
became my midaight. And dhus § was also the Guardian of the
Dew, of the Waters of the Moon.

One evening, the poer Holderhin visited e i my tower. bHe
stood there outlined against the evening hght, which ‘washed away
the colour of the mountains drop by drop’,’ and recited his Elegy
to Father Ether to me. We took leave of cach other saving ‘HAM?
and with our hands extended and our fingers together. [ also said
‘Heil!” because he was a Minnesdnger, a troubadour-bird, a son of
Woevre-Saelde, our beloved lsolde.

I saw him go off in the direction of the Pole and of the Star of
Lucifer, riding on a White Elephant.”

' By the Chilesn poet Omar Céceres.

¢ Mantra for the Vishuda chakra.

*The symbolic animal of the Vishuda chakra. The Black Elephant of the
Muladhara chakra becomes white in the Vishuda, in the ‘Metamorphosis
of the Elephant”.
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THE BIRD OF PARADISE

Another day, I was visited by the tuy blue bird, which used to sing
at my Beloved's window in the momings of long ago. And it
began to trill in a way which brought joy to my heart agaimn. 1
greeted it saying:

"T'iny bird

Singing at my window,

* 'Thank yvou, my tiny bird,
For the beautiful imorning.’

The blue bird stretched out its wings and opened its feathers, asif
it were 1 peacock of the gardens of Vrindavan, where Krishna
danced with Radha. The blue sapphire, the lapis lazuli, the smber
of Hyperborea, the amaranth, the wild blackthorn, the cinnabar,
the gold which can be drunk, all came together, were transfigured
and began to dance before my eyes. Or, rather, before my Third
Eye, my Vril, my Urma. Because the Bird of Paradise, Allkamari,!
had come to dance at my window for days and nights, 10 comfort
me, making me partake of its pleasure which has 1o beginning and
no end. fts ecstatic orgasul.

And before it was swallowed up by the nighe, crossing the Black
Sun, the Bird of Paradise looked at the sky, far above the peaks of
the Andes, and exclaimed: "The Father and I are one?

‘OMY 1 replied.?

THE TRIAD

f know thar it is very possible that I have been talking to myself all
the time, from the beginning of this story, that the Master, my
Beloved and 1 are only one person, that my ‘ego’ 1s playing these
tricks on me and has been putting my own thoughts, dreams and
‘mental creations” mnto their mouths. In one word, my poetry.
What can | do in this case? Flow can [ get out of this ‘cgo’, escape
from its game, its dance of mirrors? Flow immense 1s the solitude
of the Trialoguc!

' The sacred bird of the Inca Emperor.
?The bird is the symbolic figure of the Ajna chakra, berwesn the
eyebrows. The mantra for the Ajna chakra s OM.
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My Trinity 15 made up of the Father, the Danghter, who is his
wife, and their Son, who | am. In this way the drec of us are
spinning in a gigantc or a tiny spiral. And, sarrepddously, 1 have
fallen in love with her, who s my mother and my sister, and { have
made her my wife so that the Father becomes my son aud She
becomes my erernal A~-Mor. And 1 give birth to a fiery lily, in the
silence and solirude of the white peaks of my Trialogue.

And thus we come, all three, spinning and suffering, dancing and
rejoicing, in light and shadow, moving towards a place which i
perhaps coloured green and which is so far away that I can see
nothing of it ar all.

All this seerns to be happening In & non-existent space, among
the lotuses.

SAHAM! T am THEM!

TTHE LAST SUPPER

The end of another year arrived, at the beginning of the Age of
Aguarius,

[ decided to give a dinner i my tower, mviting all my
phantoms. As is prescribed in such cases, I prepared the meal
myself. It consisted of the five clements: cereal, earth; fish, water;
meat, five; wine, air.® And Her, the cther. The liguor was Soma,
Amrita, Anna Perene, which continues above the ether and s
indescribable. | filled the Grail with this hiquor and drank it to the
dregs.

Te my Round Table, I had invited my Master, the Wounded
King, the Wounded Warsior, tie Master of the Sphinx, the Master
who could converse with the animals and fowers, and Her, who
presided over the table with me, as mistress of the hounse.

Some of the guests hadn’e known cach other while they were
alive in the turnings of the wheel. They hadr’t coincided with one
another. And it is quite possible that they would have held
opposing views, but only superficially.

P SAHAM is the manzra for the Sahasrara chakra, of the “thousand petals”,
at the top of the head. There the lovers become onet EL/ELLA,
# A tantric ceremnony, or magic supper, called that of the Flve M™
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I mtroduced them to one another and told them that the
indissoluble bond which joined them together was to be found in
my heart, i1 which there had grown the certainty that they were all
Hyperboreans,

Raising my cup, I exclaimed: ‘Let us look each other in the face.
We are Hyperboreans.” :

They were the words of the Wounded King.

Then I recited Blake:

1 give you the end of a Golden Sering -
Only wind it into 4 ball,

It will lvad you m at Heaven’s gaee
Built in the City's wall,

Hear the votce of the Bard,

Who present, past, and future, sees —
Whose cars have hieard

The Hloly Word

That walked among the ancient trees,
Calling the lapsed soui

And weeping in the evening dew —
That might control

The starey Pole

Ansd fallen, fallen light rencw.

O Eardy, O Earth, rerurn!
Arise from out the dewy grass!
Night is worn,
And the morn
Rises from the shunberous mass,

Turn away no more,

Why wilt thou turn away?

The starry floor,

‘The watery shore

Is given thee 6l the break of day.”

And so the dinner continued until midmght. Then I fele a dry
shock, as if | had ‘fallen from my soul into my skin. And [ found
myself sitting there alone, discovering that I had always been so,
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that there was no one round my table, that there never had heen
that they had all jeft.
And that midnight was my midday.

THE LEAP INTO THE VQID

The man left the house very early, at daybreak, and walked slowly
towards the highest of the hills. The dog followed a little way
behind him, wagging its tail. When he reached the top of the hiii’:
the man stopped, stretched out his arms, looked at the sky which
was still dark and in which the Morning Star shone triumphantly,
and leapt over the precipice as if he wanted to fly.

The dog rushed howling down the rocky slope in search of the
man’s body, which it belicved must be lying, crushed and broken,
at the bottom.

I ran out and managed to catch the dog.

‘Stop!” I shouted at it ‘Pl explain everything. Today you will be
with me at Her right hand.’

The Morning Star detached itself from the sky and began to
descend towards us, coming to a stop close beside us, without
touching the jalap aud cinnamon trees, or the grass of the Andean
plateaux.

And this time I asked the guestion.

But he who entered the Disc of Light which would carry him to
meet the iimage of his cternal love, was the man who had leapt into
the Void and had come back to life with squarce pupils. Nos!
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The final age of Ciimae

And the virgin damsel has now arrived,
And the reign of Satnrn and Rhea returns,
‘The centurics of the Golden Age returm.
Again the heavens send us long years
And new people born of them,

Thou, chaste Moon, full of joy,
Favour, since thy Apollo now reigns,
The Child who was born tus day.

He alone will cast iron out of the world
And populate both Poles with

A most precious lineage of gold,

{(Virgal © Ecdlogues)
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DICTIONARY OF INITIATION
OF A-MOR

Trymg to transiate Sanskrit termis yuto other languages is a thankless, even
sacrilegious, task. As s trying ta transcribe i phonetically, even bearing in
sind that the pronunciation s, on the whole, only approximate. For this
reason, both the grammar and the orthography frequentdy vary in the
Western texts which reprodiee them. For centuries, the Sanskrit language
possessed no written form. The Vedas were collected and writter: down
very belatedly, having been tramsnurted orally from gencration to
generation by the Brahmins. Sanskrit is a sacred language, with a liturgical
thythm, and may well be derived from the luguage of Atlantis and
Hyperborea, whose sacred, legendary symbaols are the rumes — which are
also, however, fragments of the cosmic, maudible language of the Orphic
Cabbala, the Hiranyagarbha-Cabda.

The following Dictionary, contaming some Sunskrit torms aud others
ased i the Intiation of A-Meor, gives only thelr approximate meaning, as
it is really the Breviary of 2 Warrior-Tronbadour, a Misnesduger. This
Dictionary accompanies e everywhere | go, because it has been flowing
threngl my blood since before T was born. And, therefore, it serves for my
entire literary output, although it is of necessity mcomplete.

A-Mor  Amor is made up of a = withour and wmor = death. It means
Without-Peath, eternal lfe, resnrrection, mmmortality. It was the
initiatory doctrine of the troubadours, the Minnesdnger and the Fedele
d’Amere. it was a kind of tantrism, a magic love which came from the
ariginal homeland aud was taught in Hyperborea by the priestesses of
A-Mor, such as Allouine.

Esir The divine Hyperborean ancestors. Asa means support. The name
muight have some couneation with the supporters of the Pillar of the Sky,
from which comes Ask-Embla.

Agharta  Name given in India to the subterranean city of the immortal
guides, where tantric, magico-svmbolic love is supposedly taught.

Agharti  Name given to this city in Tibet.

Ahoma  Magico-sacred drink of the Aryans of ancient Persia.

Al The pedestal of the Mohai
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Aing Race of white glants who occupied China and Japan before their
present inhabitants. Like the Dropas and the White Gods of Americy,
they are Hyperboreans who moved sonth after the destriction of dhe
polar continent.

Akdsa Substance, ether, universal astral light, which conserves all the
cosmic mages of the visible lighe,

Akdsic memory  Astral repository of the images of the creation.

Albanis  Alchemical name for America. It comes from the word for
white, the White Gods.

Afbede  Name found in the alchentcal Opus, i its pracess of transform.
ation and transmutaton. It comes after Nigredo, The word Adbanis s
said to derive from it

Alfkamari  The sacred bird of the Incas, 2 raven, as in Wotan. s believed
that the secret language of the Incas or Ingas was Sanskrit or a derivation
of Indo-German, The Inca was a white man, an offshoot of the Vikings
or a descendant of the Myperborean White Gods.

Amasta Uxor The lover, the beloved, the magic bride of the Cathar
tantrisin of the Qecitarian troubadours, who is abways at the side of the
iminiate, the warrior-troubadour.

Amber  Resin from conifers of the tertiary period. Irs origin is nnknown,
it appears i1 the North Sed and the Baltic after the fall of one of the
moons or the passage of the comet Phacton. 1t has been mistakenly
equated with the orichalcum of Atlanns. There existed Roads of Amber
ar Routes of Amber which led from Hyperborea and crossed the Alps,
reaching as far as Egypt.

Ambrosie . Magic lquor, like the Amprita of the Hindus. The Greeks drank
it

Amvrita  [hndu magic drink.

Ancachuina  imtiated Eagle {Manu-Tara) in Sanskrit-Quichua.

Antma  Expression used by Jung to denorte the sonl of o muan {his ethereal
donble?), which is supposedly feminine, e, the Archetype of every-
thing feminine experienced historically (and not historically) by a man.

Animus Used by Jung to denote the soul of a woman, which is
snpposedly masculine and which concentrates in irself everything
{historical and not historical) it experiences in relation o a man, its
opposite. In this way, love becomes 2 deep, numinous experience, with
one’s own soul, with the Archetype of the Opposite within oneself. The
A-Mor of the troubadounrs, alchemy and tantrisin, all express the samc
thing on & more sublinie and spiritnal plane, Jung found himself forced
to ‘psychedopise’ transcendental, metaphysical mysteries in order to
make them comprehensible to the age of Kaliviga. But he didn’t dare o
touch on the mystery of the Grail,

Anna Perene Sacred Bauor, like Soma. The Romans drank it

Archetype  For Plato it was the Idea, only partially reflecred in the material
world of shadows. Thus, man s the shadow of the Idea of man,
projected here. For Jung, Archetype has another meaning, which he
never defined clearly. 163 2 covering for the instincts, their dothing, but
it i also antonomous, acting as if it had an existence independent of the
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hurman psyche, in g Collective Unconscious which Jung also failed o
define clearly, Becanse of this, at the end of his ife, he spoke about a
prychoid existence of the Archetypes, through which they could become
the same as the Gods of antiguity, possessing or combating men,

Ardhanasisvare The Androgynous Siva,

Arge and Opis  Hyperborean priestesses who came o Greecs, to Delos,
where they established the cult of Apallo. They arc said o have been
buried there.

Arjuna  Warrior in the epic poem of the Makabharate. His chariot s driven
by the blue god, Krishna. Arjuna hesitates when he sces his relatives
among the opposing forces and docsn't wane o fight; but Krisiing orders
hirn to, saying: ‘Acquit yourself of your dury, son of the Aryan race,
vou will not kill anybody, for those whom you put to death this day are
already dead in me.”

Aryanabaiji  Primordial homeland of the Aryans, Hyperborea, the farthest
nortls.

Asag  The ultimate test in the initiatory esotericism of the rroubadours, &t
consists of sleeping naked with the Beloved without touching her, on
occasion separarcd by a sword, This test corresponds to the symbolic
Maithina of Tantrism.

Asgard  The mythical city of the Asir from which Odin emiprated wich
his divine companions. ks exact Jocation is sot known, but it is possibly
in the region of Mount Elbrus, in the Caucasus, 1t is reforred o i the

. Edda

Ashram  Centre of initiation, Hindu monastery.

Astra Flying vehicle of the Indo-Aryans,

Ativarna  Without caste, above caste and calour. The Hyperboreans were
said 1o be this

Atlantis Name which Plato gave to a continent ot an sland which was
submerged long after the grest flood. The name has nothing to da with
the Atlantic. It comes from the God Atdas who supported the Pillars of
the Skv, The pillar, or tree, was to be found in the polar north, because
only the North Pole points directly towards the Pole Star at present {the
South Pole leans towards the northern edge of the sky. But this has
doubtless changed, because the axis of the earth shifted after the
catastrophic and the poles changed places.} The sky revolves around the
pillar which firted into the Pole Starabove in. It revolves ke a Swastika,
but the pillar remains motionless, as an axis, The name of the &air, the
first divine inhabitants of Hyperborea, or of Asgard according to the
Fidda, s said to derive from this, Plato asserts that the first inhabieants of
Atlantis were a man issued forth our of the earth, Fvenor, and his wifc,
Leucippe. (Issued forth out of the interior, Hollow Earth?) They have a
daughter, Cleito. Poseidon falls in love with her. {Wlere does he come
from? EYoes he come from the stars? Does he fall in love with a danghrer
of the earth?} They father five pairs of twins, the first ten kings of
Adantis, semi-divine heroes. Atlas, the cldest, supports the pillar of the
sky: Apollo protects the law and the cath of fidelity. Poseidon is the God
of the axe, which he snbsequently exchanged for the trident when he had



174 Nes: Book of the Resurection

10 sex sail afier the flood. He stretches 4 golden string around the moun-
taln and the Palace of the Magic Wedding ~ Gandharba, Hieros-Gamros.
Poseidon comes from Posis, the married one, in Greek. Hle i thas the
betrothed in the Magic Wedding. He passes over the task of supporting
the Pilar of the Sky to Heradles-Herenkes, When Adantis-Hyperborea
disappeared, n the years mdicated by Plato, people came ro believe that
the Pillars of Hlercules were to be fownd at the entrance w the
Mediterranean. The surviving Hyperbarcans who had moved south-
wards were also to give the name of Adas 1o the momntains of Africa

The Greek Gods are really the legendary, semi-divine Hyperborean
hero-kings. Apolio often rravelled w Hyperborea and rerurned rejuvens-
ated. Apollo-Lucier, he who upholds the Golden Law and the pillars of
beanty and celestial ight,

Avalon  Nawe which &% given to the capital of Hyperborea in the Celnc
lrish legend. The tree with the golden apples grow there. It was the
Insula Pomorum, the Istand of the Apples,

Avris or Abaris A mysterious Hyperborean who alse came to Greece,
from whenee he revurned o the pelar continem astride a Aying arrow
{am astra, a Flying Disc of orichalcam?). He was said to be the lover of
?ifom'nc. Possibly the kegend of Eros and his arrow of love originated

cre.

Bahkti  Devovional yoga.

Balder or Baldur  The hero God of the Edda, a prefigurative Archerype of
the solar Kristos. As he lay dying, in the Twilight of the Gods, Odinor
Wotan whispered some mysterious words in his ear - words which were
certainly 1he question and answer contained in the Grail

Barde Thidel Tibetan Book of the Pead.

Bifa  Semmal syllable, root syllable, made of pure ether,

Bodhisattva  Liberated being, according to Buddhism, who chooses not e
emier Nirvana but 0 remai i human form in order to help others
liberate themselves,

Bralima  The uncrested God of the Hindu Trilagy, the first person, the
Creator.

Brakmin  One who belongs to the priestly caste i Pinduism.

Bundy  Semen.

Cai-Cai The Serpeny of the Warers in the mvthology of Chiloe,

Calgfate  In the legend of the extreme south of the world, s Punta Arenas,
¥ s the frust of return. Whoever eats 1 will always return there,

Calenche  The ghost ship of the South Pole. It alse sails wnderwarer,
crewed by dead men, W osearch of the submarine passages which lead to
the oases of the Antarctic and the Follow, Interior Earth, the astral First
Earth.

Cathars  Dualist sect which is not very well known. Its solar castle-temple
was Montsegur. The Cathars were deswroved by papal Rome in the
thirteenth century, shortly before the Templars. They were said to be
the forenmmers of the Occitanian troubadonrs, Druids converted w
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Manichasism, according to Qo Rabm, who asserts that they guarded
the Grail i their castle of Montsegnr, He reveals this theory in bis book
The Coure of Lucifer.

Chakea ftharray  Grange in Quichug, 2 crcular plotofland, Clakre s also a
circle, a wheel (a toris of the wheel) in Sanskrit. And Chakravarti is the
Lard of she Chakras, the ‘Master of 2 Chakra'.

Chakras  Wheels or contres of energy and asteal psychic consciousness, $o
1o speak. These ‘centres’ exist potentially and they musi be developed,
made ‘conscions’, by means of yoga and throngh awakening Kundalin,
the serpemine, astral fire, which sleeps at the base of the psychic, astral
spinal columm.

Ajna chakra  Berween the eycbrows. It reprosems the Ether. s animal
is the White Elephant, and also the Dove. Its mantra is OM.
Asnahata chakra  Fo the heart, It ropresents the A, Its animal is the Deer.

It mantra is YAM.

Manipura chakra  In the solar plexus. Here the roads meet. It represents
Fire. Its animal 15 the Lamb. Its mantra is RAM,

Muladhara chakra  The basic chakra at the root of the psychic columm. It
is represented by the Earth. Its anbmal is the Elephant. Its manvea is
LAM.

Sahasrara chakra At the suramit of the mvisible skull, of a thousand
petals. Here the wedding between HIM and HER takes place, when
they fose to become HIM-HIER, the Androgynous, Ardhanasis-
vara. The mamra 1 SAHAM, 1 am HER,

Svadhisthana chakra  Psychic centre at the base of the genitals, rep-
resented by Water, Its animal i the Whale. It is awakened only
through tamiric practices. 1is mantra 33 PAM.

Vishuda chakra  In the throat, Iy represents she Ether. Jts animalis the
White Elephant. lts mamra is HAM,

Chakravarti  One who has awakened all the chakras, who is liberated
through ramiric yoga and its practices.

Chastriya One who belongs to the warrior, princely caste of Hinduism.

Che-kai  hmmortal double of the Chinese,

Chil To bare, in Quiché-Maya, In Old German, Shillen 3s to unsheathe
{the sword) and has its origin m Hyperborean Sanskrit. Flence the name
Chile or Chilie. To unshemhe the Sword of the Mysic Homeland, of
what remains, in the shape of 2 long sward, of a legendary sinking.

Cita Mind,

City, The The place of refuge of the Immorals, Agharti, Shambhalla, the
City of the Caesars, exc. The konowledge of erernal Bfe and the
resurrection, the Grail, was said to have been preserved there. Bt also
symbolises rotality, fulfiiment, the self,

City of the Caesars  Mythical ciiy in the Andes, where the Hyperborean
White Gods were said to have taken refuge.

Cuddhabuddiispabhaye  Conform with the principle of pure will, Sivaistic,
Hyperborean, solar and polar virility, situated at the himit of the
sndividual and supramdividual, individuated in the absolute personality,
resuscitated in NOS, roled by Buddii.
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Divys  Diving man.

Dz’xsyml}r(ilm Immortal body of the Divya, the divine man, the man-god

Donar  The Tree of Life, an oak felled by the Monk Boniface in filﬁ ix(zi
century af the present era, It stood in the Sacred Grove of the Z\i'org,emer‘1
which covered some thirty kilometres, on the other side of which w{:
nowadays find the Ederser, or Lake af Eder, and the village of?-ia-rb i
shansc;';_, near the small town of Asel, whose nzmne cones f?om the ﬂfe{:)
as do Kasscl and Basel (Base-1). The Sacred Grove was encircled b\’ j
hﬂedgc_ of thorns and in its centre lay the Skeping Beauty (Ku.m‘miizii)a
There was also a Giants' Castle and a Templ of the Virgins, And a Rosc
Garden, as in the legend of the King of the Gronses Laurin i t}t
southern Tyrol, ncar Bolzano. How the Templars came,to“bf' (‘0;111(.(2{‘ 15
with the Hyperborean legend can be scen in the fact that rherc.\\f
always 2 ‘Grove of Thoms' near their ‘gendarmeries’ and emples Tﬁ
:zlut_hcrztz__c Rosicrueians — who have today disappeared in Prestﬁr ;?Ioizz:'t
:})rzcm{ ;z'z the Interiar Earth, in the Ciry of the Caesars of the Andes, iikz
t }:i zrz s; 003;:?131: :;ng‘m des ~ alsa rook the polar symbol of the thoms and

Drakkar Viking ship.

Dﬁf:mﬁ:;;ﬂ;;zgm giants who inhabited Tibet before its occupation by

Dn;}t _O_n_e of the final stages in the initiaton ol the troubadours, in which
‘tbzuizzlu;::nf:?gi}z?}g:; ri:;?}:ts with the Beloved and this becomes 2

Y.

tdda Writings which rclate to the oldest Norse legends and refer to the
. ;Ee}stmcnon of Hyperborea ag the “Twilight of the Gody'.
sidefon The astral body, aceordin ari :
_ . g to Agrippa, the doubk. Paracce
called it the astral bady. BiPP Paracchus
Elelin Another natne for the city.
Elementarwesen  Fleinental beings, animal-mer, against whom the e

and the hero-gads of the Fdda fought. They are the “slaves of Atlants’
who rebelled.

Ewmbla  Vids-Vita,

Eadura (,thar eeremony, which follaws the new baptism, the Consola-
mesitsin. Sometimes people committed suicide during the ceremony of
Endura, in order ta escape from the Second Earth of Kaliyuga.

Erika Paios The Cosinagonie Eras, i1 the Qrphi 3 . i
v g s, i1 the Orphic Myth of the Creatian

Fedele d’Af?m Sect of pocts imitiated in the doctrine of A-Mor, i the
north of kaly. Dante belonged to this seet.

Female Gur The inrerior, spivitual fermale guide. The equivalent of the
Valkyrie in German mythology.

Fenhedor  Stage which follows the ‘glance’ in the initiation of the
tronbadavrs, when the initiete *sighs’ with love for his Beloved.

Ciandharba  The fHagic, secret misrtiage.
Cearden of the Hesperides  The Garden: of the Golden Apples, which Homer
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tald ne about. It was i Atantis-Hyperborea. Heracies-Hercules went in
search of the goiden apples, which are the apples of eternal life and of the
resurrectian. They are also the Gruil, Evidence is given bere as to how
the Book of Genesis hus been expurgated and falsified, transforming the
apple nto the *fruit of sin’. The spple symbolises the star of our origins,
Venus, the Morning Star, from which came the divine ancestors and
knowledge, and with which we must enter IO CONLACE 50 33 {0 be able
to rosurrect. The star of Lucifoer-Apollo-Irmin-Aths-Poseidon. The
fernale magician, Aloumne, the femnale gury, hands it to us with the
Grail, The Valkyrie of the Germanic legend. The treeis the Pillur of the
Sky, the Irminsal. Around its rrunk coils the Serpent of Eternal Life
(Vitis, Erablal, and its crown is the firmament studded with Golden
Apples, that is to say, stars. Whosoever cats them, or cnters inta contact
with them, discovers eternal Hfe, cternal yonth,

Garsda Winged vehicle (bird) of the god Vishnu. That of Siva is the
bullaek Nand:.

Gondwana Continent which lias also disappeared and was believed to
have comprised Sonth America, the Antarctic, a part of Africa, Australia
and a part of ndia. Morc likely o remnant of Mu.

Grail The legend of the Grail reappears forcibly Christianised i th
Middle Ages. The Tenplars disserninated it It s centred on the legend
of the court of King Arthur {who s the King of the Grail and is also
called Amfortas). i is interesting to puint gut that Arthur is Arthos,
Bear, that is to sav Arctic. By which the exaet geographical position of
the lost continent of the first Solar Age s pinpointed: Hyperborea, seat
of the Grail, In the Middle Ages, ¥ became a cup, when the myth was
Christianised, the ouc fram which Christ was said to have drunk at the
Last Supper, or else the one in which Joseph of Arimathes received the
blood of Christ us it spurted from his side as hie hung on the cross. The
forced Christianisation was discovered when it became known fram
reading Plaro that the ten kings of Atlantis drank the blood of the
sacrifice from cups of gold {and of arichaleun) at the magic ccremany in
which they swore always ta respect the Jaw of the race of the divine
beings from whom they were descended. The mystery of the Gral, or

" Grail, disappears from the surface of the carth with the destructian of the
Templars, However, the German writer, Owo Rahn, asserts that the
Cathars guarded the Luciferan stone of the Grail, along with the aneiert
undeciphered wisdam, in the Castle of Montsegur. He searched for it in
the caves of Sabarthe, in the Langnedoc. The legend relates that, at the
end, Parsifal set sail with the Grail in 3 Templar ship in the dircedon of
America-Alhania, from whence he never returned.

Gral  German spefling for Grail, taken from the German poct-tronbadour
Wolfram von Eschenbach, born in 1170, who deseribes this mysterious
abject as a precious stone which fell from the crown of Lueifer during his
stellar bartle, and on which is to be faund engraved the Jaw of the firsg,
divine, Myperborcan beings. The legend of the (iral has a mysterions,
polar arigin, which comcides with what Plato tells us sbout Atluntis,

2 S
where the ten first kings had sngraved the Iaw of the semi-divine race on
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a sacred stone. They did not respect this Jaw and Addantis was
subraerged. The land is laid waste, rhe king is sick. To recover the Gral
is to raise the First Earth, Atdants, by nieans of the divine wisdom which
is preserved there, bring back health (sabvavon = Hel, in the Old
German of the Minnesdnger-troubadours), cure the Sick King, make him
divine again.

Gury Master, guide,

Hamsa  Withont caste, beyond Saham.

Famyrari The mysterions white race of the rebuilders of Tishnaracn of
the White Gods,

Heil Greeting, of the Germian troubadours and warriors. It means Salve,
from Salvation. It is the Ave of the Romans. It Is an initiatory mantra,
The mantra of the retarn to [Hyperbores, of the resurrection.

Helgoland  The Vanir came from the North Pole, the Asir from the South
East. They brought with thean Atlas, an ancestor converted into a god.
Possibly Atlas, whose real pame is Innin, or IR {Power), was 3 Van. In
any case, he was a Flyperborean, or rather & Venusian, a man from
Venus. Asir and Vanir ure identical boings, Iike the Tuatha de Bimann of
the Irish saga, who have arrived from sonie commen cosmic point, as
exiles who have fallen into the later wixture with the sons of Evenor and
Letcippe, with the terreserial involated beings, with the produess of the
carth, possibly with the robots’ who were sent or left here, or with the
degenerate products of a far older, primordial catastrophe which was
even more horrifving. Poscidon, who in e s IR, was the first ro fll
through his rclationship with Cleito, fathering the heroes, the kings of
Atlantis-Fyperborey, the semi-divire beings. Thuos the Norsemen {and
also the Merovingians, the Visigoths and the Priesians) ave a produc of
the mterbreeding of the divine beings with the semi-divine Hsir and
Vanir. Friesian means free, free man Frigea is the goddess of dhe
Aisir and Frevia of the Vanir, Thev are one and the sune. | maintain that
the name Presia, which Eraills invented for tlie wifc of the "Arancanian’
Caupolicin, comes from this goddess. Ercilla wus 2 Visigoth with blue
eyes and fair hair, and in the epic poem of La Araucana he wished to give
s the key to the seeret: the Arancarans of whom he tefls us were nordic
Hyperborgan warriars, descendants of the Wihite Gods of Americs-
Albapia. Ercifls sang to ns 'in code”. The God of die Fricsiuns was Fosite
= the Fosite of the Edda - son of Baldur or Balder, the gontlest of the
Gods of Ancient Gernzany. With his death, the Twilight of the Gads was
unfeashed. But Odin or Wotsn whispered a great secrat, u key word,
into his ear as he lay on his funers] pyre.

Spanuth 1naintains that the ishind of Helgoland or Heligoland, in the
North Sea, s a last rempant of the sunken Aduntis, or rather of
Fyperborea. The most apcient name for Helgoland was Fostlandia,
Fositelandin. it is 2 1ass of rock which survives from a great catastrophe
snd from other islands wiieh are now submerged bur whicl still
protruded fromn the water in the sixth and ninth centuries of our age. It
was abways holy ground, belonging to the cult of Tosite or Forsite,
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Homer rofers to it as the Island of the Phaecians. Phaesia, i the Hiad,
clearly 3 derivative of the God of the polar Norsemen. In the seventh
century, Bomifice, whose real name was Winfrith, converted ’ the
Pricsians by force, But it was only a century after that the holy Island
was Christhtised. It is in the Middle Ages that the nanie of Heligoland
appears, derived from heiligesiand, holy land, terra _mrzlca‘f.c, as it c.‘emizincd
ro be called i1 Latin, Heil! from. the Old German, which the Minnesdager
of the Middle Ages used as a greeting in code. The Friesian language
rransformed the name into Helgoland.

T ancient times, the cult of the Gad Fosite slowly drifted into  cult of
his fomale counterpart, the Goddess Foscta. A primordial disorientation
was already being anticipated. Or perhaps it was being made clear that
on this Holy Island, « polar anteroom, a surviving part of the gredt tost
Fyperborean continent, of Ulima Thale, the Mugic Wc_ddmg,_‘ the
Hieros-Gamos, was being performud. There ‘the King of the Gods
celebrated liis martiage’, the Reunion. Temples connnemorating this
sacrec] miystery existed on Helgoland, so Tavitns tells us. N

Well, now. at the time of the conversion of the “pagans’ by Bishop
Liudger, who had been sent by Rome, a certain Saint Ursnta
mysteriously appeared, frow no one knew where, as patroness of te
island. She must certainly have been a mytlrcal, moaginary personage
who was clearly conjured up to replice Fosers, thus reincarnating ﬂ}c
Archetype, dressing it up in new clothes. Because the most extraordin-
ary part of all this 1s that Ursula comes from Urss, wiich means bear
{(the animal of the Narth Pole: Arcthos, Arcthu_s‘ A;thur), tl}us
indicating the constellation of Ursa Minor, the Littic Bear, which
includes the Pole Star, into which penetrated the top of the Pillar of IR -
or Atlas ~ which supported the sky in the original pole, in typerbores,
Ultima Thile, the Paradise of Avalon. All of which continues to pomt to
the end of thie terrestrial Road of Return of the Lefthanded Swastika of
the journcy back to the Far North, the Nuptial Homeland, Paradesha.

It is for this reason that the iitiates in the warrior order of A-Mor still
perforn their Magic Weddings (Gandharha) in Fositeland, which 15 now
called Helgoland or Heligoland, a snrviving, devastated s of rock,
like the land of the Grail. All this so that one day the submerged
continent of Hyparborea, the original North Pole, which mci;y is the
South Pole, may reappear. A jumpiug-off point for the Morning Sear,
for Lucifer. '

HER-HIM Another pritnordial Cosmic Egg, this time formed throngh
the nrtion of Her and Him. Shakt breaks it, out of synipathy with HiM-
}ER, with Siva or Phanes. Thus there is 2 nowi-created woman (th_c
mysterions Lilith?), who did not emerge from the Egg of Him. She is
the first Compaion of Evenor, called Enripide. He is searching for his
Her, She is searching for her Himg but the final union has to take plice
wot i the fusion of opposites, not in the primordial Androgynous, bgt
between HIM-HER and HER-HMIM, in the ultimate separation and in
¢he union within this separation. In the resurrection. In NOS. This 1s the
ultimate mystery, only purtially revealed, impossible to express fully.
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Hespevides  Duaughiers of Athus. They guarded the garden with the Golden
Apples of ercrnal life. They are really the Hyperbormn Norns, the
Priestesses of Magic Love. Allouine, Arge and Opis: also Papan in my
owrt legend of a southery Hyperborea,

Hieros-Gamos  Magieal yunion batween couples, which was carried aut in
Fyperborea to propitiate the celestial order. Euripides says: 'In the Land
of Amber {of Orichalenm) the King of the Gods celebrated his
Marriage.”

HIM-HER ‘The primordial Cosmic Egg, formed throngh the union of
Him and Her, before Phanes breaks it

Hiranyagarbha. Cabde  Aryar, Orphic Cabbala.

HRIM  Mamrs for wine. It destroys the curse which afflicts it and can
transform it mro Soma.

Huatyuhuen  The immortal body of the Jon magicians, a sort of Siddha-
rupa, The astral double, immartalised.

Huelen MNative word for the hill of Santa Lueia in Santiage, Chile. It
means Sorrow,

Hhuitka  Tortress, in Quichua.

Fuilkanota  The crcle, the order.

HUM  Mantra which awakens the Sleeper, resnrrects the Beloved, sets
Kundalivd in mation.

Fyarens  Magic energy, capable of modifying and ransforming nature,

Hyetramannaland  Name which the Vikings and the Celts gave ra
Adrerica.

Hyperborea  Original coutnent in the north of the world, to which the
first extraterrestrials — including Lucfer - were supposed to have
descended after losing # battle. There they established a Golden Age,
until the continent was destroyed by a pherary catastrophe. The age of
s existence is a mychical one. The sinking of Adantis, to which Plte
refers, is much later, and includes the disappearance of the islands which
survived the prismordial eatastrophe. Hyperborea means beyond the God
Boreas, God of the Cold and Storm. T is a rerm used by the Greeks o
refer to the mythical comtinent of the nordico-polar divine race from
which their Gods sprang.

Fechameyu  Ability to dic ar will.

Imbunche  Mythological being W the legend of Chilos, the ishand of the
sonth of Chile. It walks backwards, with its heels turned right round. It
is a symbol of the return, of the lefthanded road, of the initiate who goes
hack np the chakras.

Individuation The process by which the Absolute Perscualivy, totality, the
Self is achicved.

IR or ER 'This is the Hyperborean muone for the pillar, which, according
to the behefs of the Greeks and other peoples, supports the sky at the
Nerth Pole, rising up into the Pole Star. Raot of the greatest of the
Gods, Irmin. By derivation, this name was given to the divine or semi-
divine belug wha supported it on earth, Pascidon, Ashss, Heracles-
Hereules. In reality, this "column’ was originally 4 power possessed by
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the divine Hlyperborean giants to communicate with the ancestral star
annd other stars in the firmament, ¥ sore of ray (Vrl) which rose directly
fram their forcheads towards the universe, enabling them ro direct and
even change the conrse of the stars. I the monal legend it became a
pillar. When Hyperborea had been lost, its involuted descendants, the
Norsernen, camne to worship the ee Irminsul, with the roat IR, as the
material represcutation of this pillar and also of the lost superhuman
power. In reality, it was u symbolic cult of the divine polar ancestors.
The worship of the “tree which reaches up to the sky' was carried to
America by the exodus of the Fiyperboreans, and later by the Vikings. In
the chapter entitled “Lemuria’ in this book, Allouine recites 2 poemn
discovered in Mohenjo Daro, the ancient civilisation of the Indus Valley,
whose origins arc unknowr but are believed to pre-date the Aryan
invasion. A line says: "R ur are per Kaduval." o names IR, the God of the
Pillar, the pilhe dtself, Fril, this tremendous power which was lost in the
polar might of onr origins.

Irmin  The Hyperborean God who supports the Piliar of the Sky. The
greatest of the Gods.

frminsul  The tree which, in the Norse cult, represenes the pillar which
supports the sky at the pole. It is au ash tree. In ies shade, the sorceress-
priestesses still perform initations o the cult of magic love and the
Sacred Marriage. In the south of the world, i 15 2 giam Araucaria. In
other places, it is a cottonwood tree. It is also the sacred oak {Donar). In
its shade, the &sir met in council. To the Narsemen, it represented their
divine ancestry, and thraugh the tree they warshipped their extra-
terrestrial ancestars. The frminad was felled by Churlemagne.

Ja-tus  lmmorial body, double, of the giant Dropas of Tibet.

Jasen  Mythical nmavigator who, with Herades-Herenles and the twin
Diosenri, Castor and Pollux {Pole}, returns 10 Mivperbores w1 scarch of
the Golden Flecce (1he Jost Grall, the Golden Law, Moderation). The
kiugs of Atdantis were ten in number — five pairs of twins. Castor and
Pollux were alse twins. Perhaps Jason was a Hyperborean king and his
magic bride was Medea. It s also said thar he was the first traubadous,
who rediscovered the sacred law of trovarclus {singing in code) on the
Fyperborean tree (the Pilar), the Irminsual Tree, a Patriarchal Osk,
engraved ona Stone of Gold (of orichalcum). A falcon or a Hyperborean
raven, sitting on a branch of an oak tree w1 Dodony, which was Lamells,
gave it to him.

Jonr Magician-priest of the Selenam people of Tierrs del Fuego, a kind of
Siddha, an munortal divine man.

Kailas Mountain B the Transhimalayas, on whase snmmit Siva and
Parvati eelehrated the Magic Wedding, obviously in memory of the
Sacred Wedding berween Poscidon aud Cleite in Hyperborea.

Faivalya Tleep trance, the apposite of samadhi, since it keeps one m 2 state
of eternal separation and individualisatian. H s the rance of 1he tantric
Siddhas, by means of which the Absolute Personality s achieved. It is
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the road of the magician.

Kaliyuga Dark Age of destrnction and fron. of the Goddess of Destrag.
tion, Kali. The present age.

Kaufa Very heruretic tantric sect,

KLIM Mamra of the indeseribable pleasnre of ecstatie argasm, withow
beginwing or end.

Kontiki Viracocha White God of Scouth America, whe rcached Faster
Ishind after the destrnction of the Empire of Tizhnanzan

Korakenke The raven of the Inea, his Garada, his ‘vebicle”, kis Affkamari,

Korava Raven. In Samskrit, Korava is the nante of one of the opposing
partics it the grear war of the Malabharata.

Krishna 1iindu god, one af the avatars of Vishnu, e dances and plays the
flute in the Gardens of Vrindavan. Me s blne in colour, the same blie as
the cloaks of the divine Hyperboreans. The starry wight.

Kila  Extremmely secrct circle of the inftiates in taniric voga,

Kunani To preach. In Sanskrit, ke means fo direct. By means of Kunay
the Amautz magician-sages of Kuskn {Cuzco) diveered Ky-ndaling,

Kunidalini  Scypentinze energy, which sleeps at die base of the psyehic,
astral spimal columin. By awakening it (it is the Sleeping Beanty, the
Beloved who is ‘dead and not dead”), the poreutiality of the chrakras ts
activated, the Total-Man, Chakravart, the Snperman, is achieved, and
enery is abtained futo the City of the Immortal Guides, Aglart, dre Ciry
of the Cacsars, Myperborea.

Kusky {Cuzco} The capirsl of the lnca Empire, Navel of the World”.
Central City, Omphalos, distant memory o recdlectiom of the
Hyperborear Thule, of the Adantean Poscidor.

Lemuria  Believed ta comprise evervthing that lies submerged in the
Pacific.

Lucifer 1de is Apollo, the Gad of Lighr and Beyury. He is 2lso Abranas
arrd Quetzaleoatd, the Hyperborean, Atlanrean solar Kristas. He canse
daws from the Morning Star, Verus. Defeated in a stellar battle, he will
always be the loser on the mrvoluted Second Barthr of Kalivega, bat be
will be the victor on the Other Earth, when the Galden Age returps. He
must lose here in order to earry the earth back ra its arigins and
rransfigure i, rnaving from ¢y to city, chakea to chakea, anni he
reaches the void of the Black $nn behiud the Sun of Gold axd the Ray of
Green Light behind the Black Sun. He is the God of the Losers in the
Kaliyuga and of the Roturn to Hyperbarea, Mis embless i the
Lefthanded Swastika, thar of the Retnrr. He is the suprenre Guide of the
Pigrims of the Dawn, of the Acolytes of Lacifer, the Morning Star.
Lucier is also Odin-Wotan, The Cathars called him Luel-Bel

Mahabharata  Epic paem which tells of 1 great war, perhaps at the
beginning of the great decline of the ages and the mvolution of the
Second Eartlr. Bharata is the resl name for India, s it was krrown before
the invasion of Alexander. Malie means grest. The Greatr Bharatas goust
thercfore be tlie Flyperborcan, Adantean giants, the inhabitants of a
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primordial, mythical, polar lund. Subsegnently everything wis trans-
formed snd modified n the epic whiclk we know today, the war between
the Koravas and the Pandevas, _ o

Maithuna  Mystical, magical cottes in the tanrric ritsal and inination. In
the Tantra of the Left Hand, it is ackieved physically, gererally only
once, retaining the scment It is a questicm of rlcacti_varigg the ch_akr_as,
of recreating them and openiug the third eye, nterior siglt, a_cinevmg
mmortality, totality. In the Way of the Right Hand, Maithuna is meerely
symbolic, interior, with the dead lover, with the Femsle gurn whe
circulates in the bload. It is the Minae of the German rroubadours, the
Miunesinger, and of the Cathar troubadaurs of the Larrgnedoc and the
Fedete & Amore of Northerr Traly, of wham Dawte was one. Itis the Way
of Initiation of A-Mor.

Mama Ocd  Wirite Goddess of America.

AMama Runtu  White Goddess of America. {Other names for White Gods
inchade Neua, Pay Zumce, Sue-ca, Tamanduare, efc.} _

Manasasovar  Lake at the far of Monnt Kailys, like Lake Tiicaea m the
Andes, within the “synchronicity’ and the ‘mag%c‘msymboiicui geo-
graphy’ of the way of synchronistic divinisation of man and the carth.

Mantra  Magic somd of the Orphic Cabbala, so to _speak. It has to be
pronouniced exactly, with special mental coneentration.

Mantra-yana  Road of the Mantra. _

Manu  Gunide, Archerype of a race, who rules an gonre age. .

Mani-Tara  The mythical bird of Baster Ishard. Manw root-man, guide of
a Kalpa. Tara: Goddess, Shukti, in Sanskrit. Manutara 1s thus the total
man who has fourd his Shakti, his Kundalini, and is now able to fly.

Mdtrké  Semiual syllables, called “Linle Mothers’.of the Hiranyagarbha-
Cabda, the Orplic Cabbala,

Matymjaya Lord of voluntary death. o

May Bride The solar, Hyperborean background to the Love-lmtiation of
the sroubadonrs can be seen in the fice that it is I May, when the sun s
rostrrected i the northern hertisphere, that the dead bride is discovered
and brought back to life. These wre the May {t‘.stixfais. The festivals of
Mays {from Maya, Husion,. Poteney, i Tantrism, the energy of
Kugdalini). The festivals of Mary, as appropriated and adulterated by
Christianity. _ . .

Maya The phantasnragoria of shapes i creation. Hlusion, according to
Vedantic philosophy. Patency, according to Tantrism,

Mers  The spiritual, mrvisible connterpart of Mount Kailas. The Mera-
vingians are said to have come from there. Mero-Meru, Ving or Weg is
road in German. Road of Meru,

Minne A-Mor, the memory of a lost"love, of something lost at the
beginuing of thne (the Grail, a law) and which circulates i the blood’s
memary. The German rraubadours sang 1o 1.

Minnetrinken Ceremony in which the Germran troubadornrs, the Minne.
sénger, drank blood, in which circriated the memory of the vordico-
polar Mimue, In rewrembrance of the lcgcn_é;;r}‘ ceremtomny of the
Atlantico-Hyperborean kings. I is the sacred Soma, which was drunk
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\ _from__chﬂhc@ of orichaleussn, from the cup of the Grail
J ’lf;n.ﬂsbd;ﬂg{:‘?‘ (;crnmrz troubadours who sang the Minne, in MEMOry of
ove lost at the beginning of the ages, perhaps ’ . X
_ £ : ages, perhaps the Myperborean wedd;
of Poseidon and Cleito. , ” wedding
.gohax CGiighntic granite sculptures of faces on Easter Island.
/ ré ES_HE{);ncrgcd continent. Ttis believed to have covered what today is the
o Bescrr, part of India, Mongolis, Malavsi: ivi :
a ; Malavsia, the surviv S s
Island and Fahiti. B g Buster
Mudra Magical, ritual gesture, made with the hands. It generally
accornpamics the mantra, being its cquivalent in the spatial svm%;(uiogv of
g;gttrrlcs. There are runic mudras which act on the introaromic
vibrations of the wniverse, of il the universes.
Mujavat  Paradise.
ﬁéﬁe!abgnd&(".{he process which reinverts everything.
Mysterium Coniunctionis  Like the Hicros-G : i i
] X : cros-Gamos, the magic :
oy gic union of the

Méﬁl dltumc which the Edda give to the Ship of the Dead, Wafeln, Ef
Nadi Psyclic charmel in the astral body, trongh which encrgy flows
The most important nadis are Ida, Susumn and Pingalz. Up the central
one climbs the serpentine fire of Kundalini. B Caleyche, the ghost ki
Wafeln, navigates with all its lights on along the ‘channels’ of the soaﬁ;
and north of the world, towards the extremy ends, the pole hiel
symbolise Kundalini, , poien ik
Nigredo  State which is reached in the alchemical process. Its synchronicit
with w psychic and spiritmal transmutaton has been studied 2 Z
cxpiaz“ned by C. G, hung. o
Norns .i"‘I}e Fatc_s, the forces which direct Destiny, the mistresses of
Karma in nordic mythology. They speak to the hrroes thcy. ;&'hi:sl T 0
‘thclm, in thc patriarchal oak-thickets. They predict Il)c‘stizw ”
Numinous  Eestatic state which is produced on contact with e Grail, an
Archetype or Oneself, or on recognising the Beloved. B

gjs_fﬁ of the Arrrareri{ Another symbol of tomlity. Flear amidst ice,
tz};zc riii,ﬂf the Edda, in reality a Hyperborean. His emblematic bird &
Ormphalos Symbolises the pillar which supporis the sky. Around it the
l.)ruzlds met i council, i the central cities. Milan was one of these cities
{medio-lamim). The Greeks also met around the Omphalos h
Or{fha{mm Mysterions 1netal referred to by Plato i his szof)} of Atlands
Somme contemporary researchers (Spanuth) have tried to say it was the
same as amber. But orichaleum had the power ® neutralise gravity and
must have been the metal which allowed the vimanas, the astras tc? ke
off and move around the skies, emittng 3 musical sotd According to
Homer, "they read the thoughes and feclings of men’. ‘ e

3] .t g b
Iagfm‘ bfazs;c_r of}\/iqcteépzna, the Aztee emperor, necording to legend. She
tes but doesr't die. She comies back to Hfe and tells her brotler thart, in
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he wisions of her half-death, she saw the White God Quetzalcoad
returning in u ship suiling over the Gcean, She begs her brother not o0
fight him. The one who actally came was the Conguistador, Herndn

Cortés.

Paradesha  High region, Paradise on the polar Mountan of the Revelation.

Parakletos Tl Holy Spirit of the Cathurs and Gnostics. To the Cathars, it
was fomale and was represented by the Hyperborean dove.

Parastri  Imtiated bride.

Parfair Cathar adept.

Parsifal Knight of the Legend of the Crail, who finds it through fighting
only with liis ancient fury and without God. Te was said o have been
brought up by his mother in a forest, "like 2 pure madman’, When one
finds the Grail, wlhich is always carried by a virgin damsel, one must ask
the right question, othirwise it will disappear. Parsiful advises his friend,
Gawaine, another of the knights of the legend of the Round Table, to
seek the Grail without God bus ‘with the memory of your Beloved in
your heart’. Parsifal finally finds the Grail and usks the guestion, cures
the sick King Amfortas and takes his place as King of the Grail,
‘transfigures’ the earth and marrics the fensale gurs of the Grail. They
have a son, Lohengrin, who rides on the Myperbarean swan, symbol of
the north and the dyrasty of the kings of the Grail, The Grail was
considered by Jung to be an Archetype of the Self, the totahity, the unus
mundus, ultimare centre of the personality, the Prrusha of Hinduism.
However, he didn't develop thy theme fully or ‘psychologise’ it, out of
respect for this delicate mvstery.

Pasu {Sudra)  inferior men, animal-nien, the 'slaves of Atlantis’,

Phanes  The Cosmogonic Eros in the Orphic myth. For A-Mor, he breaks
the primordial cgg and divides the Androgynous.

Phobos Hatred, fear, the opposite of love, that which disanites.

Popul-yuh Also called the Codex of Chichicastenango. Book of the
Mayas, in which is related all that is remembered ahout the creation and
destruction of tie world. This book has been completely adulterated by
the missionarics. It was said to have been written by the Hyperborcans
and later reworked by the Vikings. "Popul’ is people in Lutin and ‘Vuh'is
book i Gernuan.

Poscidon The God who, it Hlyperborean Athuitis, supports the Pillar of
the Sky. He is the son of the God Uranus and the Goddess Gala in Greek
ruythology. He falls in love with Cleito, fathering the Atlantean semi-
divine heroes. The capital of Atlants rakes its nanse from hm. Poseidon
cames from Posis in Greek and means the married one, married in
Hyperborea, at the. pale.

Precador  Stage wiich follows that of the Feshedor, when the troubadonr-
initiate implores his Beloved and deseribes her beatiry.

Purnsha Manad, ultimate separared entity of the dualist, Samkhya

philosophy.

Quetzaleoat! One of the American Whize Gods. He is also called the
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Plumed Serpent, According to the researchier Jrcques de Mahieu, who
Hves in Argenting, he was a Viking or a Hyperborean, who created first
ti?e Taktee and Mayan civilisations and later, in the south and under
different generic names, the civilisation and empire of Thhuanacu.

Rama  Hero af the epic poem af the Ramayana; avatar, gnide in Aries, the
Age of the Lamb; Hyperborean, Aryan hero.

Rastiia Dance of Krisham, in the centre, with s Beloved ~ and also
outside the crcle, with all the shepherdesses of the forest of Vrindavan,
but only with Her,

Rebis  The Andragynous created i the alchemical Opus.

Rongo-Rongo  Tablets on Easter Island, hearing inscriprions which haive so
far remained undeciphered.

Rubedo  The final alchensical stage. It is the equivalent of resurrection in a
red, immortal body, made of Vajra,

Runes  Very ancient signs, mudras and mantras. Their origin is not
knawn. From them is derived the alphabet of the Philistines, 2 nordico-
Hyperborcan tribe, from which, in turn, is derived Phoenician sCript,
However, the runes go beyond written script and correspond to the
maudible Orphic Cabbala of magical and cosmic signs.

Sadhalke  Tantric mitiate, novice.

Séhu  Immortal double of the Egyptians.

Samadhi  Supreme Vedantic ecstasy, fusion with the One. Sam: with;
Adhi: Primordial Betng. it is the road af the saine

Samhara-Mudra  Sign of dissolntian, mndra of voluntary death.

Samsara  The movement of the Hlusory forms of creation. The dance.

Sangam  Meeting-place. In India, it is the point at which the waters of the
Guanges, the Jumna and the invisible river Saraswati converge. The
Manipura chakra is a sangaw, 1 mceting place for the rivers of the soul.

Sarmiento de Gawmboa, Pedro  Spunish congnistador, who was said to have
secretly searched for the City of the White Gods.

Selenam Man af the south of the world, from Tierra del Fuega
According to some anthropologists, he reached there by crossing the
Antarcric (from the Interior, Hollow Farth?),

Self or Selbst 'The ultinate and central point in the persona, which tries to
attain itself in Jungiar practice. Totality, the non-existent’, the Ultmare
Flower, thie tity, the Thule of Hyperborea, the Grail, ete. The face of the
Beloved, the face of the soui.

Shakti  Universal femirrine principle, the counterpart of Siva, the creative
and active energy of the mniverse. Although she is the Creator, she does
not represnt 2 matriarchy, since she is the wife of Sivy, his creative,
energetic principle. Siva dances m Her,

Shambhalla  One of the hidden subterranean eities in which is perfarmed
the tantric initiation that transforms, transmutes and transbgures master
and the world. There are thase who say that it is the capital of Agharti,

Siddha  Divine being who has made himself tmmortal, nhabitant of
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Agharti and Shambhalla. Formerly he lived in polar Hyperborea, which
is now submerged.

Siddha- Ashram  Centre wlrere the Siddbns live and teach. Temple af the
Immnortals.

Siddha-mps  Immortal bady of the Siddha.

Silper string  Card which nmites die immaeerial, astral body with the
physical body. It i cut ar death,

S$iva God of the Hinda Trilogy, of Destruction; he is also the jord of
raniric yoga and of virile, solar encrgy. He destroys so as ta apen the
wauy to fresh creation.

Skua  Seagull of the South Pole, of the Antarcrc

Swara  Gad of Desire.

Sema  Sacrcd, magic drink of the Hyperborean Aryans.

Sophia  Wisdom for the Gnostics. It is satd that it is Sophia wlhiom the
Cathars and the traubadonrs worship through wamen. It is she whom
Dante secks i the guise of Beatrice,

Soror Mystica  The wystical sister, the woman who is alwuys at the side of
the alchemist, haurding him the metals to be transmuted. She must touch
them with her hand so that they may become impregnated with the
feminine vibration necessary for any transmmtation, resnrrection and
tmartalisaton. This is the pracess of Tuntrism and also of the
traubadours’ alchemy of A-Mor. The Hyperborean Hiesos-Gamas.

Sunya Fhe void beyond the last chukra, the leap inta the void, into a
Black Hole, where the light af the Sun of Gald ends, within the Black
Sun, m order ta separate und became NOS, separate and umired for ever.
Tire Ultimate Flower. The resurreetian m the Ray of Green Light,
crossimg beyond the Black Son. Its mantra is HAMSA,

Svecharin Me who canx do evervthing, to whom everything is permntted,
through the true Bborty achicved in tanric practices.

Swastika, Lefthanded Vhe Swastike which beging the journey back to
Hyperborea, the polar homeland and the Morning Star, Venus, the
celestint point of onigin of the semi-divine beings. The niovement of
return, towards the Golden Age, when the axis of the carth {the Pillar of
Atlas, of Poscidon) was fixed o1t the Pole Star. T'owards the First Earth,
towards the Other Barth. The astral, parallel earth.

Swastika, Righthanded The rotatory mavement which begins when the
Golden Age s lost, Hyperborea s submerged and the Second Earth
appears, together with the Age of lronr and the involution of Kaliyuga. It
is the Swastika of the Exodus, with which Odin and Ranmm start o their
pilgrimage once the primordial, Nuptial Homeland has been lost.

Synchronicity  Coincidence berween i deep emotion, an internal event and
an external occurrence. They are Nictzsche's Tlucky ocenrrences filled
with meaning’. The road of nternal fulfilment must caincide fully with
the transfiguradon of the external word and the pilgrimage n the
exterior hindscape, with the immortalisztion of the individual. "What s
above is below, what is inside s outside,” stutes the hermetic saving.
Through svrchronieity, the Self, the chakras, Kundalini, ete. must have
their real equivalents in the hidden cities of the Siddbas and the
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tmmortals, i the mtenior, hollow earth, in the sacred, magnetic places
of the earth and the sky, in the White Gods, in the flying Discs of Light,
in the Grail and in an mcarmete Beloved who is dead and has returned to
life on this earth. This is only possible in the legendary, Hyperborean
Murtial Inftiation of A-Mor,

Tantea  Systemn which was codified sonie 600 years before the present era,
Yoga which makes use of sex, dither symbolically in the Way of the
Right Hand, or practically in the Way of the Left Hand, i order to
achieve the mutation o dhe Supgrmen. into Divya, attaining the
Absohite Personality. Tartra means systematisation and also to explain.

Tao 'The meaning of the universe in che Chinese philosophy of Lao-tse.

Taruka Black antelope. Quichua-Sanskrit name.

Ten-Ten The Serpent of the Earth in the mythology of Chiloe.

Thule or Ultisna Phule  Capital of Hyperborea,

Toremire Tree of red wood, found on Faster Island, it symbolises Vajra,
the red, immortal matter.

Trapalnanda  Another pame given in America to the Enchanted City.

Tree of Life, The Symbolises the pillar which supports the sky. Up s
trunk climbs the Vi, coiling iself around it like the Serpent of
Paradisc. That is to say, lfe. The crown of the tree supports the sky or is
the sky. Its golden fruits are the stars. In the Nordic legend, it was an ash
tree called Irminsul. The Edda call it Miorvidr and state that io will be felled
during the Ragpardk. or Twilight of ¢he Gods, when the Gods die. That
iy to say, during Kalivags.

Troubadowr Comes from trosare, to find, rediscover something that was
fost, e.g. the Golden Fleege, the Grail, whick Jason somght and
rediscovered.

Trovar cus  To sing i code. The Occitonian troubadours did sa i order
to convey their messages and their imitiation without giving themselves
away. Amor, for example, was the opposite of Christian, paps] Roma
Roma is Amor spedt backwards, the apposite of the A-Mor of the
troubadours.

Tiatha De Dananr Tn Irish tradidon, they are the Zsir of Norse legend,
the diving ancestors who descended from che stars, the Flyporboreans.

Tulku Kind of Bodhisattva of Tibetan Tanrism. A Iiberated being who
becames reincartated as an avatar, ubiguitonsly, in a number of beings
or in 2 whole peopie. @ kind of Race Spirit.

Tupahue WNative name for the hill of San Cristobal, in Santiago de Chile.
It means ‘Abode of God'.

Turn of the Wheel Eternal Rerurn according to the Nietzsehian concept,
distinet idea of reimcarnation. It is the original, polar, nordico-aryan
concept. The ercrnal return of the sane thing.

Liltima Thule The capital of Fyperborea, the lost holy land. The Greek
navigator and researcher Piteas of Marseilles searched for it in the north,
600 years bafore OUr era.

Nowadays, we use Greek rerms for these regions and continents be-
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cause we dorn't knrow their true names. Doubtless the Genmanie, Nordic
rradition approximates more closely to the e original.
For the MHindu- Aryans, it was Aryanabaiii, the land of the Arvan, of

the Aryan Brotherhood,

Urdhavaretas To go backwards, towards the point of origin, retracing the
involation of Kalivuga.

Pima  Superior energy, spiritmal powsr. The fifth-born women of
Hyperborea, the priestosses of magie love, possessed it on cheir
foreheads.

Vajra  Trmunortal, ted matter, as hard as dimpond, inunortalised.

Vafra-cita  Language of the immorta] mind

Vajra-rupa  ITmmortal body made of Vajra,

Vajra-yana  Way of Vajra, of immortality.

Valkyrie  Disincarnate woran, mysteal wife of the hero, who sccompan-
ies himn in his straggle and waits for bim in Valhalla to liend him the cup
of the Grail filled with the ambrosia of cternal life,

Vanir  Name of the divine Hyperborean ancestors in the Edda. They enter
into battle with their redatives, the sir, and luter they mtermarry,
giving rise to the Tentonic peopls. They are like the Pandavas and
Koravas of the great war of the Mahabharata. The Vanir Jived in the
Hyperborean north. Adas or Irmin s said to have been a Van, He
supports the pillar. Odin or Wotan is an Asa. The God of the Axe, who
travels with an axe.

Para-Mudra  Magic gesture which destroys fear and bestows favour.

Varna Mecans colonr and also caste.

Vimana Mysterious {lying object, impelled by melodious sounds, Flying
Disc spoken of in the Ramayana and the Adahabharaia,

Virn  The tantrie hero, the semi-divine masn-hero.

Vishun God of the Hindn Trilogy. Fe is the Preserver.

Foluspa Most important part of the Bdda, in which the Ragnardk or
Twilight of the Gads is desaribed, Nevertheless, the Gods will come
back to hfe. The name comes from the prophetess, Véla, a Flyperborean
Nom.

Vrif  Magical, spiritual power or organ which puts one in touch with all
the umiverses, with the other 'parallddl worlds’, and with the other
dimensions. The Hyperboreans ~ especially the fernale magician, the
female gury, the ffth-bomn in 2 family — possessed this power.

Wafeln The ghost ship of the North Pole. It searches for the Jost
Hyperborea. It also symbolises Kundalini, becuuse it tries to return to
the point of origin, navigating beneath the surface of the water wich all
its hights on. It is ke Quetzalcoat!'s fiery Winged Serpent.

White CGods  In American legend, they are said to be the Hyperboreans
who came to Ameriea in times Jong past, before the Hyperborean
continent was snbmerged, when the poles changed places and the anis of
the earth shifted.

Wildes Heer The Furnous MHorde of the dead warriors of Odin-Wotan
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which will return ar the end of tine as the Tast battalion’, to fight the
decisive battle for the retum of the Gods and the restoration of the
Golden Age. The transfipuration of man and the earth. The resurrection,
Woevre Saelde  Mysterious woman, guide of the Minnesdnger, the Germuap
troubadours, the Sous of Woevre Saelde, of lsolde.
Wotan  Odin. His emblematic weapon is the axe, a Hyperborean sign,

Yggdrasil  Another name whach the Edda give to the tree. 1t is destroyed
during the Ragnarék.

Yoga lindu philosophical system. science and technique of ‘anity’ or
reintegration, in the Vedanta, Technique, science of sbsolate ‘disunity’
in Swrkhyva dualism. Are of ‘indwiduadon’, of rotality, i the Tantm,
Way of Absolute Personahity and the Superraan, of Resurrection, in the
revelations made in this book. The way of NOS.

Yogini  Initiated woman of Tantrism.
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