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The only representative of God

The Prave watered by tears,

on earth is the soul

O vou, Tields of whear!

MEISTER ECKHART

Turn saay NG maore,
Wy wilt fhow trn away?
['he SLArEY floar,

The warery shore

s S g
Iz given thee all the break of day
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THE WAY OF A~MOR

INTRODUCTION

This work possesses all the defects needed to defeat time. 1 was
forced to write it in this way. In accordance with the required
limitarions, [ have alse been permitted to reveal the Marnal
Inicacan of A-Mor

The whole of my Creanve work falls cutside the boundaries of
any spec ific ||l.'-.=r;|r§.' gnee, It is neither a poCImn, nor a novel, nor i
philosophical essay, although it contains a listle of cach of these. |
conceived it within a chythmic unity of the soul, and it can be
assirralated with no more difficulty than thar inhcrent i ats
symbology and essential obscurity, even by those who come upon
it for the first tume.

I .'hl:"il."il Haolk |5-|".|'.'.' Beserreciion | have becn forced, as [ said, oo
violate the aesthetic formula, so 25 o mtroduce lengthy semi-
conceprual, but always symbalic, passages, which apparently break
through the web of 2 parallel world in order to situate themsclves in
another one — thus forming the arrows which assassinate time Of
course, they are the defects which are necessary for a grandiosc
ulcimarg diapason. ("This face docs not hawe erecbizh wgliness in it to
be rr'.ll.":. beavtitul,”)

EL/EIL A, Book of Magic Love, the werk which |'|g'|_-|_'-,-_‘||_'|_". this
one, sought the reintegration of hint and her, the recomposition of
the el itmordial Cosmic I-;!_: Harwe ¢ver it the Inittation of .-"'.-.r'-‘1c|r,
which NOS, Book of the Reswrrection atbempts to reveal {with great
fear and difficulty}. I am going beyond the Androgynous of the
beginnings, in scarch of an absolute differentiation, the Absolure
Persomality. [ smagine that the ulumate solution is a leap into the
Voud, over rhe Sahasrara chakra, from the peak of Mount Meru,
where the Mayric ".".n,'|,||,||||!_|L of Siva and Parvan ook E"'I.I'.l.'. [ her
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unten in sacred matnmony 15 called Gandharba — the Hieros-Garneps
or Mysterivmr Confunelionis. From there the intention is to reach
Sunyp, the sceming Voud, the Non-cxistent Flower, the definitive
separation of tantric ccstasy: Kaivalpa, as opposed to Vedandic
Sareadiii. That is ro say. the magician as opposcd to the saine and the
mystic. The ultimate aim of the Hyperborean Initation of A-Meor.

Ihe ariging of this most ancient mareial inigation are lost in the
mists of thme (il mdeed 1 ever did have any origing), and it is based
on the Orphic Cosmogony, which is a Hyperborean revelation
belonging solely o the polas divinities and semi-divinitics, to the
"White Gods® who lived at both pales and were later submerged in
thie interior “Haollow Earth'. f!]l.':.' are ulso the lords of the Ray of
Green Lighe, beyond the Sun of Gold and +he Black Sun.

'ﬂt':'li'l."rl.'lll'll_.] to the Ovphic Cosmogony, Love doives the Cosmao
gonie Eros o break the Cosmic Egg which encloscs i, dividing che
Androgynous. Thus, Creation is the dance of Him and Her seeking
and losing each other throughout infinity,

There 15 a MYELCTY WY hich has r:|r-:'|:.' boen ~.'_'_'-:'-|-;;_'|| of, and then
only in a tremulous, almost inaudible voice, The Androgynous had
a female companion who was not its *her' inside the Great Egg but
had always been outside it, cven before ir was broken, before the
loss of the Paradise of | I'.'|_1|;r|_'|-;_'|:r-;'.1 il i-.-p-:rl'.uurm means “oevord the
[ce and Storm™.' The Book .,.-,"i_:._-n-.:-:lri calls ber Lilith

The Book of Genesis is known to be an Atlancean story which
has been adulterated, expurgared, totally mutilated. Closer o what
really happened is what Mato tells us about Atlantis in his Critias
arnd Tomaews, I the Lw-5i||:||:|3: “a man ssued forth our of the carch’.
He was called Evenor and he married Leucppe. They had a
daugheer, Cleito. The god Poscidon ]l in love with her. Perhaps
this i the Gsil of the divine cxeraterreserials, of whick the Book of
Enoch tells ust The angels, i says, fell in love with the 'daugheers
of men” and consorted with them. From them were descended the
semi=divine heroes, who were no longer immoreal. From the union
of Poseidon and Cleito were born ton kings of Artlants, the cldest
bemg Atlas, who supports the pillar of the sky. After him comes
Apolio, who protects the Oath and the Golden Law. Apollo,
according to the Greeks, rravelled o Hyperborea every ninctecn

1 3 o .
Hyperborea is a mythical lost continent swrrounding the March Pole
Some p'.'-.||:-|-.' belseve that 10 was the real Aclans.

Trirodrnon A

arder to regjuvenate himself. In realey, the Greck gods arc
the heracs and kings of Atlantis-Hvperborea. Poseidon and Cleo

~duced the five pairs of twins who were the ten kings of Atlantis
pre e

The Dioscurl, ; . pai
1qo may be lason. At the very least, b 15 a king of the Grail, hke

ks itk
Castor and Pallux (Pole) are one of these pairs. So

Heracles-Heroules. .
It is important e be able ta cast light on the mystery of the Twin

Kings of Atlantis. Is the rwin 2 material entty or enly the 'double’
- .1;1 astral. parallel world?

It can be deduced from all chis that vanoos levels of humanity
exise. The divin Tumanity of the Hyperboreans, the semi=divine
humanity of the heroes descended from the intercourse of the gods
with the daughters of men, and that of the ammal-men, the sdra,
the pasu, “the slaves of Adantis”, perhaps the ‘rebots” of Atlants,
who somchow managed to survive its sinking

Plato tells us che story of the destruction ol Arlants as of it refers
to a catastrophe which ocourred a very long time atter the immense
W-*E"‘{_'r' thar is |'-|1|'..' recorded i the abdsi r !s_i-I-.'l: of the universe.
".'.llti':.' the divine ||1_.'j"l_'rh|:-r|':|1|- I.'-|.|'|1-.'||. trom i 1 thelr Fifapds, or
‘Poying discs’, going to other plancts (o Venus, the Morning 5tarf).
The axis of the carth shifted, the seasons were born, the Second
Earth invobated, The First Earth became the “hollew’ Interior
Earth. When the divinitics rerurned, ages later (Lucifer was onc of
their leaders), they foand everything changed. On the surface were
strange, unrecognisable beings (Evenor, Leucippe, Cleito?), Some
of the extraterrestrials 'fell in love with the daugheers of men
Lucifer and his hosts entered the meerior, Hollow Earih, where
they built the cties of Aghartr and Shambhalla. Theree they haped
to be able to recover those who had turned e semi=divinities
'!|1r'-'u.';y_|'| consorting with the tecrestrials,

Because of the impossibility of writing thei real mawaes, which
are in fact mantrams, we have given them names like Frenor
Apolle, Lucifer, Jason, Lencippe, Cleito and Lilith, which are eaken
froim the trune ied mythalogies of a maore oF les= recent past

[he Edda refer 1o |:||._- same subyecr as the Book of Enoch and the
Makabharara, showing ws that the Yamir and the Asir have
extraterrestrial orgmns. They are the “angels” of the Book of Enaoch
who taught men the arts of building, astronomy and agriculture
and women to adorn themselves by making cosmetics. Did the
".-".l.r;ir {BF thii .-I_w.'ir COMmSOTE 'k.||: |:|1q |_|;|||i_;]|lu'r'. ol 1 in? |"|.'I'||.||.'l~i ?!'l-'."[.'
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both did? Juse hike the Pandavas and the Koravas in the great war of
the Mahabharata, the Vanir and che Fsir, who were blood
relatives, entered into military serife, The Vanir lived in cthe north,
the Asir apparently came from the Caucasus, led by Odin, or
Wotan, the God of the Axc. They may have gone down inta the
Second Earth from the peak of Mount Elbrus, With them ehey took
the Goddess Fr igga, The Vanir had Frevia, Thereis ._'-r'r'u_'-frl_1.'|_'-|:.,- laexhs
difference between the two names. They also had Atlas. who ELVE
his name to Atlantis. He was the supporter of the pillar of the sky
above the North Pale, with his head touching the Pale Sear above,
oo Atlas, too, worshipped Odin's axe. From the umion of the
/Bsie and the Vanir came the Mersemen, worshipping their
Hy |:3':'r|!‘:|1'x'-\i|| AMCEE00rE !hr:'-l.l;J| the svimbel of the Pillar of the Skoy 3
whose real name 1s [k or ER, the root-name of the most imporeane
of the Gods, Irmin, which means POWER. In the Nordic cult, the
tree then became the symbol of the legendary pillar, It 15 the
[rminsul {IR-minsul), an ash which stood in the Eresburg 1ER-
eshurg), the Castle of ERL |'.:|::|r|!'||:.|!_'||:_' falled &, while the monk
Boniface oot down the sic |':'||"..'rr|.|r|'||_|| Olak called Donar in the
wiousand-year-old grove. Both converted the ‘pagans’ by force
The Edds tell us thar the sacred Tree, which was also called
Yggdrasil, was destroyed in the Ragnardk, or Dwilight of the
Crogls, [t was the Tree of Life which grew n the Nordic, polar,
Sacred Grove. Up its trunk climbed the vine Vid-Embla, like
fiery Serpent. coiling itself sound ic. The Firds- Fira, The crown of
the tree supported the sky and was the sky. Irs golden fruits were
the stars. In the Gardetr of the | I-\.\_":l"!-\.\."'ll_l_l_':‘-\. grew Gaolden -'1|-|-'-|-'-|'-"5. a5
they also did in Avalon, the Tieefa Pomarum, the Tsland of Apples
Apollo and the divine Hyperboreans went there to eat them in
aorder to rejuvenate themselves and return o life 25 immortals,
Thev were the Asir (Ask-Embla), ASA, Axe, support, axis of the
garth and the sky, Polar pillar and also Fies-Tite. The way and the
life. "The pillar and the hfe. The tree and the serpent. The }.-.-|||:|r and
Kundalini.

The Tuatha De Danann in the Irish legend are also the Esie, the
extraterresirials whe came down from ‘|| sLATS

The Nordic legends are claser to the great mystery of the poin
of origin than the C |'|r stian and expurgated ones, like the H:...:.JL of
Enoch itself; becavse the point of origin is to be found at the pole,
mn Hyperborea. From f|'|~;|~; came the cult of the Magic, Sacred

Intraduction 1
Wedding, later called Gaedirarbe in Aryan India, and whach the
| = '] 3
CLertnans II:-I.:Ik. wrich rI e to |_||.,\_ ||||-|Il,,'l.1l.'||., 'l.'l.'Ill;,'ll,,' 11 TI"I|,'|,I-\,,"i.r|_'|_|
|
-._.r-:ll the ||_1Lr||
Tristan and [soldel, along with che Asag (see the

ATENE the Priw |_|'||1I] troibadonrs and the Minnes

'q.‘ﬁ||_:||_|_|., .Jl.l_'\-\..l
Dicrionary of [||11|.|r1-.'-:|'| b A=Mor ar the end af the I."'ll.:"l.:"k 1, the Blay

Bride and rhe Countess of Mav. And also with the mvsterious

7 owhose sons the Minmesdager claimed o be.

Waoerre Saelde {Isold:

With re !:_-“J to the Hyperborean Magic Wedding, i should be
hormne in mind that the name of the God Poseidon comes trom the
IZ_.-._'L‘“'.'l!-'. _I:‘-"'-':- whi{l‘: RS |:|'|-_- LAk :||:.| one. | ||-'.' ]'I'.'I:H-:'.'I.IJII.I vr'i_il-_-.:-.w.
the Betrothed, According to the Greek legend, he is the son of the
God Uranus and the Goddess Gaa, the divine ancestors of the
Aclanteans, Eunpides said: e the Land of Amber (Hyperborea),
the King of the Gods celebrated his marnage.

The belicf in reincarnation is also cssentally nordico-polar (of
both poles), being better expressed in the myth of the Eternal
Return than in the rationally elaborated concept of Hinduwism and
Buaddhisr

ITHE REVELATICMM

Because of the prosimity of a new cataclysm, within the Eternal
Hemirn, and wecause the |,'|'n.'|_-k of those who will be saved by the
Flying Discs of Light have almost been filled, | have been permitted
to reveal certain pages of the sacred book which refers o the
cosmogony of this Martial Initation of A=Mor = thanks to the same
acceleration of time which foretold the catastrophe

Here is what appears in the book which was salvaged from the
111l

How the Cosmic Egg was hroken

‘There was an Egg, which was all the non-creared world, with
transparent walls through which rhere coumld b scen o ore ard a
non-ouside. And this was where HIM-HER lived. In the
breathing of the Grear Epg, from time to nme, like something
which happened before the seconds and the hours, there appeared
the colour green, which might have become a star, or a ray of hight,
but which remained as the motionless, cosmogonic Great Ege. A
music, a sound, took shape, or ra.:h-'r the sced of a music, its

inginuaged trembling, And the b hich was there, inside the
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Great Egg, seemingly complere and cternal, gave oft 3 green
vapour, and in that tenuous mosic the vapour. condensed and She

stood before Him, as if in che play of a breath or the simulation of a

dance. Bur She did not Vob CXISE, Hurriedlvy He remcorporated Her,
breathing in |,|:_'*.']_1'|:.' |'-|,'|,'|_'-|:|'|i|'|:=_-: Hik-HER once more.

"Bur, the '.'!-.|l-.':ri|||.'|11 h 151 oy |_1-;|_':' II'|-II.|:.". I:|'|-\.' [ Wias rl-.-L-m]d
Chance becamg r]q._'t.r|||1_,' within the Great Egg. The breathing
became rhythmie, although still staved within the walls ol
transparent ice. And each time the Being breathed our, She
emerged and danced a lietle, covered in a green placenta, until He
breathed Her in as if He were drowning in @ horrible pleasure,
rapidly, rapidly, so as not to let Her escape. And a new chanee-
destiry occurred. The precn veerls fell awaw from Her. And He saw
Her for the fiest ome naked in ber body made of breathed tome
E'-l.l:.-' and dance, Apnd all his crer ||i|:. could ot suffice Him to gaze
upon her nakedness. e an costasy ol groen fear. And as this evene
occurred for the firse ime, circular like his breathing which was
nOW SPINnINg ke a star, She became hard, |'|,'r.||||i||!3 her subsrance
and farim, |_||1|:‘i. She, oo, could ELaZe upoin Hizm from ountside, Ared
although She tried to recurn, She could no longer do so, because
She didn't fit, She couldn’s get i, She was alone for a moment, but
in that moment She realised thar being zlone could be a pleasant
sensation. And She began to dance more and more quickly. And
when He retirned from his costasy, all his effors o reincorpocate
Her were 1 vaim, becaose the entrance had become smaller or nad
i]l_‘:'-il_'l.‘l. Il.'.'|'.'2|1:|§'I the I|'rr1|:'-'!|_' |;_'||1.|_]:_ ak !]l_'n_'-rl:'.'_ 'u|:||_'|_-|1|::|'._'|_||l.'l.‘|.. And as
He came closer to Her, He experienced the vernginous sensation of
his own flesh ouching itself on the other side of 2 mirroe. And it
wis she who ook him into her body. Buer this s mat ar all the sam
tiderg .

It will mever be known who smashed the walls of the Cosmic
Egg, whether it was Him or Her. The Egg turned into a sear, a
miviiad of stars, into the music of the spheres, Sormeons stood
waiting a8 if beswde a spring, where the history of the Cesmogonic
Egg s guarded in the seores depths of s impeneerable mystery

‘It has been said that She was the one who smashed the walls of
the Great Egg, who was the actve ong, and that He remained
motionless, as if paralysed. But, as we have seen, it was He who
.-iL'!_!_.Il'I ] i.":l.'.'ll..:'.l.' Hi r, pr-::_i-'-_'l:||1|: Her ]qu.' I:|'|-.' IIT1EEC I '.|| LA, 8
as ta sec Her unfold, |:-!_'!:i||||i||:_’ the uncertaim se paration and o

Dieiraddnciiog

weliere that He loved. lr was He who invenred this almosi=love,
i L ;

But it has alwavs et said thar it was She, the seductress, the
pretl vetled ballerina, wha gave a boginning o the How of the
rreen-vetled in - - il
- .||,_-.|-,‘,_.|'+||.- riviep of IDEms, oo the allusinarory aamd ol I 1Ak Al
W o 3
prese]f Im MEITTOrS. _

“Baar, 1% there ot E"".'I'h.'l'l-""i mather hidden being, eieher inside or
urside the Great Fep, who pre-insinuates the drama? Anothor
g W LE RR LS E ]
being whea has disc pwvered the wav to get i through the walls of

frozen glass:
H T [
'l;_]|_|7-:u']|.' there is |_|,||:'|'||n:_|| bt 'I-!.;E;-._ miore | B 2% Hecause s
drama takes place in only one of them. In the others there is still the

crepnity of HIM-HER, like an inviolate act

The Her of Hin

"We are coming down from the 'I{.]f.' af Greeps Light, Orst to the
inandible music of the Black Sun, then to the audible music ol the
Sun of Gold. And from s light which surrontivds us, we have
managed to cxtract the knowledge that the externalised woman
dises not have a soul or a “pre"-existence whi b wrould make her
immuogral. Because she was projected. This knowledge drives her
tor suck in che man, draa 11 hirn inte herself, TCpoalinmg the '”i!:"-:""l
event, but in the opposte way, as an even more obscure act. He
will become the son, prolonging within the species the possi-
bility of the Eternal Return, the sarnmgs of the wheel, so that
the hope of reintcgration can continue. And the longing. She
perpetuates herself in reproduction, conscrving the increasmgly
tenuous hope of resurrection and of becoming immaortal. How-
ever. salely through His immortalicy can She hecome immmoral
Thiz rmv Hr-;,:l"-\.' % |:':-'q.-.|]l.';‘| only te o few the mitacion of the Geal,
that -.|._;-||,_. which fell from the Rav of Green '|i-:','|'|l.. tliar fup of
eternal life

“There arc two types of women: the seductress, who wishes to
go on dancing oucside so a3 to imagine herselt alive aned wich a soul,
;'.IIT'.I.II'I-.'\, the warrior in order 1o desecrate him [Ecee Dens fortior me
il veriens dopmimabiiur wulii!}: and she who places her etermicy i the
hands of her lover, who “dics so that he may live™, becawse she
belieyves i him with faich and love, imagining that if he regains b=
cternicy,. he will make her immaortal, toc.

“Whaever has the good fortune to mect this woman should




& Mg Book of the Reswrrection

respond to her with loyalty and honour, and should one day ey
and return through the walls of transparent ice, bevond the cold
:||||_| 1‘|1:.' S0OTIN, ]h‘l. aude sk |1.::. ql:al:yd |1-_" ii_'_:|'|1|_-|'|:_a:||:-.- 0l |'|i-._

*Woce beade the one whe, having received the gift of eternity in
the cup of death, was not loval to his Her and was not able 1o bring
Her back w life! .

“There 1s only one her for each him. She has been singled out for
him m some register of the universe. This cannot be changed,
because She is the Her who came out of Him. In the curming of the
whicel of the Erernal Berurn, it % not alw Y5 !_:i'.'n_':_-'_- to themn to mect.
One or other might arrive late, or teo early. Burt if they do manage
to meet, cverything must be put at stake to bring her back o life
And it 15 3 crime o continue losing lives in other non-essential
scarches; because no one can succeed in replacing his Her

“The Way of Return is a bard one. Here 15 the scop of the
wayiares

" Lueifer,

There mever was a passaige,

'a'ul'l‘d e OELC, '-uilll'.'

Earliese imes,

Has ever discovered i,

Meither by sea nor by land,

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

This sighing of his breast

The way 15 agonizing,

|..'-|-.'|.'F'~ are the .'-'.':Itl.'r:i

O death!

Whers, O Lucifer,

Shall we cross this immense sca?™

n

‘With Luci-Bel we have liv this fire which never goes out and
which lcads us to a superhuman, irreversible destiny.

The Goids

"Those Eggs whose walls of ice have not vet been broken, within
which the Cosmic Eras has not divided, are the Gods who warch
us, following our enterprise from wathin cheir frozen immatality,
in their absolure darkness, cheir black holes, through their walls of

|I|‘|I.'I"-|III: 14l o

real glass. They are the para-Him and the para-Her. The inviolate
ones. However, perhaps they hope that from our movemnent, O
fore-seen chance-destiny, conscious light may emecrge for them as
well, like an imperious meaning whis b will force them to crass the
walls of real glass of their Eggs and which will smash them, 50 that
the vibration projected Ly cur drama, our dance of pleaswre and
pain, may illuminace the darkness of the inviolate ones

HER-HIM

‘It is whispered that there was once a woman who did OOt EATatE
from HIM-HER, the Cosmic Eros, and did not escape from it m a
sigh of imagination and desire. And she was believed to have an
smmortal soul. Thus, she was the first companion of the
Androgynous, being Androgynous herself, Bue this is no longer
spoken of.

‘In the darkness of the primordial Egg, this darkness is only so
for whoever is looking at i€ from outside, because this darkness 15 3
different kind of light, submerged in fury. Whoever is inside it only
sees through blinded cyes, through the frozen glass, from one pole
to the oiher, HIM-HER sces HER-HIM.

‘HER-HINL, the first companicn of the Cosmic Eros, has never
been heard of again. And it is better so. The illusion of a retumn to
HIM-HER and the passibility of reabsorbing her into oneself,
becoming  [rozce for ever, was believed in. Has it ever been
successhully achieved?

T, I.".‘".":;J.Ll.hl.' it 15 seill being soughs on the outside of women, 10
their physical bodies. It should be known then that, wn reality, the
solution is to be able to bring Her back to I, w resurrect Her
within bis soul.

'‘However, once the Great Egg has becn broken, nething can
ever be the same again. The way back never reaches the same point
i the turning of 1;};. spiral. And She will never again go back inside
Him. as She onee was before che beginning of time. Mow She will
lose herself ausside ar :-||‘"_'l_'|i:~ which reach the other side of hght

‘But, erernal love has been created

{ I.il L1{a )

*There ix no single species of woman in the world, When the Egg of
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the Androgynous, but the Ahsolnte Man and the Absolute
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The woman dics. She is dead. She must die in order to
rhe warrios's companion, cxisting ondy o his

achie
W oiman. .
ArH B0 |i|.l."_ She 1% g |
n his spint. Only with the memory of his beloved m his
Giral. Iy the warriors of the order,

et
|'|1|1'I.|. 1 |
¢ can the initiate achieve the : .
passcs from the species ta the individual, accompanicd

Because he who continues to procreate

Jiear
mmartali
by an incurable sgerility
children of |_1__-|i-.|'|.'||'-'i|,' flsh :'.-.|'.-IEI..-I: [CsUETCCL, .
‘The sign of the immortals is the square pupil. Look closely at the
cved of avery traveller you mect, lest an immortal cross your path
and vou fail o recognise him.
“You have the impression that you have heard these words, seen
the fire that consumes and illuminates each of these pages, and had
the wvision of the Cosmic BErg betore, And this s 5o, because the
Great Egg 15 to be Found mimside another snll |,||!;q._'| one, which has
pever been broken, Becanse of thas, the act of losing 15 L'[L'J:'I.I”:l.
n."P-:“ntL'd. because the longing revalves within the w alls = seill imeace
but limited — of 2 universe without exit, repeating cach image, each
I':.]gmc|'|t_ |_'~;|-:'|'| SEar, ercemally, Uil SO1TLC0NE, SOMHE .‘|.'|‘.'. i rh-.-
depths of midnight, reaches the Midday Sun and, with the sword
of a Ray of Green Light, succeeds in smashing the walls of this
other huge Egg, opening the way to the cxastence of a reality which
has never been imagined even by the greatese of the searchers of
longing

‘Dreive your sweord ineo e marror beside the fire, so that as ie i%
||_'I_'||_=|,'I:-.'.j 1§ ir_ e r1_.'l:||i1'|i[ leveles ag uf 1t f"\. i an |||:-i:|-:'-:|-:|'.'.'1'| sk “.
like an arm holding e, rising out of the waters, And passiig Yous

sword over the fire, SITE;

“0 Sun of Gold thar reflects the Black Sun’

O Black Sun that hides the Ray of Green Light
"-"'-"1i|'|.|||':|'\-.~."!.|'-|,!- lomirons s had o

Rend your veils, so that

[ ey h-.'q."!||:_ |"|_E|_:.|_|| fasi,

Vetled by venr dise,

By the '.':_||l. img of wour swastika

Becanse the oie who s hiddes there

s 1 eyt

Lot furgetfulness never again fall upon us, let what we lved
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through i the Eternal Return not find us again without memaory.
witheut recollection, let us engrave i for ever.

: Continue vour scarch for the ary, enter 1. She, too, 15
wrarching for it

‘Traw your sword, unsheathe it, the moment has armved.’

From this visicn, one can dedoce the following: loveless A-Mor
consists of a reintegration of her i Him and him in Her, winch
Jung conceived of as the rmintegration of the Anime and the A,
psychoelogising a sacred mystery, However, this does not imply a
return g the original Androgynous, a recomposition of the Cosmac
Ege which had divided, because now a tace 15 being given to the
qoud, a5 the book |_"':'-:F|.:Ii11'-' The face of the Lover and the Beloved,
|,:|E' Het “him™ and | |i:'. 'hl_'r- |‘||.h.-1-| [[—H :||||_| I |_|'.|Q-'i 1A Fsaw £ |-.'|:.|r|_|_|
:'!H.'l‘l nrhcr ".!-T. A05h i1 & -:‘|i|.‘|-:'r-:'11t WY, W ill‘l A-Mlor, I:|'|.|l.' B, irhm:;-
death, becoming transfigured in a cotal Absolute Perscmaliry,
.J-:.'J]]l."l.'LIIE Cine=S¢11, Scparared and  wniced for all tme in the
separation of HIM-HER and HER-HIM, in the immorrality of a
resurrection which has thus been invented and creared, of 2 non-
existent A-Mor, but more real than anything thay exists. The A-
tar of HIM-HER and HER-HIM.

Hor ext IR0 PATIEM SI0RER TR CiRE e eerjlatione el _|!i:'r'l-'l'l'l.ll-"'

WMICUEL SERRAND

Coasy Lampszl

Mowtaprola

To the May Bride

ETERNAL RETURN

[ kpow thar [ will meet WO AL and thae !_".'-:_"|':.'1|‘|ir|!_'L will |1;||,1|'u_|1
OMCE AR AN l.'.‘-i.'l.l.'[]‘_.' as it did so |.|.:-|||.: agro. B et that this tame 1wl
not allow you to die. | will hold you in my arms, defending you
.JE-'\..'liJ]':'T the dark waters of death. Becaose chis time 1 will remember
everythang. [ wall remember that you have already died. But will 1
remember?
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A'TEHEN OF ITHE WHEEL

THE COMRADE

For many years he had been travelling through these inhospitable,
unpﬂpu]-’-ﬂ-‘d regions, e bad crossed forests, lakes, high snow-
covered passes, drawing ever closer to the Grear South. Some
natives greeted him reverently, others ran away when they saw his
bluc cyes and golden hair. An Amncahiinca, they called him, an
inhabitant of the City of the Cacsars. They didn’t know that he was
exactly the opposite: that he was, in fact, searching for that ciry.

His sword and armour -.-.'q:i.ghn:'d him down, Also, he was
dragging a cauldron. It was some time since his horse, with a star
on its forehead, had leapt into a ravine. He had been able to save
himself by grabbing hold of the branches of an apple tree that
someote had planted in that wilderness.

Hec was approaching a hillside covered with stunred trees and 2
few sickly Aowers which had been twisted by the southerly gales.
At nightfall, a shadow appeared on the rocky wall, becoming
clearer as he came closer to it. It was a cave. A tecble light was
shining from inside it. The man decided to spend the night there,
protected from the 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 i the reflecred
light of some flames. He stepped forward into a central square and
saw 1 that seated at a round table which had been carved either out
of the rock or-perhaps out of a gigantic stalagmite. There was a
blazing fire and two lighted torches fixed to the wall. The man
appeared not to have beard him arrive, His eyes were closed and he
was drawing circles on the top of the table. On the ground were
scattered 2 number of scrolls; some were spread open and he could
sog th.'l.f T.I'l.l:"!r' WLTC ]'I"Ii.-'.l.‘"‘"i
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Approaching the table, he had the strange impression that he had
already lived this scene. He struck the stone cover three dmes with
his first, as a signal. The man opened his eves and stopped drawing.

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

"You have come at last. I was expecting vou. Are you capable of
drawing a perfect circle with your eyes closed? Only if you can do
this, can you enter the city.”

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

*That is truc. And then 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 stalagmites are made of that mysteri-
ous substance. From the maps that you see at my feet vou can rell
that the city is not far away. Farcther to the south, between these
mountain ranges, near a lake, vou will find its entrance. I had be-
come convinced that the opening to that subterranean world was to
be found in this cave. I have searched for it by concentrating my
mind and drawing crcles with my eyes closed. And now | know
that ir is not here. Perhaps 1t 1s farther to the south, towards the
pole.’

‘Hawve you also retraced your steps, backwards through time? |
have, with the result thae 1 felt the dizzy sensation of going against
the current. My horse could not follow, so he leape into a ravine.
Can you freel how the ground trembles as we go forwards?

‘This is becanse we are struggling to walk backwards, which
displeases the Second Earth. It is the terror it feels knowing that it
will be overtaken. It is also our fear of something alarming which is
about to occur: the meeting with that being whom no enc can look
at face to face. These southern regions of the world are plagued by
earthquakes because they have always held out the possibility of
this meeting. They are the vestibule of immortality.’

He bent down to pick up one of the scrolls. Spreading it our on
the circular stone, he pointed to certain regions with his dagger.

“You must continue your journey towards here, The Insula
Avallonis, which was believed to be in Albion, the White Land, is
really in Albamia. Thart is the true name of this world which is older
than the other one, the Continent of the White Gods and Giants,
which is populated on its surface by the slaves who escaped from

-]
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Aclantis. But in that city tor which we are searching, 1n that First
ntericr Earth, the White Gods stll live. And the women who
ossess powers of healing. They are the Regions of Pleasure.’

*Alas!” he said, °l feel an insanable tharse.”

“That is the thirst of the pilgrim, which can only be quenched by
drinking from the Chalice of Green Stone. lits hguor alone can sate
our longing for eternal love, comrade.’

‘Wow 1 remember, vour name is Jason. You were the first
warrior-troubadour. And your dog's name is Leo.”

‘Now my dog’s name 15 Aries.’

‘Oh! Speak to me of the Grail.”

‘It is guarded in a sanctuary somewhere in this area. [t was
brought here by those who were defeated in the great war of the
worlds, on the sinking of the Polar Island, where the animals and
the fruits conversed with the humans, where my dog could answer
me with words that 1 could understand. The apples of Avalon
moved, coming closcr to our hearts. . . . The Grail is a jewel which
fell from the crown of our guide, Lucifer, when it was broken in his
battle in the heavens, when he was struck by the sword of the
enemy. It is said that possibly He himself carried it to the North
Pole, descending like a bright light, like 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 ]}il:'-l:l:'
of the broken crown of their guide, in the form of a stone on which
is inscribed the Law and the Great Secret. It is also an Emerald
Chalice, in which a liquor made from the blood of extraterrestrials
15 drunk. The indecipherable signs protect the wisdom and the
history of a great myth of love. When Hyperborea and Adantis
were destroyed, the White Gods, who had already emigrated to
this other continent, entered the Interior Earth, the Hollow Earth,
its “Double”. The mystery is guarded at the South Pole. The hquor
15 the blood of our guide, Lucifer.’

'l have heard tell’, he interrupted, ‘that in the Polar Oases, our
guide lics aslecp and that he will be awaken ed when time has ended.
He is alive and yet not alive, he is dead and yer not dead. Because
the Grail keeps one in a statc of non-death, as if preserved in sleep.”

‘It is belicved that the name Grail was read 1n the stars, in very
ancient times. When the stars were scanned, this name was
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discovered. Yes, the Grail fell from che stars.”

‘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 that
we now see appearing and disappearing in the sky, moving at the
speed of thoughe, changing shape and colour as they emit music
and “seem to read the minds and feelings of men™, are the New
Grail, the reincarnation of its legend. They have carried off our
gmide, and they will return him to vs. They are all-powerful. They
can bring the dead back to life, If we do not forget to ask the
“question”, like Parsifal, they will wake us to our guide. But
beforehand we must triumph in the great tests of the mystery of the
Grail. The light from the Dise i¢ blinding. When it appears, the
lights of the city go out. The Disc takes us ourside time, it makes
the sleep of centuries seem less than a second. In it the White Gods
came down from the sky, . . . [ have revealed the secret of the New
Grail to you. . . . Look at my face. . . . Do you recognise me
now?'

“Yes,” he said, ‘vour name is Jason,”

‘The Land of the Grail trembles. I tremble. No other hght can
compare with the light of the Grail. He who has foreseen ir, or
dreamed it 15 lost to chis world, becausce the Grail is the r_{riving
torce behind cvery enterprise. It is at the origin of the war we are
fighting. Onece we have stepped on to the road which leads to the
city where the Grail is kept, it would be bester never to have

embarked on the enterprise than to abandon . Even falling and
getting up again, wounded, dying, we must go on unel we find ic.
We must never turn back; because the Grail is the medicine, the
food of eternal life. Ie s cransfiguration. Wichout God, without all
the Gods, who do not want us to succeed, with only our ancient
Hyperborean fury and 1he memory of the Beloved in our heart, we
will achieve the Grail."

"The Grail is the Stone of Light,” he cried. ‘It quenches our chirst,
it multplies our food, I teeds us internally, creating inside us the
light that enables us to find the narrow passageways that lead us to
the room where our Beloved lics sleeping. Before it was found,
there were no roads. The fire which has been Lit will never go out
again. . .

‘I lived in the forest like a pure madman. 1 was the son of a

A Turn of the Wheel 1%

jow. Or perbaps you were? My first fight was against hl::'. for
wl independénce of my soul. But how much Lowe herl. | |
[hFl-hf light of the torches slowly dimmed. The night was drawmg
ont. Soon it would be midnight. The mterplay of light and s:hadcnw
on the walls of the cave and on the sharp edges of the s_.:alaq:tm:s; had
40 almost hypnonc cifect. His eyes werc slnwl?r closing. .

He heard him say: "You are the sword. She 15 the chalice. .

Then, a melodioos whistle, which seemed to come from his

hildhood. _ :
g And the dog called Aries came and lay down at his fect, m the

drcle.

THE DREAM

The men entered the cave and came into the centre. They wore
black gowns and carried swords. In all, there wee now twelve of
them. Around the table were thireen seats. A milky-white light,
seemingly given off by the amber, enveloped the scenc. Then his
comrade changed his seat, looking for the thirteenth one.

He felt his heart stop beating, an icy coldness gripped him. He
wanted to move, to stop his comrade, but was unable ro. He
managed to force open nis Yips, which felt as heavy as stone, and
tried to shout to him: ‘Don’t do that! Don’t sic thege, in the Siege
Perilous! Den't do it again, comrade. Don'e die again, leaving me
alone in the hight.”

His comrade didn't listen to him and sat down in that seat. The
other eleven people {for the gnide was not there) took held of the
top of the Round Table with both hands, as it had begun to spin
wildly in the direction in which the First Earth revnlveq. An
carthquake flattened 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, announcing its presence within cach of them as a star,

And then there was no onc left but the man and his comrade’s
dog.

THE DOG ON THE FROZEMN PLAIN

“Why have you woken me? | was much happier there. I was living
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ina dream. Don’t you have anything better to teach me on this side
of things?" Jason had said. He remembered having heard him sav
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 a
dream which was more real than any realty. A ceft had opened
beneath the stone circle, beside the Siege Perilous, along that path
of pure dreaming which he had chosen in 2 remote past, during the
years of his youth. .

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

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

He stroked the head of the dog, which shook its curly coat and
stared at him, asking him the reason for its existence, why it was
there, why it was a dog. It was only for a second, because instince
quickly took over, the instinct of the guide dog, the dog which
leads the blind. It began o sniff the sickly bushes, the rocks which
stuck out of the snow. Now it would be the dog which would
follow the non-existent road, inventing it for him, following the
scent of that flower which is alse non-existent, called Calafate,
which grows in the inhospitable regions of the south, where the
cold and the light of the Black Sun of midnight and the polar ices
begin ro make themselves fele.

For weeks and months they walked on without meeting anyone.
They were rounding the cdges 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
twa or three bushes on the horizon, hent by the wind. The dog
came to a halt, pantng, with irs wet tongue hanging out; it looked
at him fixedly.

The man said to himself: *How ean people say that dogs ean't
speak? It is saying farewell to me with its eyes. I understand
perfectly.’

The dog sar down, there in the space between the peaks and the
frozen plain. Still looking at him fixedly, it began to speak to him
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:n his own language: T have fulfilled my duty towards you,
mmmdf, Jam going to join Jason, drawn to him by his -_':n.w:h.a.ma.:d
whirlpeol, his whistle which seems to come from a distant
childhood. They are calling me, You don't need me outside you
any mMore. [ will howl inside you, like my brother tht wolf, ‘J.-'Ehl!‘ﬂ
the hour of your leaving also comes, when you will be reunited
with us in the City of Dawn,’

And it began to run, slowly at first, then faster and faster,
straight across the frozen plam. Some black birds appeared in the
sk and flew very <lose to it. And as ¢h ey all faded into the diﬁll;mtr:,
1ppmafh.ing the twisted trees on the horizon, it seemed as if the
hirds were :-;1.~.-':::u:'.upi]1g down on to the -_']-::u!_z,, on to 1ts coat ol HL:-H-:'H
curls. And then he could see it no longer, because a thick mist
covered the plain.

For a long vme he walked in this mast. He never knew how he
managed to cross the plain, because he walked as ifin a dream. And
thus it was that l_"u.r::u[Ll:L]l‘,’ he found himself either inside a house
with an old man like 2 gigantic mountain, whose face was marked
with crevices of mineral and whose eyes had squarc pupils, or
walking beside him,

THE MASTER OF THE 5PHINK

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

‘Let us talk,” he sad. "Question me as you would question
yourse|f,

The man stretched out beside him.,

‘[ am surrounded by dead — both men and amimals. 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 15 badly put. What vou should ask & whether
there is any reason to believe that anything survives death.’

'Is there?”

‘A child, in whom the “ego™ has not yet appeared, who talks in
the third person, still has the dreams of an individualised being,
with 2 clearly defined personality, which affect his whole adult life.

! : : ; E = ot :
A prehistoric animal from the time of the great repeiles, found frozen ina
cave wy Patagonia in the south of Chile,
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Where is the '.'E-‘t..TL'l" which 15 not there, which is not Vel COnSCIous;
Perhaps in his "Guardian Angel”. which has not yet lost its wings?
If the mind is capable of funcrioning outside the mortal body, then
it is incorruptible, it is outside the confines of time and space. It
lives i the stars, in the Ray of Green Light. If it has once been
outside the body, it will be so again. Which does not mean to say
lh.LII you can rid yourself of your "ego™. On the contrary. Your
“ego” can nd ]['.--L-]Fl.'.lf_}’ﬂur body, but you can never nid vourself of
it It will avways be there. Even in a moment of great ecstasy, there
15 an “ego” which knows that there was such a moment. There will
always be an “ego” w0 know that you no longer exist.’

The Master vamished,

He remembered that a long while ago, in a faraway land, he had
net him beside the Sphinx. Then he had spoken to him of love and
crime. He had told him that it is necessary to love like one
committing a crime.

On lus 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 a
handsome old man, with clear eves and a sweer smile. He was
-:tmtmnplntit]g the mountains and a blue lake sct in a ian:]m‘.:l]w
whose vegetation reminded him of the Valley of the Flowers in the
Himalawvas.

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

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

"Who 1s Leo, Master?

‘Leo 1s the astrological age in which animals conversed with
men. . .. There are magical happenings in this world., For
example, a dog which finds #s master’s house after being
abandoned more than one hundred kilometres away. MNature is
wise. If you listen to it, yow can hear the voice of God, of all the
Gods. Leo also understands the languape of the flowers and the
plants.’

“When | was a child, 1, too, could speak with the flowers. It is

*
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assible that my “ego” was dispersed among them, before
entered my body. Perhaps a part of it still remains in the landscape.
And rhus my love of nature may be no more than love of

j'ﬂ'!.?'if]f
‘Happy are those who, i old age, are permitted to cxperience

once again the emocions of their earhest infancy, to histen to the
same melody!

‘I have just met the Master of the Sphinx. Bue he spoke to me in
H}’mbﬂiﬁ.-.{ would almost say that he interpreted them.”

‘He has the night to do so0," he explained. ‘Because he 15 an
immense nioungan.’

The smile of the Master who could converse with the animals
and flowers was so gentle and his blue eves were so clear that the
man ekt his heare fill wich a l.i-;:L'p, melancholic presentiment thar
this meeting, too, was drawing to a close.

I'HE SIGNS

When fundamental events are closc to reproducing themselves,
although they almost always take us by surprise, there are signs
which should alert us. They are signs which appear in our souls and
i the landscape around us. Like a muted music which appears in a
ray of light and mowves across the warers.

The sky was a cold, pale blue. The snow and ice made walking
through the rocky pass difficult, 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 illursinated a solitary stone on which lay a
Copihue’, like a bell of crystallised blood, transparent in this
almest polar light.

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

ﬁl-nd O tl.'.ll:: sLone I'I.I'_" rI;_!.:II.']. thl.: rncssﬂgd_‘,:

"Come what may ! will proceed

To walk the wav

O beauty,

The way that leads towards the height
That seems to rouch

The sky.

" Mational flower of Chile { Lapageria rasea),
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Steep is the path,

But filled with light

From those that chmbed
Before me,

Who left on every jutting rock
A lantern glowing

With their dreams.’

ALLOUINE

On a plateau on the mountainside near the unattainable peak lay a
small lake and a semi-petrified forest of fir erees and tall pines. The
water of the lake was partially frozen, so that in places one could
walk on it. In this lonely, icy landscape stood a cabin, The radiant
summit of Mount Melimoyu' stood our clearly, leaning ar a
perilous angle.

Although the lake was small, the man tock months, maybe even
years, to walk round it and reach the entrance to the cabin.

He opened the small door and found himself inside a circular
room. On the floor were deerskins and some branches from a
cinmamon tree. The embers of a dying fire gave off a blue light.
Beside it, dressed in a thin red gown, stood a woman. A keadband
of the same colour held back her hair, which cascaded over her
shoulders hke a golden waterfall. She looked ar him fixedly. And
he felt that, for the first time, he was being stripped of his ‘cgo’. It
seemed to him as if it was dissol¥ing In a swect emotional
SEenSAtON.

0 Gods!" he said to himself. ‘It is Allouine!”

For a moment he los: himself in the magic of her eyves.

‘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 earth was shaking,” she explained. *My horse leapt inro a
ravine. The branch of the apple tree couldn’t support my weighe. [
was brought here by a muracle, carried by a ray of hight. Only
because | had to wait for you. ... The fire, too, is burning

out. ...

' Meli = four. Moyu = breast.
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He laid her down on the skins, making her a bed of cinnamon
and fir branches. He rekindled the fire, which .:_'|"||;.:_'Iq:|1:r gave ol it
blue-green light again.

However, the room was not cold. The walls of ice, which
appeared opaque from the outside, seemed transparent from the
inside, giving a view over the lake and the semi-petrified fores:,
which from a distance locked like slender serrated mountains, and
the white peak nsing mnto the sky

The night filled wath stars. And it was traversed by those musical
lights which can ‘read the thoughes of men'.

WHAT SHE LOOKED LIKE

Her forchead was like the disc of the Moon. Her eyes shone like the
Morning Star, with a deep, dewy light. Her golden lashes were hike
petals which had fallen from the sun in autumn. When they were
closed, it seemed as if the wings of birds had shur our the light of
day. Her neck was long, like that of the statues in a temple. Her
delicate arms, her slender legs were like the roads that lead us to and
from the Enchanted City. Her hands, with a tracery of delicate blue
vemns, gently stirred the air, as if weaving her dreams. Her golden
hair floated in the breeze from the glaciers, becoming entangled in
the branches of the Hyperborean oak 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 ‘I
saw you arrive riding astnide an arrow. Therefore [ shall call vou
Avris, which is the name of the God of our lost continent. Avris
loved Allouine, the fifth-born daughter of the City of Transparent
Ice, which revolves but stays still. | have the power to put you in
contact with your star. [ am the roof which will shelter you from
the storm. My love will give us peace and defend us from all
danger. You will find peace in combar. Bur it will be [ who will
fight within vou. And your bravery will protect us to the end. [ am
within you, I am you, my fate is linked with yours. And you will
have no other companion, now or in the depths of the grave. I will
be constantly at vour side in the Great War and if vou remain |yl
@0 me till the end of time, if you believe in me steadfastly, bravery
and good fortune will never forsake yvou, Only with you can | enter
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the city. In vour mind, i the memory of your heart. And when
you have reached it, you will find me waiting there for you, to
hand you the chalice filled to the brim with the liquor of
Immaortality and Eternal Love. Thas is the mystery, O Avns!. .

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

She touched his forehead. It seemed to him as if 2 whole life, 3
whole Tum of the Wheel, and much, much more, had come
together in this momentous peak of the spiral. Through his clouded
eyes he warched the fire, withour speaking, Until he was agamn able
to tell her about his lost comrade and his dog.

*This has happened so many times!" he exclamed. “*And [ have
been unable o change a dhing!. . .°

To comfort ham, she told him the ]-:_‘gn;‘]]d. of their ancestors, the
seckers of the City of Dawn.

THE WHITE GODS

"We are a solar race; but from that Sun which lics on the other side
of all the suns. Our star 18 close by and appears to the Walkers of the
Dawn to show them the way, beyond the Sun of Gold and the
Black Sun, to the mansions of the Ray of Green Light, from
whenee love and drcaming come to us.

“The memory of light shows us that the White Gods are the fallen
warriors who sought refuge in that star. The story goes thar they
came down to live at the North Pole, on the continent of
Hyperborea, which enjoyed a cemperate climate during the Golden
Age. When that contivent disappeared, when the catastrophe in the
skies was repeated, the White Gods withdrew inte the Intenor
Earth, althovgh a few of them went to a transoccanic continent, to
the west, where the Sun of the Golden Age had not vet set, because
that was where the Black Sun of the South Pole rose, at the pomnt
where Arcthus, Arthos, the l-11_|.rp;:1'burf:a.11 bear, becarmne Antarec-
thus, the bearless bear of the Southern Contnent, where Stone-
henge, the Observatory of the Sun, became Tiahuanacu, the
cransmitter 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 onc pole to the other. They
carried a sword, a lance and a cauldron, together with the Soma

A Turn of the Wheel 27

plant. With them they also brought the stone which fell from the
bkroken crown of Lucifer, the Fang ot the YWhite Cods, whom
others have called Apollo, Abraxas, Siva, Quetzaleoatl,

*The ancient Celts and the Vikings knew that the White Gods,
cheir aNCEsiors, Came to this ancient transoceanic land, where the
sidnight Sun rises and which is traversed by a river of liquid _gqﬂd.
They came to search for them and built their monoliths and towers
h:ﬂ;.‘ﬂj signs for those who would follow them, Bur diey didn'e
find the Enchanted Cicy. )

‘Because the Black Sun of Midnight doesn’r shed its light outside
the earth but inside it. That is where the White Gods, our guides,
live. The green lighe that sereams owe 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 ar the I-“-"]'-"‘*- as well
as in the Antarctic Oases and possibly on the top of this mountain,
They can be reached by travelling through the decp waters which
flow bencarh the ices,

‘In this Interior Earth arc the Cities of Agharn, Shambhalla and
the Caesars, inhabited by the immoreal Siddhas. There the Golden
Age sull exasts. The Discs of Lighe, covered in orichalcum, flv out
from there. They carried our guide off to a place of safetv. It ;g the
invulnerable Paradise which our people have T{'I{ﬁj.;c&!l?{‘-!'::d.' where
the science of resurrection and eternal love is guarded. It is the
starting point of the journey to our star.

I, too, searched for the path, the sign, the gateway. But I am a
woman, and | know that I will not ateain the city by my own
efforts. Only in your mind, in vour dreams, will | be able to do so.
What a great risk 1 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.

}f}’ﬂu don’t love me for all crernity, 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, Daon't
allow your desire to reach the city o bocome excessive, You will
find it when you have stopped searching for it, when you think Vo
]"3’-'1_‘ lost it. You will have reached it without realising ir, carrying
Me in your most secret thoughrs. Perhaps the gates of the CIty are
the gates of death, Perhaps you will have to change your body, like
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a picce of clothing, in order to enter it. Or, perhaps, navigate In a
ship with all its hights on, which moves beneath 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 diamond, which
revolves like the pole. That 1s 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
vour incorporeal body, born ourt of the Hlames of thar island, you
will cross the walls of the City of Dawn hke a wind blowing from
the stars.

‘Listen, beloved, never lose your selfcontrol. Don't allow
desperation to enter your search. If you fail at the gates of the city,
when you have reached its walls, it will vanish in a fraction of a
second, And it will be as if it had never existed, like a non-existent
flower shedding its petals. And vou yourself will become con-
vinged that it was all an illusion.

“Then, indeed, we will have died for ever.’

"THE NARROW PASSAGES’

He fell asleep beside the fire, listening to the musical sound of ker
waords fading further and further inco che distance. She [_'llﬂ ced some
branches as a pillow benearth his head and lay down beside him,
turning her tace towards the flames. Her eyes also began to close.
And they both dreamed the same dream.

In the floor of the cabin was a flagstone which could be raised to
give access to a subterranean 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 all the nme there was this
clear white light from an unknown scurce which surrounded 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-
cerranean river. On the wall of the rocky quay, he read: "Every
seven hundred years the laurel will flower again.” And he saw
carvings of a dove and of 2 man in the form of a swastika, trning
in the opposite direction to time,

They began to hear a faint melody which rose out of the water
from a half—:-;ubm[‘rgtd i]l‘.l_il:‘-tl: that was ggiiding ﬂ]l}t]g like a sea-
woll. 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. Its captain climbed up on to the bridge. He was blind.
However, he had a third eyc in the middle of his forchead, which
was open and shone like a carbuncle.

The captain ordered his crew, whe wore strange garments,
lower two small boats into the river. Then he held a spyglass to kis
third eye and pointed it towards the region of the Ray of Green
Light. And El Calenche’ sailed away while its crew samg;

‘To every sailor the Gods
Have given a comrade,
While one sleeps,

The other keeps w atch

On the bridge,

When one doubrs,

The other gives him his faith.
When one falls,

The other discovers the oasis
Of 10e for both of them.”

And then:

‘Be ready to tally the sails,
Tauten the braces to the wind,
Take good advantage of the South Wind

That makes us sail swiftly.

A thousand dl_']i:ght:i that you will never E-urg._-r_
Await you in distant lands. _ . .

E

And the ghost ﬁ]‘l.'ip satled ofFinto the distance with all it ]i;g}hr__ni O,

The boats were very small. They had to take one each. Inside
each boat was a glove. They realised that, when they put it on, they
would be only partially invisible, being able to move equally in 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
o enter the city,

Each boat was drawn along by a parallel current until they
reached some very narrow entrances, cut into the rock, which
looked as if they were made ﬂf'shin}r metal and which seemed to be

]I A Ft:‘ljr".hn]ngh'-d vessel of the South Pole, like the Wafeln in the Nordic
cgend,
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revolving. ‘Funnecls of orichalcum’, they thought, in which the tiny
boats only just fitted. And then they couldn’t sce each other any
more and didn’t know if they 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 coniferous forest. He used to return there frequenty,
spending most of his tme in 1ts dingy thickets. He expenenced the
sweet anguish of losing his beloved during the day and recovering
her i the evering. OFf going away from her so as to be closer to
her, of losing her so as to recover her, He walked through the forese
beside the lake, in an ecstasy of love and desire, happy mn the
knowledge that she was close by, that he had recovered her within
that circle which turns endlessly, where the possibility of meeting
again was always a lucky occurrence. And also terrified by the
doubt that 1t was only a dream.

He was wa|l-:ing round the foot of a sacred mountain and sighing
with love. And with cach deep sigh, he picked up a fistful of snow
and crushed it to his breast to cool his ardour, as he called our 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
replicd: 'l am your beloved, and | have come because you called
me’, he would have said: "Oh! T am so busy with this love thar
consumes me that | have no time for you any more.’

This s what happens with the suitor. Until one day his sighs
forsake him.

THE FLIGHT

Again they dreamed the same dream. They were on the edge of the
p]alcau on the Ereat rmountanm. Below them were r:}rk:.,r Pl'tl;i[Jil.‘ES.
Beyond, invisible, lay the immense Ocean. They took hold of each
other’s hand and, moved by the same impulse, leapt into the
abyss. But instead of falling, they found themselves gliding above
the landscape, with a feeling of grear freedom. They passed gentdy
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 earth and the ice. He tried to discover the

A Turn of the Wheel 31

host of the r_{ug, the remmans of s Golden Fleeee. '|'|':|-::1]' Flows
Eumhward and saw the City of Hunger and Thirst, the City of
petrus Sarmiento de Gamboa', appear on the horizon, Then the
Great Ocean. They continued cver farther southward until they
saw an sland on which stood a castle with twelve black towers,
each bearing the sign of a revolving cross. A drawbndge linked che
rowers with the central keep. The castle was made of stonc and
shone brightly. The island was surrounded by fire.

On the farthest borders of the south lay the Pole.

*There is no Pole,” she cxplained to ham. *Look carefully, let us
fly higher.’

They could see an enormous circular aperture.

“The Polc is in there, mnside this aperoure. It doesn't cxast, it's an
apparinion. Let us go nside,”

As they went deeper and deeper inside, they saw flowers made of
p[l_“i:i'ﬂL'l!-i I.ZII.I.'LI.I], rlwl.‘ri Dr[urli.lll.l.}.lbl.'. g]HH[]Li.'L .'d.lli.lll.i.il.h- {Jfﬂ. e 'ﬁ.'l:]'i I::]'I
had disappeared from the surface millions of years ago. And they
all spoke an imtelligible language, the flowers, the fruts, the
animals and the golden warcr, which mvited them ro drink it. Bue
they were unable to stop there or go still rl:'r:prr inside, and they
realised that they were not yet to be permitted to reach the ity

“This 1s the impregnable Paradise where our guide lics sleeping
and where one day he will awake.’

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

THE WOUNDED KING

One midday he found himself in front of a pyramid-shaped rock,
on the 4.‘-t'1|i.',l‘- of the lake. He had the vinid U Pression that he was
reliving something that had happened before. He knew that rock,
he had been here before, during the eternal return of these events.
He walked some way off s0 as to retrace his steps towards the rock
and examine it more closely, concentrating intensely, with his cyes
hali-closed. And in the clear light of midday, two figures appearcd.

' The ancient Cindad del Rey Fehpe, the City of King Plolip of Spain.
Taday it lies in the neighbourhood of Puntas Arenas in the most southern
part of Chile. It was founded by the Conguistador, Pedro Sarmicento de
Gamboa.
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Curiously, the man was not wearing armour or a sword, but was
d]'l:'fpﬁfd i[] ElfH[]HL'- liJ.L‘lfJ'l—l'_T:IlUL'Il'L'IZZI IZ.'|.|I}|'.|.'.IL‘5 EI'.Id Veall ]t'ii.]'l:il.'.l!{ LTT t:".IEIE'I
walking-suck. The clothes were from some furture, far-off ome,
which he had somehow foreseen. Despite this, he knew that the
man was 2 king, His eyes were feverish, sunken, surrounded by
shadows, His forchead was broad. The thick moustache of a
warnor covered his lips. He had uncovered his head and was
speaking politely to the woman. She was also wearing a dark-
coloured, close-fitting pown. She was rall and slender. While he
spoke, as if terror-stricken, lus whole body trembled.

He realised that the couple couldn’t see him, because he was
standing mside a sull-distane vibranon of the lighe. His situation,
inside this energy recurrence, did not coincide in time with the
event which, owing to a strange trick of the hght from these
mountains, this mudday, was mistakenly projecting these images,
But, he '[]ll;}LlEr,]‘Jt, in some other law, or non-law, he muse have
encountered, 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 listen with impunity to what they were
saying.

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

And what they were ralking about was, precisely, the subject of
the ‘ego’ and tme. Or rather, of the ‘ego’ and eternity within time,
without going outside time.

The man explained in a low voice: ‘Everything repeats irself
L‘l‘-l:ﬂ]ﬂ]l}'. Tiimne 15 mnfinite, bue Energy 15 not and ot has o rl_']:urudu-;:::
its creations. The last becomes the first once again. The serpent
bates 1ts own tail. And in this hallucinatory sitwaton, 1t s
impossible to free oneself from the “ego”™ and its recurrent
I_'.‘".]:il_'r'il.'l'lliif_‘.‘i. When the CNCrgy 1n vour budy becomes exhausted, it
will be reproduced not once but 2d mfinitum throughout eternity,
when the Will to Power AEain Crosses the zame circuit of lighL,
beside this Midday Rock. And this “ego”™ which I feel myself to be,
will become “myself”. And you will be “yourself”. There is no
way to escape from this. When that 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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sternity may pass before enérgy repeats us, it will seem only a
second to our returning consciousness. Because there was no ome,
."-I-Tld the same rock, the same air, the same ETass wll still be here.
And so will “vou™ and “1". The same story. And | will again say:
[ch liebe Dhch Ariadnal
‘And T will go mad again as the only way to escape from this
horrot, this “ego” which has always been here, in an eternal

resent, oven if an eternity passes between onc turn of the wheel
and another. And this “ego”™ will never know if others really exist,
if all the “egos™ are not just “mysclf™. The only way to escape from
my “ego” lies in madness. And 1 will call this the midday:
f]{P-l:]'i_r_']'LCi_ﬂg_ ;|H Thl!" “Egi'!l!'i-“.. I'.Iﬂ."]]'lﬂ ':?.“."HELT.. ﬂ]ﬂldndl_'f, |Jil:ll'3':_~":'il]:‘i
and the Crucified One, . . .’

The woman seemed to sense 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-existent cup, She said: *Thas
is the king who was wounded by a cruel lance. His pain increases
whenever Sarurn shines. You must avenge him, restore s ravaged
lands to him, find him a way out, break through the circle wiath
your sword, beside thus rock of revelation, in the depths of midday
which is also the depths of his midmght. This rock produces
blindness in whosoever looks at it from within a feverish circut of
hght. This 1s what happened to this king.’

The woman's hand, which was sall raised, caught hold of an
object given it by an eagle, Stretching out her hand as if through the
rent in space and time, she passed the objecr over to him.

In fact, there were two objects: a fruit and a ring.

‘That is the Fruit of Return,' she explained. ‘Do not eat it with
your Beloved. It grows in the wastelands, But you may wear the
mng. It is the Ring of Resurrection.”

HE ASKS THE QUESTICOMN

He didn't leave the cabin again. He could only find the Fruit of
Return in these laotudes, 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 a
drink from them it would prolong his beloved’s life. Oh, if only

they could drink gold and silver, Ambrosia, the liquor of cternal
life!



*
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He didn’t leave her side, Now he wanted to know, to penetrate
with her the ulumate mystery of life and death, of reunions and
losses, of the longing of the endless pilgrimage, of the Eternal
Return and partings. Now he was roing to ask the question,

“When Iwas walking through the mist, across the frozen plain, |
believe 1 met some Masters. | had lost my comrade and his dog.
The Master whe could converse with the animals and plants told
me the following: there is a basic note which is given at the
beginning of life. Some people are lucky enough to be able to
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 carliest childhood. This is how it was given to me: suddenly [
felt myself to be “me”. Before thar, [ had fele myself to be dispersed
in the landscape, and I could also converse with the amimals and
flowers. They spoke to me and [ understood them. Or did [ speak
to mysclf through them? When the “ego” finally ook possession of
me, | believe | stopped being able to understand thar language,
although I'm not certain. It is possible that [ retained that faculty for
some time: feeling myself to be “me™ and yet stll being “them™,
bemg i “them”. But with human beings it was different. The
painful question [ asked myself was this: is it possible that thev feel
themselves to be “me” in the same way as [ do? It was impossible
for me to believe ir. [, fecling myself to be “me”, in the middle of
an ocean of other “me’s” who also feel themselves to be “me™; but
mot “me”, this “me” that | feel myselfro be. . . . Oh! It is impossible
to cxplain this experience. Think for a moment: everything that
happens in the universe is knows only by “me”, only “me"”. It is
my “ego” thar registers it, “my” consciousness, What others say,
what they write, the discoveries they pass on, “I7 register, 1L
know. If the world comes to an end, 1f the Continent of
Hyperborea 1z submerged, if our Grear Guide loses the war, “I" am
the one who knows it, How can | be sure thar other people also
exist and that the world can continue if 17 disappear, if “my"
consciousness doesn't register it? Perhaps all the people round me,
who live and dic, their faces, cven yours which is so beautiful, are
projected by my fevered imagination, dreamed by my “ege™. And
when I observe them closely, in their almost infinite varicties, |
have to make an effort to recognise myself in a hallucinatory hall of
mirrors. Also, can | seriously believe that my “ego™ can perish? If [
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am “me”, if [ am the only one who can feel myself to be this “me”
and no one clse can feel like this, thatis, to be this "me” of mine,
when I perish = af ever | do perish — somewhere, perhaps on this
very spot. or somewhere clse in the immense universe, at some
dime, someonc will again teel himself to be “me”. And this “ego”
which feels like chis, will be *I" myself. Do you understand? Cax
you grasp this? Can you comprehend this feeling?

“We have heard tell of the Tulku, beings who are more than one
ego, who live in several places in the universe ar the same time,
with simultaneous consclousncsses, and who do not say 1" but
“we" when speaking about themselves, anderlining their parallel
existenices in different bodies or in one single but ubigquitous one, in
many centres of space-time And even this is “1" who am sayving
this, citing it — the Tulku theory —and my *I"” doesn't feel it because
it cannot verify it from its own experience. The Master of the
SFhin_w: stated: “Nin the moment of greatest ecstasy che ".'.lg_n' Were
not present, there would be no one there to know that there had
been 2 moment of ecstasy.” o 1s impossible to escape from the
“ego”. The Master of the Sphinx would say that the way out may
be found through strengthening the “ego™ until it becomes an
absolute cgo, an absolute personality. [ have scen the Wounded
King. In order to cscape trom this circle drawn in the belly of a
demon, he has gone mad. . . . [ have thought about love, because
that is my note which has becn sounding since my infancy. Might it
be possible that individuahised, magic love could open a door
through which I could escape from this circle?. | . Bur ic will
311.!.';111.'5 be “I" who loves, who sees the beloved. How can 1 not
believe that 1 projected her if, when | perish =if ever I do perish —

she, too, will perish?. . . Only of my "I" retums will she
return. . . .

Gently she interrupted him: *Look at me. Don't you see that half
my face is yours? Only half of it 15 still mine. . . . Beloved, don't

fall ailr_‘»::p because [ am going to answer your question. When the
Twi]ight of the Gods began to fall over the world and iron took the
place of gold, Wotan or Odin whispered a great secreg in the ear of
Baldur as he lay dying on his pyre of perfumed sandalwood. Let us
imagine what it might be,

‘Before you were “1”, what were you? You were not an animal,
nor were you a plant, although vou could converse with them. You
explained to me thar even after the emergence of your conscious
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“ego” you continued to converse with nature. For g time yvou didn'r
lose this faculty. So, when the “cgo” was not inside vour body,
where was it? And vou, how did you feel withous }r.::uur “cgo™?
Were you a persona or not?’ |

‘Lee me remember. . . Yes, the Master of the Sphinx said that
even a child has the dreams of a marore person which can affect his
whole life. . . . Where is this persona when the child sell has no
sense of the individual “ego”? In my case, I remember, when I was
a year old or perhaps less, 1 was leaning out of a tower holding my
grandtather’s ring tightly in my hand. The women of the house ran
to take hold of me, because they were afraid that 1 would let it
drop. But, | 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 very
old and wise man. And when the “ego™ became defined, it was 5
philosopher who asked himself the question. That is the difference.
I'believe. . . . And this is the ring. | have recovered it.’

"Only the "ego” enters the body, The persona, which is very old,
seems to remain outside, in the landscape, in the animals ax{d the
p]guu. Or perhaps it only becomes partially incarnate, the “ego”
being only a part of it and the body its exact image, its reflestion, a
shadow of the light which has raken on = shape &1 order to travel
around and gain knowledge in this workf. What was at one time
outside you is vour “guardian angel”, who moves away as your
body and mind become hardened. As your “ego” becomes
stronger, the persona becomes weaker, it disa [Jp;::Lrﬁ mto the
distance, it dissolves, it leaves you alone. Your “guardian angel”
has abandoned you. . . . Andthe “ego”, the T am ... Can Yo
ever get out of that? Perhaps by feeling that the persona which you
were before you were “ego” still exists, And perhaps you may be
able to become this persona again afterwards. Hmncun.u 15 waiting
for you somewhere, as if beside a spring, awaiting vour return. The
person waiting for you doesn’t have 3 face, but dreams thar vou
will bring it one. But you don't have a face either, your soul doesn’t
have one. Because | am the face of your soul 3

‘But T am listening to you telling me all this with my “ego™.’

“Yes, The road is irreversible, even if yop walk back ﬁ||_-|n43hlj[. Vou
will never reach the same pomnt. Although the gpiral mw}m:; Lo
reach the same spot, it will have a different meamingz. It is not a
question of renouncing the “ego™ but rather of making it eternal,
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attaching it to rhe persona to make a form and consciousncss that
can mever be destroyed. In this way, the persona becomes a
personality. You have become individualised, you have given your
persona i face, _

“This is a struggle against God, all the Gods and your “angel”.
Because while wishing you to be victorious, in reality they don't
wish it. It is a solitary struggle, withour quarter; and you will fall
and get up again many umes. And you will only have me in your
mind and 1 youf heart; and [ am a double-edged sword, because |
will put you to the tests that could make you lose the batde,
although [ need your victory so much, Because 1 am the “her” who
one day emerged from Him, and once outside rebelled and put
everything at stake, including my nothingness. [ am the “her” who
longs to be your Her. And even if you are victorious in the harsh
tests set in this mystery, you won't be able to give a face to your
persona unless you accompany mc e the very end, unless you
bring me back to life. Becanse, 1 repeat: [ am the face of your soul, just
a5 you are the face of mme. 1 was projected, dreamed by a Grear Him.
As you were by a Great Her, Neither of them had a face. Because
yOu are a Iman, you must tight the battle as a warrior. | must fight
as a woman: by dying, giving vou my nothingness so that you can
make 1t immortal, so that you can bring me back to hfe with your
EE.[:I'_'.

‘Without giving up your “ego”, you will regain the faculey the
persona has of conversing with the amimals, planes and stars.
Joumey cver onward untl one day you and vour “ego” enter the
cty where [ await you. And we will put on the mantle of Absclute
PETHﬂnalj[‘y because we will have escaped from the fatal circle of
recurns, We will be Nos’

THE SUPPLICANT

Thousands of years ago, the Darkese Age, Kaliyuga, began. Kalki
wias at rest, wich his White Horse, in the Interior City of Green
Glass of has Star.

Here, beside the fire in 2 small dwelling made of blocks of ice, on
3 p]‘;ll:Eau near the [_1.;:-3]{ of the sacred Mount h‘lq:]i!rn:l'g,-'u, irn the d-:h:p-
south of the world, he and she were lying on beds of cinnamon
branches.
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The sleeves of her gown were full and her snow-white arms,
covercd by a soft golden down, were visible through them. Hey

hair hung down to her waise, like liquid gold, and the reflection of

the flames brought magical changing lhights mto i, varying from
copper to deepest gold and finally pale gold. Her clear blue cyes
WCIC once again piercing into him as if o tell him thar there, in
some undefined place, ther umion would be possible. In an
uncizated, non-exiscent centre, with love cxpressing itself in 2
glance, Her lips were smiling sweetly, with an inconsolable
sadness, Her chin was like 2 fruit of paradise, with a tiny cleft in the
middle, Her neck vweas long and slender.

‘How was it possibe to create so much beauty? he asked
himself. And he fele that a subtle emanation from her skin and her
veins was penetrating him, making him realise that she had always
belonged to him, fusing with his eells, his blood. He could also
réad her thoughts,

“There is more than one body, " she explained to him. *All of ours
are enveloped in an identical substance, imbued with the water of
love. They are the ones that love. The last one to do so mus: be the
one you can now see, constructed from the heavy materials of this
exterior earth. It is the visible double of the others which you a5 yet
cannot see¢, The closest thing to this body is the aura. Love it, carcss
it. All my other bodies will feel it

He began to move closcr to her, exclaiming: ‘Allowne, Allouine!
I have always loved you, I have sought you through all the worlds,
through all the turns of the wheel, through an eternity, Only you
will give me cternal life. Together we will areain it, by loving and
protecting, one another. We will drink from the glonous cup, we
will smash the walls of the circle of returns, we will open the doors
to a universe which not even the greatesr dreamers of longing have
ever imagined.’

He reached her side. And as he caressed her aura, he whispered:
“First here, near your hair, the amber road which lcads me to the
primordial continent, to the nuptial homeland, where vou hid the
moonstone in the depths of the glaciers of the dawn. Then your
forehead, as wide as the dise of the Moon which fell upon the world
like a stone from the broken crown. And your eyes. . . . Oh, do
not close them, as my world would be extinguished and 1 am
already blind to all other hght! ¥our exquisite nose 1s a bird which
flutters in the sunshine and the scents of spring. Your lips are that
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door which will open to allow me to gaze upon the City of Dawn,
because “honey and milk arc under your tonguc”. Now I am
caressing the aura of your neck, a swan which will reintegrate us
with the race of the kings of our blood. And your marble
choulders, as delicate as the breeze which stirred the erowns of the
ancestral oaks. . .

She trembled, with her eyes almost closed, as if in a trance. _Hn:r
long lashes 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 carcss his aura, too. The man closed
his cyes. :

When at last they opened them and could see each other agam, he
exclaimed: ‘It's true. Only half your face belongs to you, The other
half 15 mine.’

THE KIS5

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

Such a kiss produces uncxpected consequences in a man. Either it
causes him to lose his spintual virility, his destny as a sacred
warrior, his hallowed reticence; or else it mstils such strength in
him that he is able w free the giants from their prison in the rocks
and raisc the Continent of the Spirit, EL-ELLA, alongside the
martyred coasts of the south of the world.

THE BODY OF THE ABSOLUTE WOMAN

She ler her red gown fall. And she stood naked, while the flames
enveloped her in a light which was nevertheless incapable of
clothing her Absolute Nakedness,

He could smell the woman's integral perfume, like 2 breath of
soft air flowing from a universe preserved for him alone. A whole
continent to explore, with its seas, its hills, its shadows, its secrers.
And now he remembered that, on the other side of the light, when
he first contemplated the woman, the warrior had succumbed, thus
giving rise to the mfinite mrnings of the wheel.
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will become & waoinan if!_.-'-::-u love the |_‘|-=:1-;i':.' of a woman.” This 15 50;
because only by becoming effeminate could you sansty the erotic
sensibilities of a woman's physical body. The chaste warrior 15 the
meost virile one. To take physical possession of the beloved 15 o
lose one's soul. True possession is the mental possession of all her
other bodies. With the memory of your beloved in your heart, you
will achieve the Grail. The genuine orgasm isn't a physical one
ot anocher which 15 endless, and which 15 produced by your
contact with my invisikle bodies, where vou will find the perfume
of my visible body, the warmth of my hps, the amorous racing of
my blood intensified. As 1will find in yours. We must discoves this
love together, when we are no longer made of moreal flesh but of
red, imperishable mater. By loving my body. which lies beside
vou, vou will make it even more matenial, you will rurn it into a
body made of lead.

‘In the Golden Age, men lived for more than a thousand vears.
They weic closer to the point of origin, so that they remembered
everyvthing, In the Dark Age, the [ron Age, we have fallen so low
that it is almost impossible to go back along the coreent and return
i the time when 1mmor |:;il:|l].-' was almost g permanent l.;iﬁ. from
heaven. So our combat is more heroie. We have lost many turms of
the wheel, my lowve, However, the cities of the immoreals seall le
hidden to help those who seek them with courage and who still
possess the “tiny spark”. They will rescue them from the Dark Age
before the final cataclysm. In their Discs of orichaleum, of green
light, they will carry them to the city, where they will becorne part
of thar timeless arder which, in all the warlds and as Sons of Light,
fights against the forces of darkness, against the Prince of Slavery
and his armies of strange bemngs who advance in the opposite
direction to our Myth of Resurrection and Eternal Love. This holy
war mantains the balance between the opposing universes, We will
ht:]mlg to this order even when we will be immortals, in order to
help those whao bear the sign, giving inspiratien to the Seckers of
the Dawn, the heroes, but without intervening directly so as not to
transgress the scoret code. Thus, T will alse follow your enterprise
when I am dead, without being able to intervene in your conflicts.
Fate 1s testing vou, it will wish to see you triumph through yout
courage alone, breaking down the doors of the city, And we will be
more than the Geds, who were not touched by this chance-destiny
which launched us on this enterprise of death and resurrection,

e
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We are NvIng dangerously, my love. You h-.:ai_i_' the sign on _&'nur
forehcad. We belong to a different race. When we Lw-_mm-::
canscious of all our bodies at once, crossing the most di_x El!T;L
vibrations of the ether, we will know how to ]{:-‘r'n: vl;a-::h other solely
with the glance, with the ].'J"m'..a.'z_ljr:‘ that never dm-cl. T

she turned towards him, withous letting go of his hand: 'l ;m t :—:
ccabbard of your sword. Sheathe me gently, softly, mmg_t; 11.1;
not break me. Your sword is dl:!-l]l"lr."—';‘d[-'.l.:'l::]l. Its xcabbard.m ca r:h :
wfinne, Blood Memory. The memory of the ln"._'-:' lost ]:Jt; tdt
beginmning of time flows through the blood, Seek me In yt.'rur -u:nf: :
keep it pure. When you remember what your Iﬁlund tells 1_.*-:.1_1!11, ;]1':;;
v, You will be a warrior-troubadour, a Mirnesanger, whio '-:-'l _ ive
sung our dream of resurrection and cternal love for all etermty.

1, !'I:J'illr"

THE *TINY SPARK’

She was dying. Only a little time remained t-:}lhur on _thi'i earth and
in her lovely body, He stayed by her side, trying to fight t}:c.atlgtl_
of love and death who p.;:.s.:-'.ﬁ!i{‘.t{ them haoth: the consummartion of
the myth and the legend s : ii

As the end approached, his grief increased, because hn:.' loved her
with an intensity that was equalled only by the fire which '-'.”-"'"Ed
there, causing him ro doubt everything that had 'l'.ufu:n said, his
search. his dream. What if none of dhis were Certan, he asked
himself, what if she were never to retirn [o life, if t“’,"’“",r“ nEVer to
find her agamn, if only nothingness lay at the end of this journey,
this road which was now coming to an end?

She, too, seemed to waver, faced with the mtf'il:;hlu.'. There were
moments when her eves became fixed on a point b'_:?f"“"'-'d t}.““-' f“':
and the walls of reansparem ice, losing themselves in the dizapha-
nous middav sky. s

*After r]::‘.'l.t}],- somewhere, 1 believe that a balance will be
achieved. Immortality is not given to all; but what_ 15 the
':[U-al.iﬂfali.l_'&t] fior ﬁt‘l'illr]i.['lg ic? It 15 not L;indu{“ss. TH!IZI'.SJI'.'["IEI.E-:.':, il
intelligence, nor even a feeling for beauty. Perhaps it is honour and
loyalty. Ome s born different.’ _ o

Another day she opened her eyes very wide and looked at him n
that indescribabie way that he could only compare 'l.’p'.lI]'l the
IMpression pmdur;ud by the Morning, Star at dawn, when it sends




44 MNoi: Book of the Resurrection

us a message through its deep, velvery light, filled with nostalgia
for the universes that hie on the other side of other suns.

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

"Will the laurels flower Egain SO d;:ul,.":', .. Within us 15 a "oiny
spark™. I felt it light up last night. Hope reawakens.”

And in her musical volce, which was now VETY weak, she recited
a poem which she would compose in another turn of the wheel:

"The tenuous melancholy spins
Its delicate web in the soul

And the muffled murmur of memories
Darkens space.

F[.]'l'-' Tt‘l‘.lt"'.-'l."\'_"l'_:l 'L'[:r'tﬂll'l.t"‘n" :1f::|:::r11.3[
Devclopment rises out of infinity,
And slowly impregnates each thread
Ot frozen mist.

All is death, conclusion, end . . .
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 turns

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

The warm flame grows and grows,
l:rui:lding and magical,

The mists I'_‘I.IHPI: rse 1 its heat.

In the silence of the white peaks,
Blooms the fery lily of eternal love.”

Fiihr uns der Weg, den graden
Und dever, die niche irre pehn!

{(‘Lead us aJl:lng the righteous pal:h of those who do not crr.”)
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THE EXCHANGE OF HEARTS

«Come, hurry!’

Ghe asked him to kiss her. And with her last remaiming strength,
she embraced him. Kissing him with open hips, she sighed deep
into him and gave him her heart.

'‘Wow you must breathe out inside me,” she whispered. 'Give me

our heart. Don't leave me without a heart, my love”

He obeyed her and felt his heart dic in her, deep within her.

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

He held her l:]'ghﬂ}' and implored her: *Don't go, don’t leave me
alone in this house of ice. . . .’

F'HE LEFTHANDED SIGN

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

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

As he went to spread the p:‘rfilmr_'d resin over her left brease, he
discovered a red spot on it: the sign of the Walkers of the Dawn, of
the Seekers of the City of Dawn, the Lefthanded Swastika which
signifies the return to the Nuptial Home, the Land of Resurrection
and Erernal Love.

THE RING OF RESURRECTION

It was on examining the ring thar he had the 1dea {J[-Eﬂlha.]ﬂ‘]ing the
body of his beloved. The Egyptian pharachs had lost the faculty of
bringing the dead back to life. Wasn’t the mummy a sign? They
hoped to preserve the body until that Hyperborean science was
rediscovered onc day, when the Golden Age returned. Did they
Preserve the key aof the seminal arom, which, when it was
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deciphered in the Eternal Return, would breathe fresh life into the
image and the higure? And also inte memory and glory?

On the agate set in the ring was 2 silhouette surrounded by
carved inscriptions. The image was that of a mummy, apparently a
woman, with her arms crossed over her breast. He thought he
could make out the name Phosia. Perhaps it had been Allownc's
watve m an eatlier turn of che wheel,

The mummy was the symbol wsed to represent Osirts, the
irreproducible God of Resurrection.

As he examined this magic stone, he knew thar one day he would
be able to decipher its message,

MIDDAY

Within his breast there now beat a woman's heart. Her blood now
flowed through his veins, mingling with his and inspiring his every
act.

He built a sledge of conifer, larch and laurel branches and laid her
on it, covering her with her red ZOWTL, i-r.:n:rl_':-ch:u::lun.n-.rj|'.|\|3|I the mantle
of 1mm {JTEE]i.t}" he would one E!.:l‘_,." give her. He weree her 3 crown of
cinnamon leaves, thar sacred bush of the South Pole, and of red
Copihues, the emblematic Hower, 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 rimeless time would e Whe when they would be rogether, “far
beyond the stars”, like rays of light, with bodies that only they
could sce, like their present ones bur also very different. They
would stand motionless at the cenore of eternity, because they
would be on the other side of the light, in the chosen gesture, like
statees, like cathedrals, like the temple of the sun and the moon,
like the summit of the mountain, ke the trees which live cheir
whaole lives withour moving, like the oak trees of Hyperborea, like
the apple trees of Avalon, And the chosen gesture would be thae of
their first kiss, like the touch of a spowflake or a sigh from the light
of the Morning Srar. They would leave eternity behind after an
eternity, 1o 1ake ap active part in creation, helping those who were
STEER ! Euaring the sign to cnter the city, within which [J'L-_'}' wonld
live with their faces, losing and finding each other, scparate and
together, bur never lost. They would play thar game, dance that
dance, like a combination of notes and sounds, which was played
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aeed far above this earth’s visible and audible scale. In the
- light of another world.
. hest range of the lig _ N
h]g--,p doesn’t matter if a battle has been lost. It is a dance, a game.
rL,:,.uf Myth of A-Mar, it 1s only important to fight it properly,
]'c'“h honour and lovalty to the end. Thas hus abways been the way
W 3

e ached the pyramid-shaped rock. He felt clearly that he had

He e : : ; ; R
heent doINg this for an cternity, repedting the action time and time

. T o . L
ag:_.]c dug a grave there and placed her inside it, on her sledge of

pranches and flowers. He covered her with snow and we. In this
way she would be prese rved for ever. He took his sword and traced

the sign and the lines:

gnd da

“While you sleep,
L keep watch, my beloved.”

THE DISC

Standing beside her tomb and the Midday Rnr!ic, he thoughe .hE
heard 2 rustling sound. Soon it became soft music. And the entire
Armament was covered with green rays of lil.;}f[. A Dhsc of Light
stopped in space in frant of him. Indescribable! It was throbbing,

almast as if it was breathing. And it looked at him as if 1t was

2 - . =i e ] 5
sending him a message, while at the same time 10T ad his thought:

an::?::;ﬁ;-ﬁmt they gazed ar cach other, 1.l.1'l'.ﬂ'I the Light began to
move around and upwards, IRe 0 eye blinking. l.t G lﬂw. s
eyelid and moved rapidly towards the honizon, as lf_ C*'-'Ti“-“"“”n";
on a point, until it became no more than a star Which grew b
and paler. _ - . f

It a blinding flash, he realised that he had been m the presence o
the Grail of the Andes and hadn't asked the question nor ordered it
to take him with it. He had lost the gives apportunity i oK) of
them, And he would have to wait another seven hundred years

before the laurel 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 estare in the foothills of the Andes. On alighting from an
ancient train, one was driven through the tiny provincial town in
horse-drawn carriages. The dusty road wound up mto 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 lost1n the distance. The penetrating
scent of the myrrh trees pervaded the whole valley in 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 giants and the
condors, the everlasting fire of the heavens.

A road bordered by farm cottages led to the estate houses. These
were surrounded by a high wall, painted a calonial red. The huge
gates were open to allow the carriage and its snorong horses to pass
through. The mansion was over two centuries old and was a single-
storey, L-shaped building, with doors which i}}'luT]Cd onto 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
chestnuts, at the bottom of which was a tiny brook whose warter
flowed from the Andes and whose banks were covercd with a
shady rangle of brambles, roses and hydrangeas. The domestic
dogs and fowl used to drink there together with the wild bairds.
Mearby 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 furmiture made
from jacaranda, mahogany and oak; a scent of accumulated years
and time. Atrached to one end of the house was the colomal-style
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chapel, wath an altar carved by arrisans from Cuzeo, with gildings
and a pair of strange candelabra made of myrele wood, with
double-headed ¢agles whose bodies were shaped like hearts. This
chapel contained the tomb of a seventeenth-century Spaniard, a
former master of these lands. And the sweet scent of lighted candles
and cvening prayers.

But the child's paradise lay in a tiny circular garden in front of the
house, surrounded by bamboo canes up which climbed 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.
O summer mornings, he used to go into the garden and not leave
i agawn watll midday. And during that time, where was the child?
Mingling with the plants and the flowers, cimbing up the huge
eree 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 lock at him. The child
conversed with the flowers, with the grass that grew so sweetly
and was 50 frag't]r,, with the birds and, above all, with the free.
Hﬂw i'lf: SCCITLS Lo Tl"ml'_"mhl:'r that SOrme trem 'I_I]I:ILIS sECret _l_'l:_"","l'_"ﬂ_],l_"'l;i L
him by the grass made him cry on more than one occasion. The
child suftered for all these defenceless creatures who came and told
him little things, theis sorcows mostly, and asked him not to forget
them but to take them with him when he was separated from them
and could no longer understand their language, "Tron’t forger us,’
they begged him. “Take us with you for ever. We want to make

ourselves mvisible within you,”

THE FACE

Ome day, a face emerged from a rose. Its eves looked at him as if he
was not a child bur a rimeless being. The face said something to
him that he didn’t fully undesstand., because he only spoke the
language of the plants well. Even today he has ditficulty m
remembering it. It seemed to say to him: “Seck me, love me.’
He lived that moment as if outside time. Someone came and took
him out of the garden, for ever. And never afterwards was he able
to speak freely with the amimals and flowers. He lost that faculty.
But, from that moment on, from carliest childhood, he lived only

W_—
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love and to seck the face of that flower in all WOrmen. In cheir
hodies, in their sols, he sought t}lr..' scent of the gartlhfir: I'.':f‘_
hildhoed, the secret of that gla:;l{c, the llusion of that !{'uv:.-.: .| Et‘t,.
& qway, in the garden of childhood, he had been given his
:E;_P;gsnﬂ. the key of his melody, even hefore he felt himself to be
‘ege’, Or perhaps at that precise moment.

for

THE VIOLETS OF CHILDHOOQD

A cake with five or maybe four candles — he couldn’t remember
which — and warm, foaming milk fresh from the cowshed v:iuri_
brought to him on a tray. The cray was bordered with ;Iagarlanf [-T
violets covered with dewdrops. Oh, the m_‘:_‘:it of the v:.tr:-'n':'-'.'é- ot his
childhood! Like so many things, the violets of today don't smell the
S me used to. .
HI%";: iﬁtbtiz—hainrd woman who came jn‘rn his room qrry;mg his
resent, like a pricstess fram the walley of I:hl.,: Andes, said: 'Happy
birthday! Now you're not a child any more. _

The violets also told him so {because they I.'|I-E!Tﬂ t smell the same
as when he was a child). His ‘ego’ interposed itself berween him
and fneir scent. Between him and his garden. _

And he realised that now he would have o create, invent scme
Non-Existent Violets, a Non-Existent Garden. To brln}; them
back to life. The tree, the flowers, the plants begged ]1..1|11 to do so
from the other side of a wall of glass which was growing less and

less Lransparent.

"EGO°

I am a very young child, but at the same nme L tecl :11}.4&..'1.1;1 to be 1
very old person, timeless, as if clothed na d_:gm:y' c::-_|:1tn=m. o1 me
by the passage of centuries. [ am standing in one of the rooms in
that mansion which is over two hundred ycars old, in the Fuuth_t]ls-
of the Cordillera of the Andes, in the precarious and mystical
country called Chile, where there 18 a]wa-!_,'s a light.whlch SCCIMS 10
come from other worlds, perhaps from the :"v'l.-::nrmng Star. )

To my right stands a big wardrobe whi::h gives off 20 aroma of
old wood: behind me is a brass bedstead; in front of me 1;# a :ab.h:.
Bevond lie other rooms and & door which opens onto a galiery ‘-.?.-'I.l:]'l
Piﬁarﬁ and wvaalted niches. People are moving around. It is a
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beauriful day full of summer sun and moving light. Everythin
smells and sounds as if it was new=born, solemn, I:uccaum.ir I--;F‘
bum{ :I'L:E;1II'_‘1'[Ei1. For the first time - s0 | believe = 1 have a .‘-i{‘ﬂEl_'-{b-:"
my ‘ego’, M
hm?] at that precise moment | begin to think like a philosopher:;
but with a clarity and lucidity that ne philosopher ever had h-::ruuqe;
l'em a child-philosopher and my thoughts are n:xpuricncr;, w:ith.a
recently-incarnate ‘ego’s that 15, I am both a very old and a new
sage, who awakens and directs his sure gaze over the world and
over himself, h
With Ll::!r.‘FI- :.H.-'-’;H!-!.if._‘]']'tll!r]l.‘, I observe, firstly, myself, my newly-
Fppcnrcd cgo . And I am surprised, but without being SLJt'j;lt'j!‘il.:{']. to
.-L‘.L‘I myself to be ‘me’, ‘me-myself, ‘unigquely-me'. And the most
important thought that comes into my mind at that time, which [
believe that | am thinking for the first time. is the E::nl]m.:-:rjnr_;- 15 it
pﬂSH:i_hlE that in the midst of all the people around me, all the i‘.ll.E'ITII 5
moving ;th::?LlE here, 1am the only one to feel myself to be ‘me’ rh%;-t
15, t].m umique “me’? ‘Me’, ‘me’ and not ‘nﬂutiu:r’? And ;hrn
i:u:rkm]g -'-H.'f!.’]lll_‘ people walking along that gallery, [ sav to myself: d.-;
ey also teel themselves to be ‘me’™ It isn’ sible that e :
‘them’ also feels himself to be *‘me’, 'Lmiz::liiiij:::'hh:}::: tis“:]i}-:]ffr
‘them’? And this experience, so clear, so recently cmers +d i ]'=:
! . : v emerged from the
secret coffer of the universe, has affected my whole life from
earliest childhood up to the present, returning from time to time,
w!n-r:u-:w:r — Whether [ wish to or not - [ apen the secrer ark of
wisdom of my childhood. And I continue asking myself: supposing
that L}_:H.: ‘ego’ is an electro-chemical ptn:nnnu:m;n in the brain’s bio-
chn:.rm-srry, part of the mechanics of growth of the body, a centre
which opens up at a given moment in a child's d-;:u-‘-:lﬁp;ncul: 15 it
pf:ﬁf:il:-lt that, immediately this centre is open, thar child |::u:| ask
himself such fundamental questions. gaining such a clear experi-
enice of an ontological occurrence, so to speak? Furthermore, this
ego’ which suddenly appears, where was it before? And wha; Was
the ‘ego’ before? Or who was it? And, in my Memaory [‘wh{:.'
remembers, or *who' engraved this recollection on my :nufnary?‘- I
see myself ar 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 any fist my grandfather’s blue sapphire riu.;
WIT|_1 his initials engraved in gold. The street below was full u::-bf
vehicles and pedestrizns, And when the women came to bring me

*
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ndoors, fearing [ would let the ring drop, 1 felt offended, because 1
knew that 1 would never have done so; because thar child was a
Jegendary personage, older than my grandfather, a person filled
with antiquity, but as yet withour an ‘cgo’.

‘UNINHABITEDR BLUE

More than half a century has passed, | never wanted to go back. Or
[ couldn't. | rravelled the whole world, obeying orders, impelled
by longing = the Pilgrim of the Great Longng always in search of
the City of Agharti and Avalon. Or in reality, of the central facc in
the garden of my childhood. And also of the Face in the Flower.
And it happened that one day I went back, filled with the fear
that the thought of coming face to face with a dream or the ghosts
of an idealised world prmlur_‘es in us. However, everything was
exactly the same. The ficlds were still transparent, the mountain
tops snow-covered, the old walls still painted red. the road dusty
and the River Claro running over steep rocks. Almost all the same
people were there. Only the viclets didn’t smell the same. And the
walls were older and the gilded sculptures in the chapel were
damaged. The double-headed cagle had lost its talons but stll had
its heart. The tombstone had become encrusted in the floor and its
inscription worn away by the passage of time,

I wandered aimlessly, thinking 1 heard the ghostly voices of my
ancestors. Scenes repeated themselves in the light. | entered the
abandoned garden, which had lost its protective fence and had been
invaded by weeds. There were no flowers, no birds, no faces |
could see or hear. And [ stood beside the huge pine tree, without
anyone seeing me there. 1 rested my fosehead against its ancient
bark and embraced it, saying: “Speak to me as you used to, tell me
vour sorrows and your joys, tell me everything. Although I believe
I ean’t understand you, you know that I do. I haven't changed. |
will remain the same untl the end of our etermty.’

Thus 1 spoke to the beloved tree of my childhond.

Whenever | read the following poem, 1 remember the pilgrimage
which, late in life, | made to the land of my birth:

‘And now, remembering my former self, the places [ have
wihabited,
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And which still carry mwy sacred thoughts,

I understand thae the fecling, the plea with which all strange
solitude surprises us,

Is nothing more than the evidence which remains of human
sadness.

Or, also, the light of the one who breaks through his security,
hi.5 ﬁ:nﬁ:‘[uiiwr at ['_I'_ll'_'l:-i!:I hﬂl'ﬂ_",

In arder to feel how, on returning, his whole being explodes
within a great number,

And to know that he “stll” exists, chat he *stil]” enriches and
impoverishes steps on the carth

Bur 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,

All that he loves, has also gone far away, attaining itself, !

MY COMRADE

s this ourn of the wheel, | have dedicated myself to explaining a
Myth and a Legend, embodying them in my ¥de. | have gone
through life singing a certain obsessive melody, whose key was
given me m the land of my birth. I don't remember if it was here,
or in another place which 1s even farther away, in a remote, polar
region. It seems to me chat none of this is pew, bue that 1 have
repeated it thousands of nmes.

[ was orphaned as a child and was brought up by a widow called
Fresia or Freyja, my patemial grandmaother, | grew up in the forests
of this southern land like a *pure madman’. Nothing more. Very
soon | rebelled against che Grear Widow, entering upon this com-
bat with no other weapons than the memory of the face in the
flower in the garden of my childhood. Without God, because [
also lost him very early on.

As [ marrate this “hermetic biography” which is not accessible to
TRy One, this ]c'gmj-d, and as | SINE My mn:ln;]d‘_,.-‘ S-:H-'r|1_,.r, I t]‘t::lught po
describe — with difficulty, enveloped in the mdsts of passing, years
and turns of the whee] = my ]n.::f_-[ing with and loss of a Companion
of my youth, whom [ believe [ called Jason, although his name was
really Hector. Tagether we lived solar gmes, in a midday which

' By the Chilean poet Omar Ciceres.

.____#__‘_
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g midmght, dreaming of and searching for the Ciry of Dawn.
d young.: He wanted to remain pure and |.|]:-:|':|!J,]ll A0 A% [0
c-f-auur-:“in in 2 mew turn of the wheel, in nmes w hich

W ]
faso die

rinue th _
onEinue =5 7 R b
: uld be more propioous for him. He would continue his search

W : :
all the turns of the wheel. in those 1o come and those that

through
e before. | _ m )
‘ Ar s E,ra‘a'-!.'biL']E“. I sang the Somng af the Comrade:

‘If you doubr,

i ].111g15'|.!u1,'f_u]]}'.

if vora sleep,

[ keep watch for you.

If you leave,

I shall fight for both of us.
Brcause to each warmos
The Gods have

(siven a comrade.’

. i 11 : o ife in me. And if

And if | return ro hiz, you W L_]| also retuen to ]n‘l1J S

you have a dog, | will look afterit. And § will enter the oy with L
Thus there will be a dog in the sky with us.

THE GREAT WAR OF THE MAHABHAKATA

Jason left this Second Earth shortly before the grear war of the
Mahabharata began. | took part in this war alchou :h [ didn tlknu:rw
the reason for it, 1 think because 1 was impelled by the blooad
memory . And it was this war that led me to the [‘w1aﬁtl:r and to be
initiated into an ancient ciréle, ‘which rules both poles”.

It was the Master who explained the significance of the great war
to me and the reason why 1 had taken part in 3, gui.dt:d_ by the
‘blood memory'. The war had taken place many times, In many
turns of the wheel, and it would repeat itself endlessly, without
beginning or end. _ % _

As befare, it ended with the defear of the followers of e God af
the Losers of the Kaliyuga. The guides who didn't dic on the
corpse-strewn battleficlds had to embark once again on the long
exodus towards the ices of the sowsh of the world, in scarch of the
Subterranean City and the doorway opening onto the 5:511' ol
Origins, Because the Morns had Epnk;.:n, and 1t was not night that
fell upon the defeated — among whom T was numbercd — but the
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hope of resurrection in the Oases of lee. If we face detear wich
honour, then thar defear is good! Such an ending is a spiritua)
adventure which has been successful in a parallel world and tme,
Harsh 1s the judgment of the Norns! And the warnor must accept i
with honour and a joyful heare.

[ came to the Master in the middle of this war by a ‘lucky
occurrence filled with meaning”. One night 1 lay paralysed in my
bed, having ‘awoken without waking” while I thoughe [ was asleep,
A current which originated at the base of my invisible spine began
o nise along the length of my body, causing different centres o
‘wheels' to vibrate. As it spread, an ey fire paralysed the parts it
touched. When it rcached my throat, I knew that no cry for help
waould reach a human ear. When the raging fire neared my forehead
50 as to try and touch the top of my head, something was gripped
by an unutterable fear, something which belicved thar it was going
to die, to disappear for ever. And it struggled between what
believed to be nothingness and its only known cxistence, between
tear of a black void and its earthly light, its only possible light.

And what was mvolved in that desperate struggle, stirring up a
fundamental, perhaps cosmic happening, was the ‘ego’, my ‘ego’,
which had appeared for the first time in the garden in which the
golden apples of chuldhood grew.

THE MASTER AND THE SERPENT

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

[ feel thae [ have stood here many times before, looking ar his
blue cyes, his virlle hands grasping the sword. I hear him say: *You
have been bitten by the serpent. Her poison is already circulating
thrﬂugh :-'HLIT ;.'I'.l::lli.fll'.l i!'l'.l'l'j l'I:- Vo dl.]]']lt ﬁ'l']l.'] l'hl"' 3[]|.i.l'.|.lifltl'_'=_ ¥irua ".:'v.'-j |.] {J.j'[".
Hut don't think that this has only just happened. Your first meeting
with Her was in the garden of your childhood, Bur at that nme,
you saw Her outside you, as a face looking out of a flower, Now
She is inside you. And the ecnemy you will be fighting in this great
war will be your “ego”, which has come between Her and the
Elect, The ancient continent of Hyperborea was submerged in the
terrifying flood, and the new sun was superimposed abowve it
creating a thin crust which talks another language, which no longer

*
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speaks for the animals and the flowers; nor understands them.,
mevertheless, in the depths below, Hyperborea still exises, behind
the Yellow Sun and the Black Sun, in the Ray of Green Light. Go
down to the depths of the Ccean, raise Hyperborca, make the
!t:gﬂﬂdﬁf? continents of Mu and Gondwana, the Land of the Gianes,
reappear alongside the narrow coastline of your present homeland.
Wwhen the lost contnent rises, you will recover the face of the
serpent. And you will return to hife with Her. This s the
Resurrection. And it is also our great war, which we fight with
honour, out of duty, knowing that no one kills anyone else,
“because those you kill on the field of battle have alrcady dicd in
Me". And the "ego” which you are going to overcome will return
to hfe in a different form, omted 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 light heare,
risking the loss of your “ego” with honour. Accept its death. Only
when the “ego”™ is dead can he hve, It will be returned to you,
immeortal, reborn. And don’t forget that the battleticld 15 your own
bedy. Because the sky is also shaped like a man’s body.’

THE COURT OF KING ANTARCTHUS

As best [ could. 1 followed the Master's advice; because in those
hazy regions, enveloped in the phantasmagorical mists of the
mystery and legends of the Grail, nothing is exact or certain, nor
can we make use of any conscious decision or rational will there.
."ﬂth{mgh, perhaps, we may be able to decide on a course of action
a little before we come face to face with events. Bur there is also the
‘blood and its memory’, our solar, Luciferan ongins, which will
bring us out of the battle as either victorious or defeated. Defeated
with honour. And the memory of our beloved, the face of our
beloved, “in our heare of hearts’, as Novalis says.

The ‘battlefield’ 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, a soft,
melodions sound could be heard and the fiery chariots began to
dpproach like discs of white light, like flaming icebergs. The same
vibrations of icy fire, the same growing paralysis, as the invasion
Mounted, raking one city after another, establishing its rule in each,
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causing these centres to revolve in umison, so as to make use of
them according to a plan and a strategic thychmic law. The ‘cgo’
fell back to the upper reaches in order to fight the decisive battle 4
the summit, where it had carlicr thoughr itself to be victorions
kecping control there on the very brink of defear. However, now §
wanted to lose. Mo, | didn’t want to. Something in the *blood
memory’ decded that for me, perhaps the Master, the face, or the
‘memory of my beloved'. An alien wisdom which reminded mg
"You are & follower of the God of the Losers, you belong to his
army. You will win by losing.” And I gave in, and handed over the
summit’. [ stopped sesisting.

A whirlwind of fire enwveloped my head, as if 1 was entering 3
Disc of Light, and an ecternity of nothingness, of nobody, was
produced, Afterwards came the awakening, something like the
return to a pre-existing point, both carfier and later in ome. And
once agam, | found myself ravelling inside the firc and the light of
the Disc, urged on by a music which was my melody, burt played in
the highest possible key, We were travelling through a metal-like
tube, a funnel which was rotating fast. ‘A break in space’, |
thought, which would permit me to reach the Other Earth, 2
paralle] world and ume, where victory awaits those who know
how to lose with honour *here'.

And then | was on the other side.

It was something like a room with glass walls. In the middle was
a Round Table, made of stone, ul:’h]uy—grc::n ice. (O it stood a cup
tilled with 3 golden ligquor. Strangely, [ scemed to know that the
table was my own skull, and that the cup was an eye open in the
middle of 1, like the central cye af the Hi_ur:th. Around the Pound
Table, like luminous discs or stars, as my body had by now alsa
become, were seated twelve knighes in shining armour, each with a
lady in a red gown standing on his left. Evidently they were
waiting for me, because there was an empey seat, which bore the
number 13,

The Kinf_’,, who was called Antarcthor, said: “This seat bears che
number of vour star, according to the Venusian Calendar of
Tiahuanacu, which is far more perfect and accurate than che
Calendar of the Sun of Gold, because it is connecred with the Black
sun and the Ray of Green Light. Sit down, Huanacu!”

| obeyed. And fell into 2 huge abyss. The whole earth shook -
that Other Earth. | had sat in the *Siege Perilous’. [ fell further and

*
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forcher. And as I went decper into the abyss, I heard King Arcthur,
who was now called Antarcchur, because he had changed poles, say
o me: ‘| can reveal to you the natnes of seven of these kmghes. As
the table is round, we can begin with any one of them. However,
there is an order and a hierarchy. Five names are missing, as well as
one of mine, The thirteenth is the Siege Perilous because in order to
gt there you must fight a well-armed knight. Also, you must come
with your lad'!..': 'i,:'.,-'n_‘ﬂ.t'itli:".' I:|;'1|: red FOWN of resurrection. [Don't return
tere without her.'

When I found myself lying on the bed again, 1 saw, through the
window of my room, the Moming Star risc over the sleeping
Andes, like an eyc hlled with a watery hight. And I knew that it
would never cease to keep watch over me; because it was my gude
on the Road of Return.

THE STONE WHICH FELL FROM HEAVEN

I went to sce the Master and tell him about my experience: "How 1s
it possible that all this, which was raking place somewhere ourside
my, ‘I:UUlliJ. AL |'_]|_|_' SdITIE l:i][ll_' il]!‘il.J |:J-L' ]lHFlF.l-L']lil]H l]'l.!-i]i.iﬂ." ]?ll'_"?. [ -']:'i-'kl'!l:{.

“Ah!" he exclaimed. “There 15 no inside and outside. You arc
alive, bat you are dead, You scem dead; but vou are alive, There is
no here and there, nor above and below; what is inside is outside. 1
have cxplained this to you so many dmes.”

“True. It secems to me that [ have had this meeting and this
conversation with you, here in the circle, before, but have only just
'-'E'I!'I'I.El'llhc:rl_'lj it. A [[]L'[r]ll!"':' l:l'i_ !'n-l':-'l[ll'_'th]'l'.l!-': rI']ilT [ |'|i|.'|.-'|!' i-i'.]'L'.'I.I:'I.":" |!'|.'II'IF]
through or will live through. Is this seincarnation?®’

What 1s -:'munu;unhc called remcarmation s an error reached
through the thoughts and language of this continent which is
Wperimposed on the one we were speaking about catlicr. An errot
of this new earth and new sun which appeared within tirac, when
the garden of childhood sank along with Hyperborea and Thule,
where rime was different and travelled towards the past, or just
didn't exist. Owur order knows and uses the language of the lost
tontinent. It is 2 language of sacred signs, The vibratory sounds of
the Orphic music, There is no reincarnation, only a repetition of
the same thing, a return of the same thing, the playing of the same
ote 1n different intensities of the same tone. 've explained this to
fou, oo, many times, but not vesterday, not tomorrow. Teday. 5o
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that because it is always happening, it's as if it never happened, o;
as tf it is happening for the first ime. . . .°

‘Nevertheless, I remember it, [ am remembering it as if it hag
already happened or as if it were happening for an eternity.'

“This is because you have reached midday, in the depths of
midnight, beside the Polar Mountain of Revelation. And you will
be initiated into our order. You bear the sign of the warriors of our
star, the star of Lucifer, of the Great Loscr, the Morning Star,
engraved on your forehead and vour arm.’

[ listen to what the Master tells me extremely carefully, These are
his orders, which [ will obey through all eternity,

Yes, What s inside 15 outside. Here everything is outside. And
you must go towards 1t as 1f you were interiorizing it. (What clse do
you desire, O world, but to make yourself invisible within 1s?)’
Ourside, there is also a castle, 3 Round Table of King Arcthur, 2
Grail, a hidden, subterranean city, a Hollow Earth, your 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 muse first seek all this outside, but with the intimate
knowledge that they are also secking it inside. Better still: when
they have found it ourside, they will have also made it invisible i
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 life to death, without being
either alive or dead, hke a double-headed :_'.'1_5_:}:: which has a heart
tor its body. This is what has mistakenly been called “astral
Journcymg”. It is not a journey. It iy a “falling from the flesh into
the soul™. And they will return to clathe it wich an immorral body,
with the red gnhl of the alchemists to the Grail, wich the stone
which fell from heaven,”

| am, then, a stone which fell from heaven, from a broken
crown, an exie in this world, a Pilgrim of Longing, an acolyvte of
the God of the Losers, a member of the circle of Lucifer, a warrior
of the order of the Morning Star, a2 Guardian of the Dawn, a
Walker of the Dawn.

*And the war, Master?'

“We arc warnors 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, mnside and out. It was brought to this
external earth 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
it had fallen from heaven or emerged from inside a great rose. And
it really had fallen from heaven, from the rose of our star, with the
gtone from a crown which had been brokenin a stellar war. It came
down to this carth in the Discs of Light, along with the White
Gods. Purely terrestrial people do not believe in 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 against
out myth, Mot all who mnhabir the earth are the same. This is why
W are ['l.ght]'ng. 50 A% O Preserve a .'Jl}rth. a ]I:_!'_:::Ild, which flows
through the “blood memory”™, Defeat in the battles of this war will
not be defeat if the myth is preserved in all its purity, becausc the
Archetype will rise like a phoenix from the blood-stained ashes.
And the war will finally be won by a Horseman nding on a white
horse which gallops towards the past or who descends 2 Dise of
Green Light,

‘The Legend of Eternal Love 15 on the point of disappearing
because of the |'|'!,.'L‘|I:‘i.-:_‘|.'i'-i:lT'i.l:‘.l!I1 of the “blood memories™. The youth
of today has been influenced by black music. The Archetype has
been debased. Plato showed us that Atlanos was drowned because
of an indiscriminate mingling of Archetypes, because of their
destruction in the “blood memory”. The Twilight of the Gads has
taken place. The sound of the horn can be heard echoing sadly in
the forests of Hyperborea.’

After a lnﬂg silence, r.']uring which he seemed to be -:.'l:r:l'll:l:mp]ar—
mg some undefined point as if someone standing there werce telling
him what to say, the Master continued: “The rebellious dross aver-
flows from the forge where the alchemist is preparing the gold of
resurrection. Counter-Initiation, Prince of Darkness and Slavery,
tikes 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 stll defend their solar soul. Amongst
us, in the south of the world, are the White Gods, hiding n the
'[:'ll'}' of the Caesars, in the secret refuges in the Andes, in the
Mysterious oascs of the South Pole. Your mission 15 to seck them,
You will have to scarch the exterior world and try to enter its
fortresses and gather together the scattered fragments of the broken
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rown, cven if it means dpproaching that table ar which
!n:xhausnh!& supply of food is served and the liquor of eternal |'Hn
1% drun.k, 50 thar, finally, vou Mmay sit in the Siege Perilons bee %
:,.ru‘u“wlll have come accompanicd by your beloved e
Firstly, You must search yoor own country, Iyaur MY St
homeland, which awaits transfiguration. You must £o dmwn}: >
borders of the Antarctic, in search of the oases of warm watf Ehc
t|'_|:: centre of the ice-ficld, bencath the Black Sun of Midnight Tﬁ i
jﬁcf_,wcr the entrance to the Interior Earch where our greft gu&:;if
g;"j;:] }:::‘ ;Em.:]::,m lo Ve your natve land 25 yvou once loved the
e £rs of your childhood, because the warrior of
Lle scorn nature and its laws, but looks on it as an
allegory of something supernatural, [e is immersed in this alls
gory, although ar the same time he 1s amazed by the ere Jl." 7
I:arlt‘j.-'_ of his “ego”, which is a-natural, Moreover, it js nlz: i
for him to believe in immortality, ke fives it I-ic 15 th o o
sl S 5 1t s the Man of

THE INITIATION

‘I::a:l t;:: w:afit mm]:y years before | was accepred by the guides who
HETOE us from the Ray of Green Lich . i
Sieind reen Light, and the Massr decided to
. fj Wi summoned to the Circular Room of Glass, which had been
tha.: t IE the 5::-.uth 45 3 copy of the first home, The warriors were 4l
t:rr; ressed lrf_b[ar:k and carrying their swords, I, too, carried rrine.
r 1:' great Sign qf Return, which revolves in the Opposite
: lireu.tm;l etdﬁ the turning of this present earth, was suspended from
11.E d'-l'au ted roof. A fire burned in the centre of the room,
Trtw My sword and passed it o the Master.
1.;;” ”t;_l“s‘ 5:;1"“i~ }“—' told me. *No one kneels in our company.
others tormed a circle around us. T : .
e he Master passed my
Twl; h‘:rc are two swords, One day your will be the Warrior of the
= -]wmdd&. when you regain che faculry of conversing with the
ﬁ:ma E &].':. Plants, which is the language of Avalon, spoken in the
ﬂf ¥ of the C&tﬁars.f'f-au will be the Warrior of the Two Worlds
Ij;:i mt:iﬂr and outer. There is only one sword, bug it has rwo Edﬁci.l
a double-headed cagle. It is the Sword of the Two Conscioys-
nesses, of the il‘-’-'zkcni]l_g.' a
The Master drew a sign on the blade of the sword and handed ir
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hack to me. The warriors pointed their swords at my heart. Then
raised them towards the Emblem of Return.

*The Circle is called Huilkanota. You are now an Ancahuinca, a
warrior serving the White Gods of Albama. Now you can never
g back. Whosoever sets foot here can never go back, He must go
sver onward, across burning deserts and icy plateaux, suffering
thirst, half-frozen, alone, without human comfore, without the
warm embrace of a living woman, usgue ad ssereen, until one day he
eaches the dumond-encrusted walls of the City of Dawn, its
deawbridge, its hidden entrance. By his constant courage in battie,
by his “fury” alone, he will have gained the night to resurrection
and cternal life. But whosoever sets foot upon this path which leads
wo the great beyond may not go torward if he ever has the infepgion
of turning back. He who has arrained che human stare and doesn't
oy to go beyond it is like a man whe commits suicide.”

And the Master gave me the first sign in our initiation: “The sign
is the language of Atlantis-Hyperborea. When vou trace it over
your heart, it affects the two heads of the double-headed cagle and
nstantly reaches the Two Earths and all vour bodies, reactivating
them. It is your deferce and paralyses thosc who are opposed to
vour myth, opposing Nes, hke a counter-initiation, an anti-spirit,
Other signs will be given to you, cither by me personally or by the
guides, as they become necessary to the glory of your fight, on the

dingerous road which you will be following. May the Norns he
propitious to you! May the immortals give vou their blessing! Go,
seek! And never return, Leap!”

THE SEARCH ONCE AGAIN

Since that day I have travelled the world from end to end,
searching, consultng, looking deep into the eyes of every pilgrim |
meet ro see whether be is one of my comrades, to receive some sign
or indication that would help me find the path that leads o the
gates of the City of Dawn.

At first, [ allowed myself to be dragged along by the current that
flows ever farther towards the south, | pencrrated irs borders,
where Pedro Sarmientn de Gamboa asted the bitter fruit of return,
Called Cgfatate.! In the Sarmiento Mountains, ]jj,-' Lake MNahuel-

YA frunt of the south of Chile. It is believed that whoeever ears it will
always return there.
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Huapi, [ searched for the City of the Caesars. And one day | foung
myself at a great altitude, near the peak of Mclimoyu., Withoy
knowing why, [ burst into tears beside 2 small lake and a rock
which stood on a plateau, near a forest of petrificd conifers. It wag
with great difficulty that | came down from there, as if half of my
soul lay dead in that place.

And 1 continued my search until [ reached the icy wastes of the
Antarctie, guided by a golden-haired dog, always with the hope of
seeing the oasis which was the entrance to the Interior World, the
Hollow Earth, the refuge of our guides, appear in the thick mist.
And in the expectation of their resurrection.

I don’t know what happened to my golden-haired dog, or
whether [ lost it in this turn of the wheel or another, whether it fell
mte a bottomless Antarctic abyss, or whether it was devoured by
the ferocious skuas, those Antarcric 5&.‘1;;u]|5 which flew ever closer
to 1ts Grolden Fleece.

I'have said that | travelled to all the ends of the earth. And thus it
was. | crossed the great 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 the men of Lemuria,
their treasures, their immense submerged powers, their cosmo-
gonic dreams, stll lie in its depths. And one day | reached the
Other Spine of the Earth, the Himalayas, because [ thought to find
the City of Agharti and the Masters of my Master there, 1 lived in
India for many years, scarching the holy mountaias for the Siddha-

Ashram, The Master had told me thar its entrance was to be found
on the sacred Mount Kailas, in the Transhimalayas, above the
rainline, near Lake Manasarovar. | was on the point of reaching it.
But 1 was prevented from deing so by the other races who had
taken control of those regions and who were opposed to our myth,
forcing Kaliyuga towards its nadir, to the new kingdom of the ants,
to a planet of lead. Only the judgment of the Norns can save our
Myth of Resurrection and Eternal Love. And the sword called

"Blood Memory®, And the Disc of Green Light and the return of
the White Gaods.

CARL GUSTAV JUNG

Un my return o the west, in that European world which is not like
the South American one, and which after the Thirey Years War and

F—q———
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latest war of the Mahabharata has become like 2 ]..‘lﬂd"g." without 2
s discovered that a noble White Spirit had left Europe fI:Il'. cver.
ol llﬁdt that the Grail had been taken by Parsifal to Albania, the
iy o for America, in a Templars’ ship with a fiery cross on
%ﬂc;;{tv.:;;ich revolved in the direction of return, towards the oases
. - ¥ .

i thc_ bf_‘-': fet:-]:::z]li.bcsidc 2 lake. in a tower built by his own hands

::]n*.:;lzs.: cutlsr;thtinn had been determined by 1115 dreams, 1 met
% .t of the Sphinx ohce more. He was carving 2 SCEI'FL-'!TH o
. Mnﬁ;:ilc the waters of the lake lapped gently round his feet. i.!u_-
m{%:ﬂn:; arrive, exhausted, thirsey and hungry, and mviged me mn-
5?;;'.{.- the tawer to rest beside the fire while he prepared a meal for
5
nlri_'lﬂ offered me wine in a metal juog and we talked :31: l:]-u.tl Inghr

4 the following day. I shal! try and reproduce what he m : t.nr:.
an'L'k . yvou. [ have lost the war. When | have left this life, a
c:::]s}::traéy -;-.f:iI] take place against me. It has ;.1]1.\;11 ¥ ﬁn '::u:ﬂ; ;?},
because only pocts will be able to understand me and oo :.l b
work. Sometimes 1 think that my fellow ::-;:untr':.r?m, m. I'.]'II:S. m;::
land in which 1 am living in this turn ui_'l:h-: w]u:c_]. . a[ilrl_l?L,E \.u_m:.im
[ endanger their materialise, mum-y—nnci?tatcd way of -::t .m:zr i
from this world. [ am a Hyperborean, lef yuu,.l Amﬁalh rang e
this world. in this land inhabited by the “slaves of . t :a:_ut;;;-.. . We
lost this stage of the war of the Mahabharata, Because .u_dt 15,.“:1;1_,-
work will remain unfinished and only poets, as 1 have said, u.nh ;:“
able to understand it and carry it on. This h-::-mt:]:mq of m:;:l:.:j. which
wis once druidic, has remained a part of a Celtic vzcﬂrl}c ; fra?;:?
whose symbol 15 a clover with four lua.vn_:ﬂi, 'l‘."_"EElL]!i:!.: it {;‘n: 5 tr:.‘{._, i lr
leaf which is the Hyperborean pn]a.r spirit, the leaf :Lt the :]1:1];1 1;:2 ;:
destiny. It lost it, or it never I‘]ifl.d it. At least your home
! ‘the Morning Star. . . . = =
m‘%;:f :rm: are to hl%muﬁ [ broke in. *Why didn't you 1-151[-: 1_,.}1::;:,3]11]2
You were also a son of your mountainous country, lacking
3 ury. . :
aa-:_:;‘cil::& have lost the little chat I had salvaged in th |::-1.t[l¢.: P-L:;.;l
now it will be the sons of my own flesh whq will Ia.]:-.l:‘dpdr'[ 1!I'Ihl; 1£
destruction of my work. A creagor, a warror, should not have
children. . . .’ 3

“That 15 "1 agreed.

Eil;nl:'u::::ri_:lj-mq;u: rhgcz wine. He put some large pots and the old
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=}
them, talking to them g5 if they could understand him. After at

almost religious silence, he looked at me texedly: “Well, pilgrin
you have caten and drunk, Do you wish to rest

metal frying pan into the cupboard. He greeted them and thanke,

or would you rach,,
open your heart to me now a5 you did long ago, when you were
king standing beside the Sphinx?’

T will ealk to you,
Can ANswer me.

i

"Ireplied. *That is why I have come. Only vy,

‘SELF’

I have been asking myself the same question for an entire eternity,

without obtaining an answer, Is there any reason to believe thy
anything survives death? The “ega”, for example? Can it dic? If the
“ego” dies, everything comes to an end with it. One day vou
explained to me that if the “ego” didn't exist, there would be no
world. If a yogi, for example, had stripped hamself of his “ego” in
his profoundest state of samadhi, there would bc no one there w
know that he had been in samadhi, Or perhaps he didn't know thar
he was in samadhi? Because there 15 indiv
CONSCIOUSNEss; It eXists ov
because it has no cg

duality without ego-
enn a flower, a stone, A stone is 3 SLOTK
O-consciousness,” said Meister Fckhart
Without consciousness, without “cgo”, there can be no individu-
atton. There is persona but not personality. And die “ego™
“ego” 1 feel mysclf to be, that only I am, how can it die? If it dies,
the world comes to an end, because how can “I" know that it will
go on without "me”, when “1" die? Oaly because people tell me so,
because someone assures me it is sa, while T am still here. [ Jearn
that the world goes on after me. And ir is *I" who hears it, always
“I". Ah, but if [ really do die. then everything comes to an end,
even the world. And I cannot escape from this. There is no possible
way out for my “ego”. 1 can only think and feel the tollowing:
when 1 disappear, if ever | do disappear, someone in cternicy wall
agair feel himself to be “me”, exactly as [ do now. And this “I".
who feels like this, will be “1" ]tl}?:-itr]f-. _iugl: as af n.;:.ﬂjng had ceased

to exist; because in the immense interval, after 3 whole cternity, if
there 15 no *“I°

[ = this “I" — there is no Consclousness, so that time
also comes o an end. A moment, 4 sigh, a nothing, The
disappearance and resurrection of the world. The slecp, the repose
of the Gods. The Eterna) Rerurn,

, thas
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‘[ have come here to consult you, to talk to you, 1-::- I:]-lj.t;.k. v-r:l'rh
How can 1 know that you really E?-'-lST:Iftm[ you are o 3

you- L Af to be an “17, “your-1"? Only because | hear
that you 1-.:' .}rm:ﬂ:i::a; it could well be a projection of myself or a
R SErmysclfin oo, like 2 the rest, wworda thas Liam seyivg
splicang ot !m:ti ons and answers that | am putting to myself, a
o mysel, LqL:Et'-mnt of a mirror in which 1 am looking at |:13r'5rf‘]r At
mﬁn::u]*‘-'ﬁull'f"‘t' "_ lramatic life, Nictzsche also had discovered this - so
i cmll]{tm;m Lxd hlu.: became all people in one, at one and the same

they L€ in escaping from the arcle into madness, But did

Hme, y_;cq:tf-.iinp_::l
really escape: T
hEHc pzs:ﬂtd his old hands across his l_IF]'nI\:n_hL.1-:j._I.]1I:: e
“This has been my obscssive melody, too. o R
| brick wall, this narrow path which seems to le iy
rﬂ-f:“':? v out. Withow: an answer. Because, truly, there is
without a way . s Gt nel The gnl:.,.‘ thinlg, I can confirm to
Tt L too, ol mysel 10 be “me*: A poot answer, Bocaus
i5 that 1, (00, fee ¥ e T N
L iew. only “you” feel yourse F
E::;iﬂet::: :EE:'n I:'rc:m assure you that itis the 5“’““15.3: ’ém‘;;i;
With your "me”, you will never L-'f" able to |.1:|u:l|:t:i‘tt-'-:m 1u - fTPI i
for ever. There is no way out of this, no ANSWE. I J; 1-*~1 :'ha‘:;_t i
answer is: there is no way out, no answer. i_]-n-: way :I:u.::bmal: 1 =
renunciation of the “ego”, "'.;:rl]:::i:ﬁ:'{l':flﬂ ol the Eﬁnl % :t' Eithn
Persona which existed before _rhu.' ego’” and w t:e : []-U_;m i
so old, so ancient, so filled with dignity. Combiming
- . 2 W -1 42
hh?bﬁclrt:'::' .ll;rt':;;z“i:;‘u“? Where was it before it cntered a chald’s
a7 T = 1
hnl':_]lf 1]“::,5::::..,_1 me with other guesnons: ‘[!urh;tpﬁhl‘t r:-"rld: L':-!:_';
“Rmgtienigel” whuch thectnlc lates bl WG 0 i
ivhodys Or pocepale R SR S
goes away when the “ego” enters the childs bo "«f -ih g
"your” return? What is this “you”? Is there, F“.:I]mrlh, - -“ 1E: he
is the “cgo™ a point, a fold n the mantle of the .Pcrﬁ{m.lll s 52
= : . iny part can enter a body made of dense
Monad, of which only a tny pa i it by ki fhe techng
rtl:!.l:tt,‘.ﬁ. Have .}'U'..l cVer n::ﬂ.nlsuif_‘rt L L”;E] m dive an-"ego” t5 their
rats of the science of Kahyuga manag = lever? Mightm't
tlectronic brains, their robots, merely by moving a lever? Mig
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something similar have happened in the case of the human being?
Will the “ego” survive when the robot is destroyed? Will the same
“ego” be reproduced in ather machines? This horrifying possibility
15 for me a further proof that consciousness is an archetype which
forges a path through the universes, seeking to give itself a shape,
and that it uses the human being in the same wav as it would use the
machine. . . . I have never managed to say this openly: That the
“ego” is an Archetype.”

T understand,’ 1 said.

“They are only words, [ know. New receptacles for an old wine,
Let us return to the point from which we have strayed: combining
the “ego” and the persona. There lies the gate through which omne
can enter and leave Ultima Thule. [ have called it Individuation.
Combining the “ego” with the Self. Changing the accent of
individualiry, moving it from the rational consciousness closer
the Ocean of the Unconscious, 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 Sun of rational
conscipusness to the Black Sun of Individuation. And the centre
that appears there, which is created, invented, to which the accent
of lﬂdi‘-’jdﬂﬂljf}' has now r1'ILW-:;{l, 15 the SC]E a arcle whose
circumference 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 Unconsciows, with all its Lights
on. The fulfilment of the rotality of 3 being, the unus mundus. This
15 Individuation., Giving a face to the Self, to the “*Guardian Angel”.
the Monad, making the Creator conscious. . . . And do vou know
where [ found the concept of the Self [ used in order to allude to this
mystery? In the greatest psychologist of all time: in Nietzsche, your
"Wounded King”, who was the firse to discover it, using the
German word Selbst,”

‘What s the Self?’ [ asked.

It 15 an island of glass lost in the middle of the Ocean, a city
hidden in the depths of a mountain, an oasis of warm water in the
midst of the ices, it is the Continent of the Golden Age, a castle
surrounded by flames, in which the Deloved lies asleep. . . . Yes,
because once there was a King, a Queen, a Sleeping Beauty in 3
Wood, an Eternal Love. . . . Only poets will be able to understand
me, , , .

m

Awnorher Tum |;|,I"H|:r' HWheel iyt

AMIMA, AMNIMUS

‘Eros was united with his Beloved inside the Grear Orphic, Cosmic
Egg: Phanes, Frika Paios. Eros unites, but Phobos, fear, harred
{nothing is closer to love than hatred) disunites, leads to separation,
hreaks the Cosmic Egg. S0 as to acquire consciousness, ndividu-
ality, so as to be able one day to give a face to the Cosmic Egg.

‘Complete fusion — losing oneself in one's opposite, in the loved
one, in an effort to retirn to the onginal Androgynouvs - is not a
good thing. It goes against Individuation, the immortality of the
pErsona and resurrection, which is differentiation, the individu-
ation of both partners, so that he and she can come together agan
gcparacud but, in another way, united for ever. Resurrected.

'If you have the great good fortune to meet your beloved again,
the her of him, in one of ¢the tums of your wheel, dan't make the
mistake of marrying her. You would both be destroyed. Whar you
must do 15 help her to die outside you. Love her as if you were
committing a crime. The beloved must dic in order to return to life
as an immortal, placing her eternity in your 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, profaning him, castrating his
magic virility, turning man into woman. She 18 not the devouring
mother, the widow who 1s not the Widow, because she does not
resign herself to her widowhood and so castrates her son. Parsifal
and Alexander had to employ Phobes {Hatred) in order to escape
trom the Great Mother, the hittle widow, so as to achieve the Grail,
the Stone of Change, which the Greeks called Xearen. Totalivy,

‘Das ewig Weibliche zieht uns hinan, as Goethe said. “The Eternal
Feminine leads us to heaven.” Because the impulse which drives
vou to fulfil the ultimate mystery, which | have called Individu-
ation, projecting the “ego™ into the Persona, into 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 vou cross
the decp chasm, the drawhbrnidge that separates your “ego” from the
castle in which vour beloved lies asleep, jumping into the abyss, It
15 1m effece 2 ch ange, a miracle. It 15 a Moo=-Existent Flower: the Self,
Fall into this Aower and you will find the face of your Beloved
there, This love, this impulse, is an icy, red-green fire, which
Consumes everything and projects you to heaven, loving beyond
life and desth, for all eternity. This love makes vou immortal. This
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face, this Fire of Love, whick the troubadours and Minnesingg,

c‘:lll_t‘d Woepre Saelde, lsolde, I have called Anima in the man g
Animis in the woman,

A-MOR

_‘Il: has been said that the man who loves God necds sevep
mcarnations in order to enter Nirvana and liberate himself, and thay
thf: man Wwho hates him needs only three. It is without God by,
'n.-.rlt_h : his own “fury” that Parsifal achieved the Grail and his
individuation, his Self, his totality. This is the difference between
the qul.lllE! Road and the Dry Road. We do not know whether as
well as his “fury”, his Phobos, his fear of the Mother F'ar.-;im
carried with him a “memary of 4 beloved™, as he was '_-;up:pused ;n
h.‘iw advised his friend Gawaine o do. Parsifal, with his “fury”, or
hl; hatred, was resisting a participation mystigue. Samadhi, fusion
'ﬂ.lrlfll Adhi, the Primordial Being, doesn't await him at the end of
h:!.q rqad. Because this weuld be the way of sainthood. What awairs
him is Kaivalya, total separation, supreme Individuation Absolure
Personality, the ultimate solitude of the Superman. This ’is the way
of the magician, the Siddha, the tantric hero of the Grail, The
cosmic isolation of the risen Purysha, -
~"The mystery of the Grail has preoccu pied and moved me deeply
since my vouth. For this very reason, 1 did not wish te touch it byt
Passed it by on tiptoe, because I had a presspeiment that this Was
samething sicred that should nor be “psychologised”, Unforey-
nately, I am not sure that orhers may not do so in my name after |
have gone, . | f
‘lam surprised to hear you use the word “psychologise”. Ha ving
stapped in midstream, out of a desire to preserve the "Sc_,“i.t:rjtiﬁ[“';
nature of your school at all costs, having enveloped your
protoundest experiences in the language thar was in vogue at the
Fimc, 50 as to escape the zecusation of mysticism and magic, you
nevertheless find yourself Laid open to the accusation of “psycholo-
gising” tradidonal and sacred knowledge, such as alchemv,
astm]ngy, hermeticism and even the | Ching. Having daae so, you
have gal_nv:d nothing, because vour enemies will always accuse 1}*’!“
of mystic ambiguities and of being a gnostic follower of Meister
Eckhart.”

T know. This is why I have said tha only sacts will understand
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me. Because, somchow, [ have handed over the “ciplicr™, [, too,

fike the croubadours of Occitana and the Minnesdnger, have sung i

code, in cipher. For example, haven't | said that Archetypes are
psychoid? That is to say that, transcending the human psyche, they
are bevond or before it. Whar difference, chen, from the Gods of
Greece and India and of the ancient Germans? And my two or more
Collective Unconsciousnesses, incompatible between themselves?
Isn't this the “Blood Memory™, the Minne of the German
troubadours, whe samg of the memory of a Love lost at the
beginning of time? What difference between this and the “Race
Spirit” of which the occultists speak? Withour doubt, T could have
gone much further, had [, too, not lost the war, I could hawve Jirnked
my concept of the Collective Unconsciousnesses with the myster-
ious Tibetan doctrine of the Tulku and the Hindu-Buddhise
doctrine of the Bodhisattva. A Tulku never says “1” but “we” when
referring to himself. He is a Race Spirit cmbedicd in an entre
people. He possesses all has “17 while alsa being conscious in
various parallel planes or times of existence. He 1s ublquitous. Thus
we link up with the theme of 17, which you rased, and with
Mietzsche's conclusion, which 5 go longer one, buc all, . . .
Hinduism's Samsara 15 also my Collective Unconscious, the River
of Samsara, of thosc archetypal forms: Maya, for the Hindus,
Musion. And in the midst of all this is the Self, like an 1deal centre,
situated in no partenlar place m the immense Ocean, like 2 Non-
Existent Flower,

‘In the west, there was once a way of individual nitiation into
love: the mystery of the Grail, of 1ts Esotenc Order of Knighes and
the hermeticism of the German and Provencal troubadours and of
the Fedelr &’ Amore in northern Italy, The troubadours’ esarericism
became a sort of Platonism, or an alchemical Tantrism of the Left
Hand. It possessed a ritual and an initiation by degrees, which went
fram the choice of the initate by the “glance™ of the Lady of the
Castle — Beatrice, in the casc of Dante — to the giving of a protective
ring, a girdle {Brunnhilde's Girdle in the Nibelungenlied), a
handkerchief or a glove. The initiare has been accepted. He is the
Taneric Sadhaka. He then passes into the degrees of Femhedor,
“Surtor”; Precador, “Implorer™; “Bound Man™ and D, he who
has exchanged hearts, the betrothed — Rebis, the androgynous of
the alchemists = he whe has surmounted the ultimate test of Asag,
uniting with his lady only in the mind; or rather, in the Maithuna,
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the mystical Tantric coitus. The Mysterivm Coniunciionis. From
there he should achieve resurrection, the state of definite separ.
ation, Individuation in the Absolute Personality, purushic, kaivaljg,
of which we have alrcady spoken, With the face of the Beloved 1y
his soul. In alchemy, the equivalene states are Nigredo, Albedo (from
which come the names Albamia, Albion, Albi) and Rubeda,
resurrection in the red immortal energy-marcter of Fajra. The Seror
Mystica, the woman who is always at the side of the alchemist. i
the Amasia Llxor, the magic bnde of the troubadours’ love
esotericism, And she is the Yogind and Parastry, the imnated bride of
Tantrism.

‘This miraculous Hyperborcan imtiation comes from a grea
distance, from the original polar continent, where the female
magpicians, the priesiesses of magic love, Morgana and Alloulne,
appeared. And also che women who, in the legend of the Grail,
healed the wounded warrior and the Sick King, This mystery
comes to us from an unfathomable distance. In the west, 1t was
destroyed with the Cathars and the Templars, with che Minnesdnger
and the Fedele 4’ Amore, with the troubadours of the Languedoc, in
the eternal war with the enemies of the divine myth. Whar had been
a private, unlque, anstocraric initiation has become vulgansed in
the exotericism of the Church of Rome, which has raken possession
of 115 symbols and adulterated them. The Gnostic Lady, Sophia,
Woerre Saelde, the feminine Holy Spirit, Parakletos, the Dove, has
been popularised as the Virgin Mary; the Exchange of Hearts,
which is in realiey the awakening of the Anahara chakra, has been
externalised in the cult of the hearr of Jesus, The erown of thorns
and the rosary have replaced the Templars’ alchemical rose of a
thousand petals, the Sahasrara chakra, at the summit of the mvisible
skull. It i5 the assassination of the sacred way of Kundalini, of che
Tantne road of the chakras. A hermetic imtation of solar love has
been adulterated by an exoteric, lunar religion, by an anthropo-
morphic, exclusively materalisue cult,

“The initiation of “loveless love™ has been destroyed, and man
has gone over to the diffusion of a physical, martriarchal love,
centred purely on the physical body of the woman, in which the
externalised Eve miumphs, desccrating the warrior, imposing her
female urgency and her “Demetrian” fever for procreation. Love
has become human, all too human. The “loveless love” of the
warrior, of the croubadour, is the myseery of the Grail, The love of
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- ‘THE ART OF THE FUGUE"

the ge 1 was leaving, 1 said to mysclf “The Rose on the Cross is the
symbol of the Self, of the toralicy. It is the face of the soul, the
eransfiguration of the terrestrial, the flowering, The horizontal line

of the cross is the femirmine, She; the vertical 15 the masculine, He.
The Rose unites them, joins them together, it is HIM-HER and
HER-HIM, the Androgynous. Bur if the cross revolves dizaily, m a
left=hand direcon, towards the beginnings, back ta Hyperborea,
to the Moming Star, it turns into a flaming circle, which cxtends
behind all the suns as far as the Ray of Green Light, surmounting
for all ume HIM and HER, making them into an immortal One-
self. They have been resurrected in the red encrgy of Vajra,
centring on the immobile, polar movement. Immobile within
movement, united in separation, loving each other with loveless A-
Mor. And when the cross revolves in this way, taking this
direction, the face of the Beloved emerges from the depths of the
Great Rose.”

In the dawn, covered in Alpine mist, while | walked through
narrew gasses, [ had a vision, a dream: [ saw myself inside an old
Gothic church. With me was a woman who was explaining to me
that the purest Gothic was to be found in Germany, even though
the style had originated in the north of France. The two towers had
been transformed into one, and the whole line of the building
seemned to defy earthly gravity and to strain towards the infinite in
supreme flight. And she repeated to me, in German: Das ewig
Moeiliiche zieht uns hinan.

We listened to the last Brandenburg Concerto by Bach, the most
magical, holding hands and lookmg at a window which depicted an
alchemical rose, through which shone the evening sun, transform-
ing it into an explosion of pearls, droplets, cascades of green light.
Then, we kissed, bathed in that alchemical lighe. And it was as if
we were kissing cack dropler of light from the flower, the face of
the flower, which was to me Her face and to her His face.

The Brandenburg Concerto had turned into the "Art of the
Fugue’, the last and greatest creation of Bach's soul, composed on
the highf_‘il‘ pc:nk.f. of his world, rEpEﬂEing 3 theme ad i.uﬁru'mrrr,
althuugh scarcely ultering its meaning: 'L‘t‘cgting new laws i the

movement of forees, bur without creanng new forces’, within the
Eternal Rerurn of the samc force, discovering in it ‘lucky
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occurrences filled with meaning', which, when mterpreted, trans-
figured, b_r-::nught the possibility of ‘ardering and n:ln:rn:rmi:rr.n;g
human beings in a new (although illusary) way. A lucky
occurrence which turns into Destiny. A Non-Existent Elower: byt

more real than all the Aowers in the gardens of this world,

HERMANN HESSE

The Alpine mist dispersed.
One midday, 1 found myself once again autside the door of a

house where someone had hung a sign which carried the tollowing
INScription: .

‘When a man has reached old age

and has fulfilled his mission,

he has a right to confrone

the idea of death in peace.

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

to the door of his house,

as 1t no one hived there !

Once again, [ met the Master who had not lost the faculty of
conversing with the animals and plants, or who had recapturcd this
condition of yourh in his old age. He was in the garden, burning
1::&‘“.'.4 and branches. How much time had passed since our earlier
meeting, in the turning of the Great Wheel!

H:*I saw me appear and approached me with 2 lumingus smile,
grecting me with his clear cyes.

‘We couldn’t leave yesterday for the U pper Engadine because of
an unforescen occurrence — my wife was stung by a bee.”

We sat down on a bench in the shady t:r,ar:l-:hu, m the shadow of
:hhc chestnut trees, There were magnolias and palm trees and a huge
fig trec, the like of which [ have only seen in India, An enchanted
fountain murmured melodiously.

“This is Klingsor's Garden. I baptised it by this name in memory
of the magician in Parsifal. It reminds |TL-:_‘.-|_‘|‘[" the Villa Rufol irr-|
Ravello, which inspired Wagner to write the first ace of Parsifal,
When he saw it, he cxclaimed: “This is Klingsor's {“ﬂl-.'l'.l':l.]'l::[l:_‘l:'
Garden!™ Here, in this Casa Camuzzl, when a cycle has ended for
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you, | will give you refuge. In this house, vou will discover the
secret of the resurrection; from here, you will set out to artain .’

‘1 have been in ]_"'n-cn-]linge.:n, with the Master of the H]z-hm:-:.'

‘He is a mounain, like San Salvatore which we can see from
here, like Monte Generoso, like the Matrerhorn. [ owe him much.
My magic work begins with him. “"Damian™ is the Selfi his
mother, Eve, 15 the Great Widow, the Mother of Parsifal. We
purselves are the sans of ohe Widow, the Aieresdneer, the sens of
Waevre Saelde, who sing of the deep longing for the Hyperborean
north. We are Cain and Lucifer. I seek the Princess Fatima, you the
Princess Papan. Thanks to the Master of the Sphinx, I met
Abraxas. My work 15 enveloped in his secret gnosis. In reality, Iam
the poet he 15 seeking, the poet who, without interpreting symbaols,
expresses them. In Steppenwolf, Hermine is the femunine of
Hermann, my Anima, as he would say. Like a Minnesanger, 1 have
sung m code,”

‘In some Spanish eranslations of that work, the cipher has been
lost,” | interrupted, 'becanse the name Armanda has been substi-
tuted for Hermine.’

‘It’s the age we live in,” he r:,'.]':u]ir_'d: B ils) MYSEEry, o Secrecy, no
gnosis. . . . However, there is something that separates me from
the Master of the Sphinx: music. | live, I envelop myself in it. Bach,
Mozart, as much or more than him, have influenced my work.
Mozart is present in Stepperwolf. The Magic Flute already reveals the
mystery of HIM-[{ER and HER-HIM by leading ws to Pamino and
Pamina, Papageno and Papagena by the dancing rhythm of its
notes; Him and Her, with capital lerters, and him and her, with
small ones. Our Master of the f‘iphm:{ doesn’t live musie with his
blood. This is what distinguishes a Swiss from a German. | belong
to that insensate, tenuous current of men of the Grear Longing,
which flows like a river of gold from the ices of the far north, from
the Minae, and which reaches ecstasy with Hoéldetlin, Kleist,
Novalis and Nietzsche, We are those who believed thar we could
change the world by “magic idealism”. ¥You arc one of us, because
only in us will you find your ki, When I have gone, a conspiracy
in which the sons of the flesh will take part will adulterace me,
trying to link me with Negro music, drugs and sexualisin, They
will turn me into a comue strip phopher, and may even resetve me a
Place of honour in the Valhalla of Disneyland. Bue | will survive all
that, Because | am a Minnesdnger whao has sung in code, and because
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I also carry the Sword of Goldmund, named Minne, *Blood

Memory™.”

*And death? And your grave there in Gentiline?'

‘Dreath is like falling into the Master of the Sphinx's Collective
Unconscious, mto the Samsara, in order to return from there to the
circle, on a new day, to forms, o pure form . . . Why does deat;
preoccupy you so much? Listen to Nature, live its eycles. There
you can hear the voice of God, of the Gods, . '

I know that a great difference exists between my melody and thas

of the Master who knows the language of the animals and the
flowers. Perhaps he is too German for me, in his fecling of
pantheistic fusion with MNature, which I cannot help tecling is
sometimes a lictle morbid, while nevertheless loving it so much, |
hope, therefore, ta be able to transtigure it one day wich my ‘magic
idealism’, ‘'synchronistically with my resurrection’, driving away
our mutual Kaliyuga, our ‘darkest age’. Mowvalis himself, so
beloved by him, stated: ‘God must be scparated from Nature, Caod
has nothing to do with Nature, He is the goal of MNature.
Something with which Nature will one day nced to harmonise.”
That is to say, Allegory, Symbal. An involution exists, a Golden
Age was lost. Better still, there exists neither volution nor
evolution, only a change of state, which becomes visible and
conscious in the smallest space-time, only in the human era,
because it is essentially an ontological, atemporal event. Nature,
reality, which is only perceived in part, never in its own truth (‘the
false is the essence of the real’, said the Wounded King), is the
magico-cosmic precipitation of an Idea, of a state which is in
another reality, which cngenders “another reality” and ‘another’.
Terrestrial matter is therefore on the border of ientification, being
both experience and symbal.

William Blake wrote: ‘Nature reaches nothing about Spinitual
Life, only about Natural Life. The devil is the mind of Natural
Structure,’

[nitiation does not admic that the human condition is an
immutable destiny, It does not admit to being only a man. As we
have said with Meister Eckhart: ‘A stone is also God, but it doesn't
know it. And precisely because it doesn’t know it, it is a stone.”

The idea of death obsesses me, along with the mescapable reality
of the sentiment of my “ego’. And even if this might originate in the
depths of the ancestral soul of Spain, 1 know that it connects me
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tially with the silent drama of the Master D.Ftb,w SPIY WTI]‘
esaelt aid and. even more, with what he didn't say. ﬁ“d.t ¢
what he m}; ﬂ:n these two masters is the difference that might
Jifference tn:l]i:: caint and the magician, between the fusion, the

st between : > weCt e
Em’u of oneself in samaidhi and the separation In the hh-_-.n.?]u

it : : : .
- gna!lit':.r in Kaipalya. Between reincarnation and resurrcction
Perscy '

As if interpreting my thoughes, he told me: ‘Don’t .ﬁ:-r;gr.:t :Eat: Lg
h .nd [ remain both Marcissus and Gn.]dmuuri, SIFH_'LHL a an
s d: With my soul divided by opposing tendencies; the desire
fi?l:zn;]dnr, fusion, losing myself, and also the search, In.ugmg.

rebelbion. . .
As I left, he clasped my hand.

THE WOUNDED WARRIOR

The Master had also said o me: “Seek the comrades who were
' ' rean war,
SC%:;;:?: zﬂ :;dtgzttglrﬁﬂtld: [ found the greatese of these Fﬂn-!md?js,;:d“
descendant of the Tuatha De D:]J‘.Iil.l'll_'l- He was badly :ln_uunhim,
lying on the banks of a canal. A heroic woman wa.:l t-:nB mguﬁe iy
saunching the blood which flowed from I_'us wounds. hrca_ e
the tortures to which his enemies had sub{ccted _hlm, L!dc Wi
was almost dumb. He would soon be leaving this wor .} (s
I sat down at his side and talked to him, telling him 31:1DL1 :, \
pilgrimage to the land of Occitania, in the Cathar I;efngdm.1 nf:-cs,iﬂri
limb to the ruins of the solar temple "-'f_ Montsegur an };u v
Maladetea, where our brother, the wa_rrm::nr—llrcrubadnu:l : f;t'f:; e
Born, lot himsclf freeze to death. 'I.]recgn:d his pocm, the ‘Prais
x I e warrior had ranslated. . ;
wffr“‘t;ewn!::r{:r:?riur remained silent, motionless, like a rock, like a

: -nt, hardly even listening to me. _
HEIL:}::ES:n inspira;;cln- Remembering the garden of m¥ ;!:.Ild];-ﬂc.;i
and the ‘angel’ which might possibly have entered me, it g ];.;g'“ 5
what people say about the “second childhood of the :]:E {;ut5idn e
possible that this ‘angel’, which seemed to float on t ot
the body for a time during childhood, also I:“'ﬂcrgjs. thr h.E—l e
again remains outside the body, even b::fuwi deat § one th.ﬁ
‘angel’, which when it entered the body became mhl:-l '”]e-_y.rf; e
‘personality’, becomes only ‘p-:'rmn;.r Ance More ;:r e it P
body again. But for the fact that it posscsses the face, 1 &
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miyself, enabli i : i ;i

I*:::sma;!'r HE[m}; It to immortalise itself, projecting an Absolut
1 me ; -

shsipini Er’ ]F}Q?“d tme and space. S0 that, at such an advanced

B as that ¢ ' . '

N by Jh H ;_5 waounded warrior, his ‘angel’ can only be inside
5 r brict moments, And i : ",

; 5, And it mus : s

Fireils t therefore be sought on the
a0 I stoppe ine at hi

to someth -Fptd} lﬂuk].n‘g at his badily eyes and addressed my words

o 1 ] g ’ b

g 1;1; :lm might be found floating like an aura, a little way

115 he s b 3 s
joyful s head. Intenscly, although calmly, I spoke to him: ‘Be

J Warri 1 ' :

flo .:- . or, for in .:'II:.'IL'#E]l:_'r seven hundred vears the laurel will
!T'Lrhdgdm and you will once more lose the war.’

15 body trembl : 1 ' :

that had entered it cid . l'_J{'m:alh @ gentle blow from something

it % mm:th.mg that was wandering in the lighr of

e d 1 EVE:_ﬂl|:|1g~_ beside the doves of Saine Mark's Square

> dome of the Cathedral of La § gl
al of La S: . -

horse. La Salute, or near the Colleonc
¥oau are one ;

b one of the few. Bless you for coming at last! T was
atting for yvou. Now I can go.’ : B
Yes, Now A

give to each e because now you know that the Gods

Tl You have gone, | will i . '
p ’ P O . -

Hesides: yon know fhael Lass: i tnue fighting .fnr both of us.

“Cantos”. Also, we h; 1at you have sung in code in your

= Mn. . Alsa, u.; 1ave both scaled the ruins of the Solar Termal:

nesegur, and one da = yxel : ; ;
v we will rebuild i, in

el iz i 3 ., in anothsr land.

the R;t]hc Golden Age returns. And when the God of the Losers of
r_.r altyuga, our guide, has been avenged.® '

. ':it: th;l Warror arose, dressed i black, covered with hloody

ounds, : e Y
e ni‘: “:'Ef'-{i” we antoned rhe song of our beloved
adour, bertran de Born, in the
. Ik the lan +n 4 .
translared it BUagc into which he had

In hot summer have [ great rejoicing

When the rempests kill the carth's f":;:.-l] weace

And the lightnings from black I:cau':1}”]ui't;ﬂ-t%1

And the fierce thunders roar me their r]m.-iin::m-]mmnI

And the winds shrick th rough the -l.'J'IIIIJd.'{-m ad, opposing
And through all the riven skies God’s :-;-.wjr-;ii -:'1 [_T':'hmh‘
And I love to sce the sun rise b][md-unnmm. .

And J u:arr;h his spears through the dark c]gi.h

And it fills all my heart with rejoicing |

And pries wide my mouth with fase ;';uts-i:'

) -—

P——*—ﬂ
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When | see him so scorn and defy peace,
His lone might ‘gainst all darkness opposing.
And let the music of the swords make them crimson!

Then | sang in my language, for him:

‘I lowe the joyous nme

Which gives birth to leaves and flowers
I lave to hear the happy sound

Of the birds whose songs

Re-ccho through the grove

And I love to sce tents

And pavilions erccted in the meadows
And [ rejoice greatly

When | sec armed knights

And horses in the ficld

And see castles lustily besieged

And I love to see when a knight

Is the first to invade it

COin horseback, fearlesshy, well armaed
I love to see his valiant courage!

And the harses galloped
Riderless through the thicket. . . .

He came even closer: ‘Do you know why I stay silent? So that
nobody can make me say anything opposed to what | wrote and
did. And hecause. in the end, we warriors are alone and no one.
except our comrade, understands us, and no one is with us, except
the ghosts of the dead heroes. When the fire of combat awoke
our hearts, it could never be put out again. The “Tiny Spark™
guides us. If | were to go back, if because of my old age and the
pain from my wounds they were to induce me to recant, the spirit
of adventure, which has never died, would leave the warrior for

ever. And nothing would then remain but an empty body. Magic

would have deserted us. . . . Be faithful to the old dreams, so that

our world doesn’t lose hope!’
[ tack a step backwards, the better to look at him in the dying

light reflected in the waters of the canal. And looking fixedly now
at his bodily eyes, 1 pronounced the greeting of the legendary

troubadour: *FHel!
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THE RETURN OF ALLOUINE

THE UNKNOWN LEGEND OF THE PRINCESS PAPAN

1 am seated on a rock jutting out over the abyss. Below me are
spread vast tracts of land and brown and blue mountain ranges,

bare of vegetation. This is the mineral-rich, eroded Cordillera of

| the Andes, so different from the other mountain ranges of the

world. Far away, almost at sea level, swirls a transparent mist, like
the agitated breathing of the waters of the Ocean.

Eor some fme now, a condor has been cirching above my head.
From rime to time, he flies closer to me. | can feel the plercing gaze
of this solitary inhabitant of the Andean peaks.

I am reading a book which no one clse in my country has yet
read. and which Pére Jacques, a member of the order, will publish
shortly, reproducing it from our archives. The condor, my brother
. other rums of the wheel, hovers overhead. He seems to be
reading with me

It is the unknown story of the Princess Papan.

In pre-recorded times, when the Hyperboreans realised that their
eontinent in the polar north was going to be submerged, they sent
one of their Discs of orichalcum to the south of the world. And
with its crew went the Priestess of Magie Love, Allouine. They
wok with them a branch from the Soma tree, which was the tree
that contained the liquor of blood, of Blood Memary. And chey
planted it at the other pole. When the continent of Hyperborea
disappeared, together with the first Atlanns, Mu and Gondwana,
the White Gods were already safe in the oases at the South Pole and
in the secret cities in the Andes, They founded the ancient
civilisarion of Tiahuanacu and the temples on kBaster [sland whiach
have now disappeared. The White Gods werc men of giant stature.
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They wrote using the signs which the order still uses. Some of
them are reproduced in the runes,

When the earth’s axis shifted, the Golden Age, the Garden of
P}valmn and the First Earth Were lost, The seasons were introduced
time was hi'_‘l_I'lli. But in the hollow Interior Earth, in its ‘double’, in1
Eﬁl_ﬁr:':litl’ :Itii:;_ﬂf iﬂ:_gll:ljﬂl‘t'! and Shambhalia, in Great Paytid, in

clin, 1 the City of the Cacs '

i Pr,;:rcwfd_ ars, in all those places, the Golden

America, whose alchemical name is Albania — from Albedo - the
Land of the White Gods, has been the traditional refuge of the
descendants of the Luciferan Hyperboreans, the followers of the
(:Jmtl of the Losers of the Kalivuga, the warriors of the Morming
Star, of Lucifer-Abraxas. Through their Blood Memory they knew
that a branch of the onginal, primeval Soma tree grew at the South
Pole. JI"LI'JI;.{ they had to go there to drink its imn'lc-rra].ising hquor
Dn]].-'_m this way could they be rejuvenated, bringing new life t-L.i
the l'il‘l.’l]'.lt,‘ race which was on the point of extinction, For this
reason, n ancient times America-Albania was visite
Druld:?, the Celts, the Vikings, the Templars, and Ij'ar-s‘::f':?}rwr]!:;
came in a ship with all its lights on, with the emblem .;.f the
Lefthanded Cross on its sail and carrying the Grail. The ship was
called Wafeln, El Caleuche, Astra. It navigated beneath the :’:urfgcr of
thn? water and was crewed by the souls of the dead herocs, the
Wildes Heer, the defeated armies of the war of the Ma.rm,!ulramt; the
great war which will never end. |

The surface of America=Albania, which the Vikings called
Hvetramannaland, the Land of White Men, is populated to the
present day by the slaves who survived the sinking of Atlantis, who
drowned it with their black magic. They bc!-:-nhg; to the -cni:aurﬂd
races of the alchemical, planetary Opus, each of which has a precise
cosmic function to fulfil, if in fct they are not the exclusive
product of the animal-men. They rebelled, causing the catastrophe
by consorting indiscriminately with each other, withour initj;mnl'
knowledge, without tantric magic, without science, bringing about
a nTﬂst.d.readfuil cataclysm, as Plato relates. Atlantis severed the tics

which joined it to Hyperborea — the sacred land of the extrarerrestr-
ial guades of the Ray of Green Light — and its sinking produced the
p]arjﬂtar}', cosmic drama, tearing away even the Polar Cantinent
shifting the earth’s axis, causing the third moon to fall m;
Gondwana, changing the position of the Andean Ocean, destroy-
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ing Tiahuanacu, submerging the Continent of the Spirit. Homer
also relates thar the Garden of the Hesperides, with its apples of
alchemical gold, of awrum potabile, which can be caten and drunk,
was guarded by three sisters; one white, one black and one red:
Albede, Nigredo and Rubedo were smd to be their names. The
complete planetary Opus alchimicum. But everything changed,
becoming degenerate. The original magico-Hyperborean science
was lost. And as in Tiber, where the Mongol race became the
outer, faithful guardian of the entrances to the interior world of the
giant Dropas and the divine Siddhas of Aghart and Shambhalla,
the sole mission of the coloured races of American Albania was to
watch over the entrances to the secret citics of the Andes and the
Internal Land of the divine Ancahuincas, the immortal White Gods.
Everything has been changed by the catastrophe which pushes us
faster and faster towards a nmew sinking, becausc of the repeared
rebellion of the slaves of Atlantis, who believe thar they can direct
destiny all over the world, creating monstrous mixes of colours and
races, without the Hyperboreans' magico-alchemical knowledge,
The Vikings came in scarch of the Soma tree, the tree of Bload
Memory. They created an entire civilisation in ancient Mexico,
The slaves of Atlantis received them with that mixture of respect
which the atavistic memory of a glorious age produces in them,
which makes them bow down in reverence, and the sly arrogance
of those who believe themselves capable of disregarding the Noms.
The Viking chicftain was called Ullman, man of UlL according to
Pére Jacques. He founded an important civilisation in ancient
Mexico and in the land of the Mayas, where he was called
Quetzalcoatl, the Serpent with Fiery Plumes, because of the
Drakkar, the Viking ship in which he had come and which appeared
to have wings and plumes, and all its lights on, turning like a
luminous disc, sometimes in the full light of midday. But the most
extraordinary thing that Pére Jacques relates in this book, which he
hasn't yet written, is that Quetzalcoatl’s Beloved was called Papan-
Allouine, That is to say thar the Princess Papan of the Azeec legend
was not the sister of Moctezuma, who might also have been a
Viking, because he swore that he came from Tula or Thule, but a
semi-divine Hyperborean priestess, who came to Hyetramannaland,
Albania, in the Dise called Astra or Wafeln, with Quetzalcoatl,
And when Quetzaleoat] went away, no one knows where {to the
Interior Earth or the Morning Star?), Papan became ‘as if dead’, but
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not i Tenochtitlan but much farther south, in a region near the
other pole, in a secret city in the Andes, possibly near the peak nf
Mount Melimoyu, Because before he went awav for ever, the an
of Ul went southward, ever farther southward. And it Was
Querzalcoatl who rebuilt the civilisation of Trakbueamacu, taking
Dt_hcr names. There he was called Tamanduare. Sue-ca, Kontiki
Viracocha, Pay Zaome, Manko Kapak. Papan was called Neua ang
also Mama Ocel and Mama Runtu. She was the Queen of the
South; that is to say, the Queen of Sheba; because Sheba means
South. She lived in a land of lakes and volcanocs, on an island
surrounded by a sea of flames, which was later called Chilli or
Chile and which is narrow like a double-edged sword, A psychic
spinal column of the planet, a region once inhabited by gj.m:sfwfm
will return to populate it when they emerge from their ancient
prisons in the mountaips, 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 still aslecp.

Centuries passed, and a Spaniard came to these regions, driven
by the same sceret longing: he was Pedro Sarmiento de Gamboa,
also known in another turn of the wheel as Petrus Toletanus, who
would write the Book of Magic Love enttled Bocarium Philo-
sophorum, in which he would revesl how to bring back ta life the
woman who appears to be dead, how to awaken the woman who
lies sleeping,

Pedro Sarmicnto de Gambou lost his turn of the wheel. When he
had already reached the southernmaost sea and could see the ices of
the strait thar curs through those regions, where he Founded the
Ciudad del Rey Felipe, which was really the City of Hunger and
Thirst, the City of the Great Longing, he was assailed by dowbes,
and his ship was bartered by a huge wave which forced him ty EuIrm
back. He was unable to discover the narrow passage that leads to
the ﬁii!'-i.‘:ut-' af the ices, because his heart was torn berween Opposing
memories and conceptions of the world; he was incapable of
surrendering himself completely to a Hyperborean dream. He fell
Just at that point in the secret geogriphy 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,
struggling to return to those regions where he bebieved fie had
found the “White Island in the Sky', the gares of the City of Dawn.
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He was swallowed up by the sea withour leaving a single trace. But
his ghost will always remern to the place where a wind from another
ppiverse blows and the sun of the southern midnight bathes the
frozen pluns i grs black light, protecting the ice-flocs that move
silently towards the cases where the Hill of Revelation lics hidden,
and the thunderous roar made by the huge slabs of ice as they crash
into the water sounds like the voice of the Gods as they half-reveal
their sccrcts o ns. :

Turn after turn of the wheel, always the same, ‘with tiny
variations in its meaning or in its Jaws, but not in its force’, Petrus
(the stone whick fell from a broken crown) will return to those
regions to try and awaken the sleeper and bring back to life the onc
who ‘is not dead, but who 15 also not ahive’,

But the rurnings of the wheel do have an end. They are not

infinite for one Petrus alone.

[ INTERPRET THE GIANTS

I stopped reading. Now I knew that Papan and Alloune were one
and rhe same.

The condor resumed his flight.

A lictle before reaching this altitude, I had tried vo scale a clift.
But I had had to give up my attempt because onc side of the
mountain fell away vertically. On a plateau stood a rock shaped like
a standing man. He looked like a sentry guarding the entrance to a
cave, perhaps to a whole subterranean world. A shadew on the
rock face might well be this eptrasce. As I had no means of
reaching the spoe, § had to resign myself to looking at the petrified
guard for a ome.

The Andes are made of dark-brown, mineral-rich material. The
slopes of the Himalayas, Alps and Pyrenees arc covered with
forests of pine and other types of trees to great heights, Here in the
Andcs, there is only bare, eroded rock which gives off a powdery
mixture of iron, copper, silver, gold and lead, and a subde
vibration of radium which can imperceptibly influence the mind,
producing sporadic states of enfightenment.

To my mght, the everlastingly snow-covered leaks of La Paloma
and El Plomo rise up until they touch the sky. These peaks were
the places of pilgrimage and worship of a long-vanished race. From
them, the White Gods used to communicate with the stars,
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I stood up and felt suddenly dizzy. | had to steady myself agains
the rock. As if in a flash of lightning, this world was blatted o
and [ could only see a black wall and two gigantic shapes outlined
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 heag
down until he almost touched the foot of the mountain.

I cannot say precisely how long the vision lasted. But in tha;
moment, 1t was given to me to relive thar vision exactly as it had
Iﬁrst appeared to me in my adolescence. I again stared at the glants
imprisoted in the Andean rock, trapped in the earth, torured by
two contrary forces, dragged upwards and downwards in a titanic
struggle which will enly cease when these veins of mineral gald
manage to come together, turning into a liquid gold which can be
drunk and gives us etcrnal life. .

sHE

It is getting late. Seen from the bridge over the river, the twilight
which covers one end of the city envelops the Coasral Cordillera i
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 city, the vast Cordillera 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 strects of this city of Santiago de la Nueva Extrem-
adura, in the depths of whose memory are stored the echoes of the
footsteps and the dreams of people long-since vanished, my
Master, Jason, my past comrades, the many people who have
searched its hidden corners, the first poets who came here and
founded the city. Alcino, the only brother that I recognise here,
also dreamed that he could fly in this country.’

When we approach the central event in our destiny, our mind
becomes clouded and it almost always takes us by surprise,

This time it will not be like thar, as if my heart were guiding me.

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

! Alciro is the tide of a novel by a Chilean writer called Pedro Prado, with
w]_'u:rm _tht: author feels in sympathy. It is the story of 2 boy who grows
wings in order to fly.

—————v_-—-———‘
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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 many times through the years would I have to pass
by this house! What will have become of her? Will she sull exise?
Will she now be another “uninhabited blue’r

When | reached her doorstep, my heart began to bear with a
strange thythm. Since there were no obvious paths, the heare 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 reached down to her feet.

THE GLANCE

[ remember almost nothing about our revnion. Only, vagucly, thae
there was a quadrangular hall and a narrow corridor along which
she led me to a room at the back of the house. She lit some candles
and invited me to sit in a wicker chair which creaked gently, beside
a window which was open onto the star-filled sky. A Chilean
spring sky.

‘My heart mside your breast caused me to recognisc your
footsteps. Perhaps you, too, recognised mine as well? This time,
we have met again in all lucdity; because [ also possess your heart.”

I sat there for a long nme, telling her all that I could remember
about my existence since we had parted many ages ago. 1 told her
about the garden of my childhood, the City of Awvalon, the tree
which almost touched the skv, Jason, my Master, the dog in the
Antarctic, the oases of the ices, Papan, the White Gods, our
Hyperborean destiny, the Memory of our Blood. And she was
always present in every one of these stories, because [ carried her
heart inside me. T realised that the cosmic poetry which had taken
possession of me was thar suprapersonal “spark’ which her heart
had brought into my breast. Now [ could return it to her,

She sat silent. She knew how to listen with the sweetness thac
always seemed to emanate from her whole being, her hands lying
quietly in her lap, sitcing beside the window., When I finally
stopped talking, as if the ability to string words together had
deserted me, she said: ‘Behind the words is a secret dialogue which
15 also being conducted berween us, It is this dialogue that interests
me and to which I have been listening. How much you have
€xplained to me through !’

A
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Yes! How much! I realise that I have told her thar the face that |
saw appear n the flower was hers,

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

I I should ever have to journey through the constellations and
were to meet beings with eyes like 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 g0 ot
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 sca of nectar’ of which the ancient texts
tell us, How can anyone who has once looked in this way, only
once in the entire universe, perish? This glance will never be lost,
because it is the supreme achievemene of an Ardst-Crearor. 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, 1
would give everything, cven the City of Dawn,

When [ lefe the house that night, | had once again become the
Suitor.

THE SUPPLICATION

I placed the palms of my hands together, thus uniting earth, water,
blood, fire, air and ether; all that I pessessed. And I began to
describe her. | was her mirror.

‘Look at yourself in me, Allowne, contemplate your divine
beauty. Your hair is a watestall of gold which hangs down to your
waist. Your forehead is wide and pale like the disc of the moon.
Your brows are delicately arched, your lashes are like the rays of
light 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
indescribable world of the Ray of Green Light. Your nosc is so
slender that air can scarcely enter it. Your checkbones protrude
slightly and bathe your cheeks in soft shadows. Your mouth is a
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
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summer wheat, Your hands express your whole personality: you
qre in them for ever, in their fingers which create, speak and love. If
anc were ever to be touched by them, one's whole life would
change. The outline of vour 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 took hold of my
hands.

‘Separate your earth, water, blood, fire, air and ether, They do
not belong to you yer. The light of the Sun of Geld brings vou the
yision of my body; but in reality it is to be found in the Black Sun;
or better stll, in the brilliant radiance of the Ray of Green Light
You will have to go there to be unired with it. The pleasure which [
¢an give you here with my body, my caresses, the touch of my lips,
is nothing to what awaits you bevond this world, in the union of
our souls. Bodily pleasure is sad, disjomnted, transitory; it blots ont
the light of another pleasure which has no beginning nor end.
Chastity is the world of the giants. Lovers who only pursuc the
joys af visible flesh have never succeeded in becoming united, nor
m loving each other. When they lie side by side in their beds, they
are nevertheless far apart, separated by an impassable thread of air,
by the sword of forgetfulness; because they will never dream the
same dream. Each of them pursues his solitary road, without hs
companion. Only when lovers are capable of dreaming the same
dream are they truly 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 with our other bodies which arc invisible to the
mortal eye. Only in this way will our love be indestructble,
eternal, In this turn of the wheel, we have reached midday, we
know who we are. This is our grear chance o get out of the circle
for ever, and for you to discover the entrance to the Interior Earth,”

THE PATH OF A-MOR

I'lived in her house. 1 slept in the quadrangular anteroom. From
there I would walk down the narrow corndor, which was always
in shadow, to the room with the window open onto a garden filled
with fruit trees, Every morning, a tiny bird with blue wings came
ind woke her with its trilling. She would say to it:
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“Tiny bird singing

At my windaw,

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

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

“These dreams are not dreams,” she explained to me. “Thev ar,
not those sequences of unconnected ima ges, those confused organic
states, which people wish to interpret at all costs as products of 4
vlv:i-l:l. subconscious intelligence, corresponding to the restless
secthing activities of an energy which is at work while ¢he body 'if:
ae rest. Our dream is a more elevaced form of consciousness, it
ALEAlns a greater intensity, a purer tonality, a sy PEICONSCIOUSNCSS, in
4 state of continuous conscicusness, which is no longer either mine
or yours. It is as if the dream was dreaming us: or as if we were
dreaming ourselves through this dream. As if we were watching
someone dreaming our own lives. And we are also this someone
who is not really us. |

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

_ “And all this is for the greacer glory and life of that Someone wha
15 waiting beside a spong, in order to be able anpe day to
contemplate his face. That 15, “my™ face.’

Sitting in her wickerwork chair, she placed her hands together in
her lap, looked straight at me for 2 moment, then closed her eves
slowly as she sang a melopea,

I traced the first sign of the order on my chest, reciting a mantra
as | did s, They were both going to work on the spirifital bodies. |
also crossed my hands, thus creating the number eight with four
fingers. I looked closely at her beauriful face, so 35 to remember it
as clearly as possible, and then I ¢lased my eyes as well, turning
them inwurds and concentrating them on a pomt between my
evebrows,

I thought I heard her moan softly and mutter. Then [ felt
someenc nearby, standing beside me. And then | was aware of
nothing mere, because spiral currents caused first my head and ther
my body to wibrate, and I began to sway o and fro like 3
pendulum. A metal rube with revolving inside appeared in front
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of me. And I felt myself passing through it, slowly at first, chen

ever more rapidly. At the end of the narrew runnel a faint blue light

pegan to glimmer, Then [ tound myself running along a narrow

passageway, which was a gallery of glass, like that in my childhood

pome, but much longer, and filled with pictures in wooden frames

gnd furniture thar 1 thought [ recognised, I ran faster because |

knew that I must hurry to reach the end of the passageway before a
door closed, or becanse I wouldn't be able ro retain the image of
this gallery m my mind for much longer or to continue 1magining
it. Because all this was in some way taking plice in my
imagination, since [ was able to unagine something thar really
existed somewhere, in someone else’s imagination as well as in my
oW

Finally, I managed to get out of myself and found myself
standing 1n a patio bathed in a mobile, transfipured light, like the
light of dawn or dusk. A light from another universe, a new-born
light. A young girl was carving statues. And a man’s voice sang:

“The time of the golden frues
is long pasr.

The frozen stone,

The cold wind

Thar comes from the sea.

O friendly heares!

Where have vou gone?

The old home

Acwalrs us In vain. . . .

FATHER

I found miyselfin an uncultivated spot, which looked like a clearing
m some forest. Men woere wmking on a building site, 1 could see
the foundations and the scaffolding. Soeme young men were
cimbing ladders, carrying building materials. [ thought I might be
able to help them. Then the site manager saw me. He walked aver
0 a console on which stood a telephowre and rang somebady. 1
realised that he was ealking to my dead father. He seemed to be
telling him that | had arrived and asking him for instructions. My
father was living by himself in a nearby city and couldn’t leave it
becayse he was locking after a child, another child. When I realised

-
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that he was on the other end of the telephone, [ asked the s
manager to let me speak to him. He handed me the phone.

‘Father, it's me!’

There was a silence. Then [ heard him say my name.

'm coming to see you,' | told him.

‘Mo, not yet!’

‘Very well,” 1 said, ‘T will obey you.'

I tele tert‘ibl"f sad. The line went dead. Of course, [ understood
the reason.

And | walked away through the cleaning, saying: 'l must journcy
ever farther, until 1 find the Oasis of the Ices, the ancient garden,
the ancestral home, the wltimate smile, the sweet indifference.
Until I jounr my father again, who dicd long ago. . . . Pale traveller,
behold the wind, behold all thay was lost. The Little that was
gained, behold the sea again. . . .’

Again the man's voice sang;

“Turn away no more,

Why wilt thou turn away?

The starry floor,

The watery shore

ls piven thee till the break of day.”

THE SECRET CHAMBER

In the house there was a secret chamber, known to no one but me, |
discovered the way to it when | explored some darkencd rooms.
There | would mount a narrow staircase which [ never climbed
right to the top. A little before I reached it, I would turn aside and
begin to climb imaginary tlights of steps in the air or projecting
from the wall. When 1 reached the roof, I would push aside some
boards to reveal a tiny entrance. This was the most difficult part,
because 1 had to shide into this hole and craw] along a very narrow,
airless passageway If 1 was able to reach the end, 1 would find
myself in a wide, impregnable chamber, an mnviclate paradise.
There were chests full of precious matcrials, garments from every
period, which I had worn in the past. The centurics had come
together. | would always find mvself alone there. The chamber was
divided into compartments where there were beds covered wich
skins and shelves full of carcfully classificd books. A fire was
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always burning and armour hung on the walls. Nc-l::mc would ever
know where 1 was; | was completely safe. | had disappeared from
:h;!;:u 5:5 time passed, as the years 5Iejppf:~d_ away, | t‘::-uqd it
increasingly difficult o return to this secret hiding-place and did so
less and less often. [ felt thar it was not the s::mc as before, nor as
impregnable, that wall that uscu_:l to protect it had been dn:st_n:m.ed
and that other people knew of its existence nnd_uscd to VISt i,
entering it freely from all sides. Its secrecy was being lost. And the
Gods love secrecy. Energy and dreams decay, rot and grow old.
If this mysterious chamber were to be lost, if | were no longer
,ble to visit it or live in i, a whole world would have sunk bencath

the sea.

THE PLUMED SERPENT

A gentle blow, a shudder, and 1 was back in my body agam, sitting
facing her as she looked at me in silence. She had returned before
me.

‘I went alone, without you,” I said.

I passed my hand across my forehead, exhausted.

‘Symbaols, symbols.’ |

'Sﬁ;mbcrls’. :hc repeated, ‘joining rogether what was dispr:rsm:l.'

This time my eves closed of their own accord. 1 couldn’t
concentrate. Then | was outside myself. |

I was walking through some hills. To the west lay the aty of
Santiago, enveloped in cloud. Beyond it, the Coastal l:c-.rd-ﬂlfm.
To the north, far below, Ty some blue lakes in the middle of
ploughed fields. To the east and south stretched the vast Andean
Cordillera, the high peaks of El Plorao and La Paloma, crernally
snow-covered, All around me were slopes covered in soapbark
trees, jalaps, terebinths, hundred-year-old Lindens, almond trees
and hawthorns, There were three hills, On the middle one stood a
house with a creular, conical roof made of 53n§5m1r_n On ic
highest hill stood an octagonal tower | had the curious impression
that this housc and this tower belonged to me. | walked rowards
the tower along a path bordered by cinnamaon trees. [ went round
its eight sides without finding an entrance. | walked down once
more to the middle hill and opened the door of the house. .ﬁs
always, there was a fire blazing in the circular hall. Indian
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‘choapinos’ were spread on the floor. The rooms in this house had
doors opening onto the hall, corresponding to divisions of the
number eighr, like the thickness of the walls and the heighe of the
building. Without hesitating, I walked over to the chimney and
pressed gently on a stone. A hole appeared in the inside wall,
Rapidly, moving in the same way each time 50 as not w0 be caughe
by the fire, T leapt into the hole before the stone moved back into
place again with a dull thud.

1 found wryself standing beside a staircase carved out of the rocky
mountainside. | climbed down its sixteen steps and walked along
passageway lie 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. [ opencd
another entrance in it i the same way, with a gentle pressure of my
fingers, and I found myself inside the tower. 1 chmbed up a
staircase carved out of the wall until | 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
:ﬂrl:.;n:]'!,.' E]].IE[I.

In the middle of the room was a nuptial bed. Two candelabras
which gave out 3 weak light stood on a pair of wooden pillars. The
bed was made of stone, [t was cold, Lying on it was Allowine. Her
hands were crossed on her breast and she was holding a Quetzal
teather. She appeared to be dead, but she was alive. She was
scarcely breathing and her face was the colour of e,

[ stood at the head of the stone bed. | seemed to understand that,
in her sleep, she was blocking an opening that led to or from
somewhere. "When L waoke her, we would be able to pass through
this passage. | waited. I did nothing. She was so beautiful in her
immobility, [ remembered her in her other deaths, always the

same, when she lay mortionless holding her Quetzal feacher. 1 was
inspired to trace the sign that would wake her. The sigh vibrated
and she sat up on her stone bed, opening the passage which allowed
us — together this ime - to tly over the mountains, almost grazing
thelr peaks, as if we were in a Luminous Disc, or covered in
Quetzal feathers. As if we were the Dery Serpent of Quetzaleoatl.

"ZARATHUSTRA'

I recognised these regions, They were those of the peak of

— e
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Melimoyu, Ultima Esperanza and the Sarmiento Mountains. I"TT-;
this altitude, we could just make out the confused outline of the
Torres del Paine, far off i the diseance, I.Z!H:‘l'.".i'-"l:-!;:l'_l snow=storms and
mists. They were the borderlands. the limits. The errAnce to I:I:H:i
City of the Cacsars and to the Interior Earth had to lie somewhere
i that remete area. But we had come herc to pay homage to the
pones of the Milodon; that 35, @ 3 far distant past which also
pelonged to us. To the memaory of another turn of the wheel.
We landed on the steep slopes of Mount Mclimoyu. The U:"?
uke of dark-green water and the forest of p-_rm_ﬁcd beeches were
still there, But there was now no naman habitation to be found :t
this altitude. Only snow and rock. We w_alk::d !n:rund the lake. fn
the ice of the shore could be seen some lines, like the tracks of a
primitive sledge. Some petrified leaves and branches cn:_hul-:l be ;:ten
through the centuries-old layer of ice. A Totk rose ap the :r.daﬂc
of a pyramid, leaning a litele rowards the water, u.r_hn:h reflected the
shadows of the forest and the mountain peak in its unfrozen part.
Now | remembered it all, It seemed only vesterday, yet centuries
had passed. Of course, she couldn't be buried h.m‘ Leaid ro myself,
because she was standing beside me. Ah! And if [ were ta open the
romb? The icy wind would certainly blow away these ancient
memotics, this age-old snow. “And a scent of sa:@alwmﬂ .aT'i h:cs;n
would envelop the world. . . " I began to dig 1.”“.'1 [y \:-*a_x-‘ nds
until the blood ran from under my nails, d}_rumg the wh.n:. snl-:::.z
ved. And it coagulated like a Copihue on an ice-floe. She watche
me in silence, leaning aganst the tock, with her red cloak covering
own to her bare fect.
hﬂl{' :p-cm:cl the tomb. Her body appeared, intact, ona l:f:d mudelu:
cimmamaon hranches, Copihues and lﬂure_l which were still wet w:
my tears from other centuries. Bogan I embraced rhﬁ'd:ﬂ 3.-:
desperately, forgetting the one which was standing beside me
looking at her own dead face. : .
Gently she took me by the shoulders and tngd to lift me up.
‘(lose the tomb. The time has not ye& arrived when all my
ccome one single hfe. - .
d':E.Tt!}l:z ;i;: E.-’HS nearing 1ts riidday zenith, Its IIight fell d_ircvct]y over
the rock. Where was this rock, in reality? Didn’t a murage of '[]‘-:;l
midday light project it onto the slope FFF 3 Mountain n the ::::uu.th uf
the warld? Wasn't it really in an Alpine village in another part ud
the globe? But in the disturbance of the light, which had inverte
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space as ith_ were making a hole and creating 4 break in time, the
wcun ded King again appearcd. He didn't see us. He was rﬁmt:‘d I
his years. Seated beside the rock, he held in onge hand his slender
walking-stick and in the other his wide-brimmed hat. He was
dressed in black. His eyes were fixed on the mountains which
formed an amphitheatre around the lake. Thick forests of oak and

1
:ulz:t];c:vered the slopes, streams flowed down them, He recited

'O, how long the road appears,
Heow uncertain in the nighr,
Without the Star . . _

I want to live twice

MNow that I can look into your eyes,

Like a sweet promise,

The light of triumph

And the morning.

Oh, you, most beloved of the Gads!

Wha kissed the stone

For the first ime,

Enamoured of a tomb?

Already youthful summer

Clambers vy the mountain,

It begins to speak.

O lieele bird! What have you done?
What mystery is concealed in Vour song
That you arrest my steps?

Traveller, my melodies are not for you,
am calling my companion:

Because without her the night ts sad,
Do not stop, continue your journey,

(Z‘_c-nd:rrnucd to wander in deep winter,
Like the vapour that pursues
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The coldese regions of the sky.

Fiee, bird, sing in the desere

And hide, since you were mad,

Your bleeding heart beneath the ice. . .

Tears ran down the cheeks of the Wounded King: It is midday.
The sun is blazing dircctly above my head. Silence! Salence! Hasn't
the world just become complete? What 1s happening to me? Every
corner of my soul 1s expanding, Golden sadness lies heavily upon
it, and happiness also. Oh, bliss! Sing, my soul. This s the secret,
solemn hour in which no shepherd plays his pipe. © . . Don't sing,
bird of the valleys, (O my soul! Don't even whisper. Aged Midday
is slecping, moving his lips. A drop of old happiness, of golden
happiness, of golden wine? That 1s how the Gods laugh, Sdernice!
What has happened to me? Listen! Hasn't time flown? Aren’t |
about to fall? Haven't [ fallen into the well of r:tcrnil.'"-,?? ... Ah,
break, my heart, after such good fortune!”

He seemed to sec vs, o sense our presence i this confusion of
]]E,hr .E.l'tl:l. L'jml::: IY'[:"U h.'i."!"E gi'l.;'ﬂl]: l!ll"ll.'_l-l.,]I'Sﬂ:"l"arl:'s 'I.I'Fl Tt d.!'I:'EITI.IIIg- Eﬂ-r
hipssr [:J:]EE' Half an Et-ErIlilT. Then get up now, old heart. How
much time will you need to wake up after such a dream? O midday
sky above me! When will you drink that drop of dew that has fallen
on all the things of this world, when will you drnk this singular
soul? When, O wells Uff[trt]i[}f, when, O ;bysﬁcs {_:u[:midda}r which
make men tremble, when will vou absorb my soul in you?

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

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

‘Oh [ love you, eternity. You alone are the woman by whom |
wish to have a son. .. .’

And then, as he looked at us and we saw him, through that break in
the light — as he was still sitting there waiting, but withour waiting
for anything and estranged from good as well as from evil, and
enjoying 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 kmitess tme -

sudd v i
him-c.my he divided into rwa, and Zararhusers passed beside

We bowed before his earch.

THE QRPHIC MUSIC

When we dreamed the same dream, when we wene an these
journeys, or flights, our conversation twok place in a different stare
of consciouspess in tegrated wich a broader ego, which, so l::; speak
Tl:i:lz'l‘-'ilid us, or awaited us on another side, “as if ie w-:r:_‘ wairng fu;
us beside a spring’. And we communicated with cach other not by
means of the words which are commaonly used to represent l:hi*
things of this earth, but by means of that language which ulﬂd-Er]:i
all the languages in the world, behind the ‘mask of words’ N
: We often used Sanskrit terms because, although this was 2 dead
anguage on rthe Second Earth, it was siil] a hving one on the Other
First Earth, and approximated more closely to that Music of thn.;
Spheres which is the language of the mind, Vajra-cita, the Orphic
Cabbala, the Hiranyagarbha-Cabda; a language of cosmic g iritual
sounds; Ea.i'h:l:l and divine letters, called Miditrkd, "Little ';;i.-'lcl?[hcr ;
letters ni?' light. Bija, seminal syllable, root svilable, made of e:h;,
Frum this stems the mantra, the fangqut crf.-lk.im; Memory ut’t!‘f;a
:;_1 gh.r. Whaosoever passes that Way cransmits telepathically the
irect vision nf:!lu substance of things; because things come to him
desiring to twrn into symbols. These namrae names are locked jne
rhf' memory of human beings” consciousness th rough slecp -and nu{:
being awake, Akdsa is 2 concept or metaphysical experience, which
has no equivalent in the terrestrial languages of Kalivoga .E.u ;
the closest equivalent for i, g e
) We decided to visit the Master, who told us: “You are going pn 2
H'::lnr}-'mnun Journey™. ks Sanskrit name is Urdhavaretas. And -miu
are being carried by a bird called Eidelon, You arc wa]k?'
I:r:u.?hw:ards, like the Imbunche! of the Island of Chiloe towards ]:I:E
Point of Origin, the Golden Age. Itis hard, it is djl'{icullt o navigage
along the riv..r_crs against the current in order &0 reach the mr:-untfjns
where tfl'ue ¥ Ise, entering die subterranean citics, the oascs of warm
water. The Path of Eternity, although it leads downwards in the

* This mythical being w - -
. alks b ; e :
I:Iﬂ'-fhf' SD'thh I:IE. Chlﬁ' : afk‘”drdh i t]-": tL‘JIk]un& E‘{{_-h]]ﬂll:'l an lﬁi.lﬂd
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visible body, really leads upwards in the invisible one. Although
you are going to the South Pole, to the Antarctic, you will finally
reach the Continent of Hyperborea, ar the MNorth Pole, where our
guide lics, Becausc, during the Great Catastrophe, the poles also
changed places. You will have to go to the south, which is the
north. Mulahawds and Hamuring are the names for this prooess
which reinveres everything, 1t is @ very secret path which makes the
river of your virility and the golden feminine liquid of your
beloved run backwards. And vou will have to embrace and lose
each other again, in each city, at each stage of the "Honeymoon™,
in this Pilgrimage of Immortality on which you have embarked.

‘What is this mysterious masculice force which spurs you
onwards, whence comes this will, this herowe mitanve which
seems to precede the start of the great journey? This is what
prevents you turning back on the parh, It you were to do so, if you
failed to travel the path to its end, you would be guilty, becavse the
practices of your nitiation have mobilised enormous forces which
destroy men and drive them insane if they are not aimed 1% the right
direction. The signs will help pou open a way for yourself in the
virgin forest where no roads exast.

‘Even the Gods are your enemies; because their impersonal lives
are at risk in this war. You will have to overcome the Archetypes,
dechrone them, reincorporating their tremendous numinous encr-
gies within yourself, Do vou remember the Greek legend? Man
was a circular androgynous. He began to roll up Moune Glympus,
The Gods were frightened, fearing defeat, and so they resorred to
artifice: they divided the man-sphere in half. The result was that he
was 50 busy trying to find his other half that he had no ame to
make war on them. But, luckily, the Gods made a mistake,
Because one day we will bring them back to life as well, giving
them a face.

‘When the water runs downhill, it gives rise co Samsara and
human generations, 3 the arcular movement of the involuted
earth; when it runs uphill, 1n the opposite direction, it provokes the
mutation of the Gods themselves, the divimisaton of the hero; 1t
creates a free, eternal race, without Gods, without a king. This 1y
the Road of the Warrior.”

*And her?' | ask, “What does she do in all thig#'

*She 1s the female guru, the one who flows in vour blood: Vidya.
Without her you will never reach anywhere. She is Allouine, the
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Fifth Born of Hyperborea, she who keeps in contact with the St
bjf _thc Pomne of Origin, who possesses the povwer of Tl and l:l:;
vision of Urna. She is the Pricstess of Magic Love, who unites loy
:n_:d death and turns them into A-Mor, Withour-Death. Ere |
_L]f-:'.. She becomes interiorised in you through h-:r‘ dpark r;;::
mnspires you. And you will never have another companion hcb:n: o
i the depths of the tomb. She is your Valkvric, who will hand vo f
the E;up of Immortality. The way without her is reduced tuyrh':
Imagination of 4 rational mind. Oaly if you arc in love can you go
beyosd vour conscious “ego”. Only with her can you .--1-t:u'1-||g
greater degrec of consciousness, a state of 5u[:u.:nrfn:::.ns.::if.:m:a1lv::~;~;;4
'D'I'Ib* through journeying together, dreaming together ﬂcmu_;;é
she i5 this superior form of energy which originates It’mm the
submerged continents, from Hyperborea and Atlantis. above and
below the terrestrial crust of Kalivuga, ,

"The Martial Initiation of our Order is only for you, for the hero
or If"l‘r_.::i*_ This is the Honeymoon of the Exile.

'If, in the definitive drama which unites the three of us, we need
to use words from an ancient language like Sanskrit rwhirh is
ml‘r_lpln:tcly unknown in the west and almost so in the Orient of
Kaliyuga, it is because in the so-called living languages there are no
sacred cxpressions that can be used to refer to sacred guestions, of
to caprure and reflect the symbols of these muluple vibrations
which resound and explode in all the universes simultancously.
ﬁn}.r translation of these terms will always be equivacal and
sacrilegious, destroying the living soul of a seemingll;a dead
Iar:guagc: which is not living, which is not dead. . . .

Have you ever thought what might have been the language of
ic White Gods, the first people to come to this continent in times
immemorial?

']lfrl'.‘fﬂrf the diszppearance of the continent of Mu and Lemuria
_riurlng the first civilisation of Tizhuanacu and the construction nir
uts legendary monuments, when it was still a sea port and the link
Wlt]'l_ Venus, our star, was permanently maintained, the language
consisted of magic signs. The giants directed the course of the sears
by means of it, Bur the language of the white heroes, who came in
search of their ancestors in the course of later AEES, Was morc
closely connected with Sanskrit than with any other. The Inda-

Eu ropean languages, like German, ancient Scandinavias and Latin,
have their roots in Sanskrit.
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“The secret language of the Quiché-Maya was Zuyua and that of
the Incas was Scandinavian-Sanskrit. It is well known thae the Inca
rulers were white and that among blood relatives they spoke a
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 speleit. o
old High German, Ing means derivation, ancestor, lincage.
Merovingian, for example, has this root, meaning “he who comes
from Mount Meru™; because Mere 15 Meru and ving 15 weg, the
German for road. Thus, the Inga and we who are his descendants
are those whe jowrney from Mount Meru, in the Great Exodus, from
far away, from the Nuptial Homeland, from the lost land of
Avalon. In reality, from the Continent of Hyperborea, from the
Merning Star and also from the holy Mount Kailas, which 25 the
physical and visible double of the invisible Mount Meru, where a
centre of our order cxisted, a Huilka, a formress in Quichua, 2 circle,
Our circle is called Huilkanate: coming from wil, hidden, and Ea,
mystery, in Sanskrit. Amcalivinca also comes from there, Meaning
“Initiated Eagle”, “Initiate of the Condor™, “Initiated Bird", Maru-

Tara, which 15 also a Sanskrit word.

“The central city of the Ineas was called Kusku, “Navel of the
World”, like Lhasa in Tibet, like the sacred city of the Druids, the
“Middle City™, with an Omphalos.

“The mysterious bird, Allkamari, from which the Inka abtained
his two feathers, black and whire, s also associated with the Inka,
with 2 “k*. From there he derives his magic dignity, Korakenke,
korak-inka. Korak derives from the Sanskrit kdrava, raven, thus
directly linking the Inka with the greatr war of the Mahabharata,
with the keravas, the name of ane of the factions in this cosmic
struggle. Korakenke is therefore the Raven of the Inka, of the Inka
King., Wotan, perhaps Garda, the vehicle of Vishnu, Korak aiso
comes from the Hyperborean sca, Kara, in the Arcac, where the
great exodus of Kaliyuga begins, the end of the Gelden Age and the
real Twilight of the White Gods, of the magic bird Allkamari, ot the
Hyperborean Raven of Wotan.

‘Our White God is called Huirakocha, Huitr 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
initiates is the Codex of Chichecastenango, the Popul-vuh. Popul is
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people in Latin and buch is book in German, The Book of the
Pe::-plv: of the White Gods, in which it 15 also related thar they came
from Tule, Tula or Thule. This document has heen totally
adulterated and mutilated by the missionaries and by the grear
planeétary conspiracy against the White Gods.

"W we search with 2 pure heart and an open soul, in the whole of
America-Albama we will find the sacred language, Sansknie, which
1s the involuted resonance of the wmandible Orphic Cabbala, thar of
the mantras of the Hyperborean magicians, the Giants and the
Men=-Gods. Mantraydna is the Road of the Mantra, of the search for
the Mantra.

‘It 15 in the Indo-Germanic languages, of Sanskrit origin, that one
will find the meaning of the word Buin', for example, which
appears in Peru and Chile. Bole and Buflue are bull and young bull
s old High Germam, The Sacribicial Bull, the Solar Bull, mn a land
where cattle didn't exist; perhaps the ox, Nandt, the vehicle of Siva-
Lucifer,

‘Chakra means grange in Quichua, a cireular plot of land. Clakra
mecans Cirele, Wheel {a turn of the wheel) in Sanskric. Making the
wheel tum is the road which you are following ar presens; Fajraydna
mn Sanskrit, “Road of Diamond”, of Immortality, unal you suceeed
n becoming Chakravarii, the Lord of the Chakras, the Master of 2
Chakra.

"Eumand in the language of Kuskw or Cozeo, the language of the
Amauta, 1s astrologer-sages, means to preach. In Sanskrit kun
means to direct: o divect Kundaling,

‘The wriung of the most ancient lost world of the White Gods
was also that of our signs. That of the warrior-heroes, who rebuilt
Tiahuanacy, that of the Atumarunas and also thae of the Mayas was
the runes, the kellkas, in the style of the “ploughing of the ox™, the
Beusirophedon of the most ancient Scandinavian runcs. This is also
the way in which the “Speaking Tablets” of Easter Island, the
Rongo-Rongo, which no one has yet been able wo decphier, was
written, The saered writing, which the Incas later prohibited, was
lincal.

‘For all these reasons, we, the initates of southern Hyperborea,
always return to this seemingly dead language, which is in fact only
asleep and which must be revived: Sanskrie. Demohishing a

I There 15 2 Naver Boin in Peru and a ety of Buin in Chile,

?_

The Return ﬂfﬂf!ﬂume 105

a Sanskrit pre, behind which is hidden the f-_&;re:-
i ; further backwards, Hamurani m Quchud,
b ul:idhdﬂ from the Vishuda chakra in the

m the Sanskrit mantra ro .
E:fmat, returning to the poim of ongm, 1o the Mupiial Homeland,

i i lic meaning of the
i also find the deep magico-symbo _
wﬁ:;{”eﬁz sacred land, Chile, Chilli, Chil; to bare, n Quiché-
ﬁa a. Ts comes from the Old Flemish, which m turn derives from
ﬁ-.r:}:."_‘:‘b:l Cierman, Shillen, meanng wnsheathe, ]:-rnh an cI:rcr:hm?m
izin i ; -+ To bare, unshcathe
i n in Hyperborean Sanskrit €, uns
ﬁ::?ét T’ Efls:ured s?wurd of the homeland of our mma;:nn,ﬂﬂhrk the
5 ; pHeiE :
itiati i Jand. Because Chile 15 shape T
jpitiation of the mystc home P v
i . A double-edged sword. This
ord which must be unsheathed . |
!:c:: road of our iniriation, 1 the Warnoss of the Sc:aiitzut:g Star, the
Watchers of the Dawn, the Pilgrims of the Dawn. i
Masses, L eand to him, ‘the less | understand you, the m

(quichua pirka,

ore | love
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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 Desent
siretches away.” San Pedro de Aracama.' Geysers spout on the
horzon. I have reached the walls of 2 city which is preparing itself
for war. Its gates arc closed. It s night-time. No one is guarding
them. [ speak the word that opens them: LAMM™

I reach a central squarc shaped like an inverted triangle. The
streets are empdy, but the square is guarded by soldiers n
battledress. There are charniots and horses. The majonty of the
soldiers are sleeping on the stony ground. 1 sit down beside them
and question them, A great war 1s about o begin, because the land
of the seas has announced that its forces are going to carry off the
queen Draupadi. The enemy fleet has already taken the ports, and
the atcack will begin at daybreak. The king, seated on his throne,
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. |
tell them that | am going to fight alongside them. Then, slecp
overcomes me and [ don’t awake until the sun begins to nise over
the desert. The war chariots and armies are milhng around, They
are Tn[_}'..-"inl:rl 1,][_[- I,'L'I-W.]l’-:jb 1.]'|.IZ‘ 'Ut’-?l”.‘i Hj- '[]'LL" I."i[':r'.

I realise that an extraordinary phenomenon has taken place while
I'was asleep, | have woken to feel myselt to be me and yet not “me’.
Sometimes 1 am ‘me’ and more frequently | feel as if [ amn part of
someonc else who is the one who is experiencing all this, imcluding
me.

I see the king approach, rniding on an q:]-:_‘ph:mt.'!' His crowned
head is turned towards the north and the south at one and the samc
I14"'1- city in the desert of the north of Chile.

The mantra for the Muladhara chakra.
A black elephant, the symbeolic animal of the Muladhara chakra,
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time. As he passes by, he looks at this man who is me and then, .
seems to have four faces. There is great sadness in his expression: i
is the expression of one who knows what destiny lics ahcad, of
one who knows that he is going to lose. The king's face is pale,
because he suffers from white leprosy. His name 15 Pandu.

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

Close at hand 15 a chariot drawn by two impatient chargers. The
charioteer signals to the man who is me to climb in and pick up the
shield and lance. This man jumps in and puts on the cuirass and the
helmet. He sces that the colour of the driver 1s blue. The chargers
leap forward and in a flash they are outside the gates of the city,
rushing headlong across the sands in 2 mad gallop. Very soon they
find themselves facing the enemy lines. And in them the man secs
his relatives, his compattiots from northern Chile. He turns
towards the charioteer and lays down his arms.

‘I cannot fight,” he says. ' can see my brothers. | know all these
[l'CDPECf Chileans, Peruvians, Balivians, Argentinians,”

Imperiously, the charioteer commands him: *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 me’

The war between 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 Astmapura and also
'I-ITJ';-H -[14-'."3'1-"'['.1”3 and San Pedro de Atacama, I'.H.!;’L'I'_{ 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 rourtd
here smells, the sands, the walls, the stones, the thistles, che
wounds, even the bones smell. It is said thae this is the Ciry 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 casis with gardens of semt-
tropical wvegetation, with exquisite fruics, papayas, pineapples,
mango trees and a huge fig tree in the middle which seems to touch
the sky. The flowers are very beautiful and arc watered invisibly.

" The Muladhara chakra is the centre of smell,

r—_-—*_—
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water is the enemy of this world. The priests of the temple know
that water is going to destroy everything, and they pray to the
gerpent of the Earth, Ten-Ten, who alone is capable of combating
the 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 in which lies
the Womnan who has unleashed the gTeat war af the Mahabharata,
who might be the wife of the friends and the enemies, the Pandavas
and Koravas, of the great Bharatas, she who inspires the keroes.

As if he has become invisible, he manages to get past the sentries
without being seen. No one will be able to see him but her. He
walks through the door of her chamber and stands beside the bed
on which she lies .*:]-r'r:[lin g A dug 1% gua:ding her, He recOEnises it
It 18 there because this 1s the World of Smell, its favounte language.
The dog also recognises him and comes and licks his bloody feet.

In ecstasy, as always, he gazes at the face of the sleeping woman.
She is so beautitul in slecp that he doesn’t wish to wake her. He
srokes her forehead wich his ﬁngcrﬁ- He toaches her gnlr_{r:n hair
softhy and H].'hl'.'a.k.‘i the word wheh wall hring her back to Life: HUM!
In the hollowness of the room it re-echoes like the bellowing of the
mythological bull: Muun!

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

‘Oh!" she sighs. ‘I have slept for such a long tome! At last you
have come. I thought that this time we would lose each other. How
is the war poing? [ dreamed that the sea would submerge our
world, Tremendous forces will be used in the struggle. But we stll
have a Little time left for our A-Mor.'

THE DIFFICULT TEST ONCE AGAIN

The city halds 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. 'T“h::j,.' realise that the decisive hour 1s
ipproaching 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 1s barren. Up it climb some men affliceed by the
fame disease, caten away by this white leprosy.

For four months he slept at the foot of the woman's bed. And for
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another four o her left in the bed. She always lay on her right side
resting her head in the palm of her hand. He felt hier shoulder very
close to him, and her thighs covered only by the thin red o,
Afterwards he H]I_"pl for four months o her right. And then, in ks
waking dream, her hair and her soft perfumed breath were ap
ntoxicating liquor that transported him to that place inhabired by
the ‘people of dreams’, who talked to him only of her; using the
word Aropa.

Thus, in twelve months, she became transformed into a goddess,
taking possession of his essences, flowing through his blood, filling
his cells like the female guru, completely ideahsed, the marrix of
transcendental knowledge. Now he couldn't even think of touch-
g her with the tj_p:. of s I!_:l:ugr:rﬁ. If durin_}_; the might he
accasionally touched her weils through some involuntiry move-
ment, e would wake wich a start, feeling he had commiteed
sacrilege, and would move over to the very edge of the bed. The
P]1‘_|-’51'.';l| had been L;LIL-Hr.J'L\.'d mto the supraphysical, c1=c:-]-;i11__q 3
supernatural presence. It flowed throagh the blood of his spirit.

When the time had arrived, she asked the ﬂ.u:g to leave, She
opened the windows and let in the morning light. A blue vird came
and trilled his song for them both. When darkness tell, the Evening
Star also shone throwgh the windows.

She moved into the centre of the room and slowly she began to
take off her red £OWN and her veils. First her naked shoulders
appeared, then her breasts, with their render, rosy, quivering
nipples. The weils dropped further, revealing her stomach, her
golden vulva, her long, slender legs, like paths, until they lay
beside her tiny teet, covered with sand from the deseri.

There stood the Absolute Woman. He felt himself grow faint
from looking at her. All his eternity would not sutfice him o gize
on her,

Very slowly, with a dreamlike motion, she approached him. She
reached his sidc 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 ms. She put one of her gentle,
perfumed arms round his shoulders and began to undress him with
her other hand.

She pointed out to him the Evening Star, which was still shing
in the dark, larger than all the other stars in the sky.

‘May 1t assist us!'

e o .-
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And she led him o the bed.
He felt her moving beside him, naked. She had crossed her hands

an her breast and was staring at the sky. Reflections from t_]u:
frelight played over her beautiful body, runming i'!]l'.'ll:l:!.."' it like
E;rcs;:s. Without covering themselves, without rnuch!.n:s__g_ cach
other, they let the nours pass. In silence, 1 supreme lacidicy ﬂll'ld
concentration. Until she spoke: "My desire for you 15 rcaching its
eak. The fire of sacrifice has alrcady been lit 1n my 'l:'u]vular:d buat.t._
there like a heart. My other heart is on the point of ]capimg out of
my breast. In this city, the perfume and n:_.‘lcmr': become lni'-?HSIT_:!::d
ind reach the roots. [ can smell you, [ can feel you. My whole being
longs to be caressed, rouched by your hands :m-:l_ your ml:!uth. S0 45
wo fill you with my nectar. My will no longer exists. My impulse is
o make you enter me, to be possessed, filled by l'hil.t How of
supreme virility, by your river of amber. Who m_a.rill give us the
strength to find the narrow path in this long night in which we are
gambling our destiny throughout all the turns of the wheel?

Quictly, he replicd: °I ean feel you, too. | can smell the subtle,
dreamlike perfume of your golden ficlds of wheat, of the flower of
your breasts, of vour golden translucent liquid like r.ryzita_] drops of
dew in the garden of the City of Longing, which maoistens and
transcends your oases, . . .

There followed 2 silence in which she uncrossed her arms,
stretched out her hand and ok hold of his.

‘Make your protective sign, Let us drink our liquid gold, ler us
not allow it to be lost outside, let us reabsorb winto our blood 50 as
to experience the pleasure which has no beginning wnd no I:]1IL:|:_
keeping our resolve firm by making the mudra that destroys tearin
order to resist the ternible event to come, the pleasure w]u.-:.‘h has
never been expericnced by carthly lovers, an ecstabic, contnuous
pleasure which will accompany us for ever inside us, in your blood,
where it will flow for an cternity.’

In her melodious voice, in the deep, velvety silence of that warm
night in the City of Astinapura, she pronounced, with a rital
cadence, the word: "KLIM!

It was as if a seal had been broken. He fele as if he was being
enveloped by a huge wave which was submerging everything,
‘.'liJ-UnI_'['i_Egl L"fl['l[i]'l(‘ﬂl".'i. the 1,,\-':;'_:-1".{'.. F."-'-::]"_r'th.[Ig Ii::-LIII.' ]'ll{'l'. ]-li'!u’.'kf..‘l'_‘l i an
embrace of A-Mor, they died without-death, to be reborn 1o that
sea of nectar, of Soma, united in their breath, their basic perfume,

I "
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in the Idea which produced bodies and forms. And now noghing
more was possihle. g

‘SAHAM! [ am youl’ they cried.

The blue bird reterned co sing at the window. And, as the day
dawned, the Star of Him-Hex bathed them in its deep, dewy ]i!.;h[f_
It returned them to chat |ir.|1|j.::i 5;:::-]-;1 which they were r_'lrwi'rug 'rt.n-l,;'
to its source, returming them pardally to themselves, with a gentls
luminous caress,

‘LAM!" they repeated in unison. And it was cheir farewell to that
city which had lost the war.

THE SECRET MARRIAGE

They would have to leave before nighefall. The final cataserophe
was approaching. MNevertheless, the last ceremeny had stll to be
performed: they had to marry according to the rites of this world,
ordained by the White Gods. The marrage would be sccret and
valid for all eternity. The Gandharta marriage. Untl now she had
been the wife of 3 king, the wite of another, of an Archetype:
Parakiya. From tonight, she was his own wife proper: Seiyia. Now
she would be the imitiated bride: Pavastri,

They bathed together in an effervescent liquid of Soma,
Afterwards, he put o1 a blue cloak and she her red EOWn. Thl.’“!r'
held wands from which sprouted flowers. They prepared the
wedding feast, which was 21so a favewell. 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
Maithuna, woman = ether. They had begun ar the end, with the
Maric Possession, This most ancient ritual, Pamshamakara, was
taught by the Uilghures, the tamric magicians of Lemuria, and by
the priestesses of Hyperborea.

On the floor, eovered by weils, the liturgical cup, Kalaga,
appearcd, filled with liquid gold. The veils signified that the
matedial drink covered the secrer drink, the Spiric of the Secret
Wine, the 'Saviour in Liquid form', Kevanavavi-jnamrita, the liquor
af OTgastm which has no bcgitmj_[]l.; or end,

"There was a hcgufn]y Soma, a sparit of scoret wine, a lost hgquor
of A-Mor, of non-death, 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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nf;tt:;:,[.]uut:fi:;;}:i-;yn:';:.c[_:*lilih:pd drank from that inexhaustible

['m*:‘.r Because those who have known A-Maor -:mma-.ul.‘g drink
N ,-;I the liquor which flows through the blood, the .?I.-']'HIIIII!', the
Sﬂﬂu;ry of that love which was lost at the beginning of time, 10 the
nﬁl;pﬁtharq:an rite of the Minnefrinken. . L

and they sang: “Fill my cup with wine, It ﬂELa s to -
. ffable silence, of my Beloved who has been rf:'hum 1':*._111.? depths
u}cm? blood. And it reveals eo me all chat [ still need in order to
zmr:r;thu City of Transparent Iee with E‘u:r, along I:hF P'-uh‘crfRD.:iL“E.
whach leads to the Enchanted Land of the King of the Ghosts. )

Thus they were married, while the warriors called a halt to rhr.
combat in order to surround themn with a circle of swn-'cdlm Thl:
pale. sickly king was now ablc to rest and to make his wn!} to t @
secret refuge where the women who possessed auPEfllﬂtllrﬂ. P'—"}*:II'E
of healing, could cure ham. They then became the n:l;:rs: of lei
wotld in ruins. One day, thei sen, rding astride a Hyperborean
swan, would come and rebuild it. .

A clear light poured intwo the room rhrnu_gh l.h-;.‘ doors -.m
windows. It flooded the city. Without ]Ja_udmg_ n thu_dcm:rt,
vibtating in thar clear light, the Disc called Fimana in the ¢pic p{n:m
of the Mahabharata had descended. It had come to rescue them from

' ing catastrophe.
Lhi':l'llzf mt:llil;_:-if_gf_‘ﬂ Lo E;m:r it before a huge wave 5"1l?mﬂrl'?'.~':'ﬂ__
:»'cr?tﬁjlug, the temples, the gardens, the palaces, the continents of
W and Gondwana

They took the dog with then. :

From far off, they could sec the earth shaken by '5'-'-""“*‘}‘35‘1"“'-‘“ the
volcanoes crupting, the mountain ranges DEgINRIng o se. “.1:: o8
changing position. And on the crest of the biggest wave, rI:-
clephans was still swimming: because he had turned .mm |: e
Leviathan,! and what had 'been his trunk on earth was now a

' The whale is the symbolic animal of the Svadisthana -:_-h;qkTA j'l his is a
symbelical journey through the chakras from one t::- .mc:thq._r- ]r-m.fn [-'m
baladhars co the Svadisthana and so on. i 15.: SYnChTonistc I]:IJ 1:.an13;,-;]
with the mystical landscpe af Il'Lll.' ;1_1|[hnrh' country, u-lr;_:us,?nl:rjl
geography ‘dreaming the same dream with the 't‘;-:*u-:m:.-:'. g '---_ '_L_‘_-_--.
of some kind of tantric or martial ininaton practised by the a:.:u:L nt
troubadours or Minnesinger. The Orphic and Hyperborean mitiation af
A-Mor, revealed in this book.
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continucus jet of water like a geyser in the ancient, lost deseet of
Atacarna.

‘THE MAVEL OF THE WORLD®

(n the surviving islands, wen of diminished stature, wearing
white cloaks, implore the Serpent of the Earth: “Stop, Ten-Ten!”

And the Scrpent of the Waters, Cai-Cai, has been confined on the
borders of the PI’Cd_‘.’ﬂl’ilJUﬁ islands of Chiloe.

The ruins of Tiahuanacu, now thousands of metres up in the
Cordillera of the Andes, the Temple of Kalasasaya, the ancient
eriyange to the subterranean world, are no lenger n contact with
other universes, nor with thase who travel through space.
Wiracocha and Mama Occl no longer come down from Veous, the
Morming Star. The giants have withdrawn into the Andean rock,
waiting for the return of the Ancient Sun.

Along the southern canals, bepeath the surface of the water,
crawls a ship with all its lights on, so that anyone secing it would
take it for a fiery serpent with feathers of flame. It is hunting a
white whale which blinded ws captain and drowned its crew, which
15 now composcd of ghasts, If they succeed in capturing 1, the ship
will rise to the surtace of the water, its captain will recover his sight
and the crew will come back to lifc with bodies of ficry,
imperishable matter.

He saw this underwater ship from a beach in Chiloe, on the
1sland of Lemuy, and he called out the password which would
make the captain heave to: “VAM!!

He swam underwater for a few minutes, accompanied by his
dog, and was taken on board El Calewche.

The ship changed course, leaving the southern canals by the
Gult 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 tollowed the vase expanse of its waters, where once a
continent existed in all its glory, flled wich palaces, temples and
wisdom. The world of the giants, which was In conract wah the
stars. (O all this, only an island lost in the vast Occan was lefi:
Tepito Tenua,® the ‘Navel of the World’, The Leviathan disap-
peared in that direcrion.

| The mantra for the Svadisthana chakra,
? Easter Island.

——_v_———*
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The Captain of Eb Caleuche said: ‘E bello naufragare in questo
marel”! Follow your desriny as a shipwrecked man, tukr._' a longhboat
and approach your objective with your back ru_nmﬁ._ like all HI’JUL]II.
oarsmen. Row backwards, towards the point of origin, upwards.

The dog, which had arfved before him, was W'd.:it]]:lg l_-l_‘l.r him on
e shore. The beach was covered with strange, gigantic statues
called Mohai. The yellew, New Sun shone vertically down on
them. He exarmned chiem with mmterese, wH'Lh*.‘:g.mund and _mf“,nfi
their huge mass, searching for an entrance-hole in them, a chck’.
How had these vast lumps of basalt got here? How had they moved
from Rano-Raraku to the Ahu, their plaTF{JTTﬂH?

The dog was indicating that he should follow it. |

They crossed the empty region of Matakiterand, whose carhest
name was Spadisthana, “The Home of Her'. They were gOIng
rowards the crater of the volcano called Rano-¥ao,

As he walked. he mentally repeated the phrase he had heard in an
old dream: “Only the water which emerges from the crater of an
extinct volcano can quench the thirst of the pilgrim.’

Inside the crarer grew the last three Toromiro trees, that red
wood, perhaps Fajra. .

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

: L
And the music which announced her return was like that of "a
hive of bees maddened h‘,." lowe'.

LEMURIA

In the shade of the last three Toromira trees, she began to Wm.”
ancient times: ‘Nothing has survived of all that glory, excepe this
little island. the summit of a huge submerged mountain. MNothing
more in that vast expanse of water. Water, water "—"-"_”":"-‘“11“'1;- We
are in the kingdom of the waters, surviving with difficulty.” The
inhabitants of the lost continent were giants, Gi:'ld':'-.. more _t|'|:m
Gods, They came from the pole, from the Morming Star. When
everything was subinerged by the great wave, some shepherds,
slaves of Lemuna, the interbred races of animal-men, also escaped

: From Ll:upa.:dl. B . .
* The Muladhara chakra represenss the carth, The Svadisthana chakra the

water
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to the higher peaks. And the fish, the great fish. In the war between
the Pandavas and Koravas, berween the Hanau-Eepe, the Big-
Eared Ones, and the Nanan-Momoke,' terrifying forces were
uscd, which produced the carastrophe, And the malignant radiation
spread across the whole world. The starues of Toromiro wongd,
which are two be found on this island, represent those hybrid
monsters: the man=fish, the man-insect, the man withour fesh. In
the ruins of Tiahuanacu, on the Gate of the Sun, there are figures
with four fingers and three toes. Someone has recorded the los
world, attempting to reproduce its glories and also the fruics of it
destruction. The sublime art which has come here from an
unknown centre, with wood formed from the non-existent bload
of a time withoot memary, is the work of a race of giants who
came from the cast and from Hyperborea. Sobseguendy, very
different races tried to reproduce that are. Here is 2 Mohai with 2
beard, a White God. Tt belongs to the Ahu-Moha peried. These
were imifated later, as if people wished ro make the vanished Whate
Gods, Quetzalcoarl, Huirakocha, Orejona, and the creacors of the
First Tiahuanacu, return. Vhas the Moha may be said e represent
a kind of exorcsm F:r:u.'tiﬁ-::d in successive waves, after the
involupon of the divine and the semi-divine began, accempting to
force the return of the White Gods, the Giants and the Golden Age
by means of the albeit inaccurate reproduction of thetr tigures.
They could also be said to be landmarks for their exrraterrestrial
wvehicles, their Fimanas, their Astras, thete Manu- Tara, theirr Discs of
Light, their Plumed Serpents, in which they disappeared shortly
before the cataclysm. The sightless cyes of the Mohai scan the
firmament, their closed mouths long to cry out to them: "We are
still here! We stll preserve your memory! You looked like ths!
Come 'vack!™
“These basale sculptures are alive, they wibeare magically. The
Mohai that are not covered with ivy are those that are soll alive.
Their faces are turped in every direction, scouring the horizons.
Some look towards the Antarctic, others towards the North Pole,
tovwards eima Thule. Some Mohaii stand on Promontories jutbng
out of verncal dhits above the sea. How did they reach these sies?
One of them has fallen imto the water and can be seon at low tde.
Did they move? Did they walk? Tt is related that they advanced

! Aboriginal peaple of Easter Island.
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spraight ahead from chis t:r.!ll:'z.', 54_::~ki:1g t|1l.."lT. |:.5I-::t.inizi1..-¢i_rl-:w-:iti:tn.q.
At night they formed the magic circle, Kula, Their ::115.».1un_~|m:. )
protect A1l that had sarvived on earch from new ﬂ-::na-_is.. like the
serpent Ten-Ten. Beneath the Ahu, or pedestal, there 15 m_tpplns-:rl
(0 be an entrance to the subterranean world, the ‘mtu:.:rwr Earth. In
order to penctrate it, @ nny l:'.urning 1?““":‘“1[‘!:1[‘ of tiju .':Jl'lcfl:m 15.1
supposed to be sufficient for this stone iceberg to nuf'h“t aiia EXPOSC
the lower part of its body, together with th_L‘ entrance o the pa.‘-’.:aai_;:-
which connecrs with the great F.Ir.ZI]H.I exits, the gareway ot the
Temple of Tiahuanacu and the secret entrance to Smnl:h:mgr:-. ‘

‘In a single night, everything nup_pcd. as if that moment in ime

had frozen, Many Mohai remained incomplete, some of them tace
upwards in their quarrics. What h:l.ppum:d?ﬂ‘s.‘{.fhnr terrible cf-czr
occurred? Are the Mohai robots or Golems? Are they the Gods
who have been petrified? How did they move and change l:im:i
positions? A force called .-"p:!::rr::.'i,ﬁ-’rﬂ", E"-"i.t..a.tlL'-:j them. The :-.;m]il.
force that lmpcllmi the Golden Bird, Manu-Tard, to overcome the
force of gravity and disappear among the mmtf_]lanunﬁ. [here Elll;t':
Mohai in the meditative position, their hands with their long nails
folded over their stomachs like buddhas. Ne one knows w!'hr.-rl_-
their first builders came from. The second period is a copy U_l T]‘_'L‘
initiatic, magical, first phase, In all this, a geeat mystery p.emst&.*.
which will only be revealed to man mundtes h:.:i.::nn: -hlr_-i i o
destruction. . . . Because one day the sea will take h”.n again.

‘All those who knew the language of the f':.p:::a]-u:{g Ii!.b]L‘t:-i,.-
Rango-Ronge, were butchered. They were called Maoris and Tehrt
white priests, white mwagicians, who _]'::lr] L'-!'i-l':'-'l.]i!'td Fr-ur.n ’fh‘:dbrlﬂ
catastrophe and had remained on this exteriot earth {:._r er ‘tl'_'%
preserve the tradition. They were of the same race a::jl.the Dropas ;1
Tibet, the giant Ainos of Japan and China, th_:: l'_-uur_u:hc;_ ot the
Canary Islands, and the Chachapoyas and Guavyakis of ?;-clnuthﬁ
Anerica. The Kohau-Rongo-Rongo could n_:a:i the Tablets. Their
last survivors were killed n the gold mines of Peru, where they had
heen raken to work as slaves. The script was hermenc, with more
than one meaning, like that of Ancent Egypt. Une Safcfdmﬂ.L_th{i
other demoniacal. Perhaps this was why the Ingas _pmhtbu:_c'
writing in their empire. As n Egypt, an unknown lineal i.c.npt
existed prior to ideographic seript. There are no I'.I'l'q'_f"l'l:!.ttlii..]ll tw r:r!l:};
Speaking Tablets to be found througheut the world. Simuar scrip
is not to be found cither in Polynesia nor among the Ingas, nor
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clsewhere, only the ideographic language of cords and knots of

Peru. The reconstruction of the civiltsation of Tizhuanacu, togethey
with that of this island of Matakiterani, is the work of the "i.u"jlkjugs
who knew of the p:rit*sﬂ}-‘, warror caste of the Big-Eared Utwsl
their Hyperborean ancestors. Some of the signs carved on mrlr_-;
CGJ’_T-'-‘-RPUHd to their runje irripr and to the voove cult of Wotan In
Chile, this fragile strip of land, which is all that survives of the ald
sui_:_-:m-rgu:d world, the last civilisation of the Giants tlourished,
before they were imprisoned in the mountains. There is a
mysterious link between this island, which guards the Great Secret.
a.:nr.{ that sacred land which teday is called Chile, which stretches
like 2 psychic spinal column of the planet, as far as the “Other
Pole”. Also like a drawn sword, An ominous age occurred there
when th Valkyries turned into Amazons, because they had I:m-::rl_-
left outside by the giants, And the matriarchy of the Amazon
Gaibomilla made war on the descendants of Kon-Ticsi Huirakocha
who had already diminished in stature. The fire mntiumn:dl
everything.

"The Mohai and the ancient objects made of real Toromiro wood
are charged with the vibrations of Vril. The “Tablets” which
disappeared were like the stonc which fell from heaven and
contained the law of the extraterrestrial race and the secret of the
entrances to the Hollow Earth and to the passages beneath the
Ocean which connect with all the surfaces of the new CoOntingents
which emerged after the catastrophe. Chile and [apan are regularly
f!cvastut::d by earthquakes. Volcanoes erupt throughout the entire
Hery arc of the Pacific, in memory of the horrific conflagration that
destroyed the world, the anciest moon and the ancient sun. The
Mohai keep their sightless eyes open in cternal vigilance, trying to
prevent the repetition of the catastrophe. Like the dolmens and the
menhirs, they are here to hold back 1 new flood. The expressions
on their faces change with the passage of the seasons and the
solstices. But the way to overcome and escape the cataclysm is only
to be found in the Manu-Tara, the Man-Bird, The i"u'i;mu of the
Age of Aquarins, which will replace the Age of the Fish, of
Leviathan, the White Whale, which was once the Elephant.

"Now we are in the Kingdom of the Waters. You will have ro
iu.i*am mlwalk on the waters, make yourself lighter, rise into the
dll, , 5

.Iﬁtliﬂ'l.l.:lflf_"l -n'm'r:g under che lase E]"| ree Torocmirs trees. It the cracer
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of the volcane called Rano-Kao, making the mudra which destrovs
fear, recited the prayer of the lost Continent of Lemuria:

‘MNan rururu Tuko Karumugil
Urueli orur Edu etu ro uyarel
It ar ire per Kadavul.'

“T'he Green God who controls the three paths
O f the high resounding Sun

Comes from the year of Orur

To the land of the rain clouds

In the same way as the thunder roars.”

‘In the House of the Great Fish, eneath the three surviving trees,
we dream of immortahity, In the top of these trees, where their
branches intertwine, meditates the Three-Eved One, whom the
Man-lnsect fears. The Adored Third-Eve, where our star is born.”

THE INITIATION OF THE MANU-TARA

Hie wrasg ﬁi:nl:ing from thirst inside thae crater, and not .:'ml:.- from a
ph}rsica] thirst. His thirse was for chat Qucun of R;JF’:‘”"-'L called
Rakim.

‘I want to do something with my hands, carve a Mohai, But [am
so tired; weariness and lassitude overcome me on this island.”

*Carve your own statue, your Mohai, place it on its Ahu. Make a
statue of yourself, seat yourself in the centre of the Toromiro
Hower.’

She took him by the hand and led him out of the crater to a cave
m the mountains.

“This 15 the cave of the God Make-Make. In former times,
children were brought here and left in the darkness so thar cheir
skin would turn white in memory of the lost Gods, You muse stay
here for a year, until you become the Manu-Tara, the Man-Bird.
.Yﬂ'ﬂ 'n".":i!.'] tl'll_']'l |:JI'_"' i.’lL"L'L'P".EIj A% ]':.Jr:j_.r, I.':If-thlﬁ- ]Slﬂ.]'!l'.l .Hl'll'j }'l.'.ll:ll_' rl:'H_] AITEe
will be given to that yvear. This cave 1s called Hakronge-Manw, “The
Hearer of the Bird", of the Cry of the Bird. When yvou have
triumphed, when vou are king, 1 will be your queen. For now, 1
shall only accompany you in your thoughts. I shall be VoL
Valkyrie in the baetle. O warrior of the race of the White Gods,
fight this barcle to the end and lose it in the name of our God of the

_..A.. -
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Dcteated of che Kalivuga! Overcome the terrifying waters! Our A
Mor 15 again at stake,’

For months he remained in the darkness of the cave. The faichfy)
dog brought him food. Slowly he lost track of the ume, and
whether @ was day or night. His senses became blunted with the
exception of his sense of taste and an incontrollable impulse which
drove him to scize hold of stones and vacks with his hands and even
with his feer.,' He wanted o sculpture something, w shape the
basalt, the Toromiro, any hard material.

He had visions, mightmares. The whale bocame a tyrannical
mether who forced him to drink her milk. Then she devoured him,
Inside the cnormous body of the Leviathan, he fele safe. It was 2
whaole universe. There he met the “People of Dreams’ again, Each
of them played a different musical instrument and made the letters
of the six petals of the Toromiro flower vibrate: ba, bha, ma, ya, ra,
la.” Tircdness and lassitude might have made him spend an entire
lifceime in this wdipose world, But with an immense cfforr, he
overcame this feeling and searched for & vulnerable spot in the
monstrous body of the Mother-Leviathan, e rook light vears to
move from one point of that bedy to another. There were
countries, continents of fat, veins, rivers of opaque oil, oases of
heat i the madst of this bulky universe, this world of icy lymph
And finally he managed to escape and stood on the outside. It was
an almaost superhuman trinmph ee have found a way out of the saf®
depths of the Mother’s protection into the insecurity and pain of the
other world. Then he began to scream like a new-born child with a
pale skin, inside that other Mother, the cave of Hakrongo-Manu, He
went ftom Mother to Mocher, from Cirele to Circle, How o break
out of the final Mother? How to escape from the Circle of the
Circles?

‘This is the Liquid Road.' he heard her say from within his
blood, ‘the Road of Tears. . . . The Land of Tears is mysterious!

P The Svadisthana chakra 15 the centre of taste and wouch.
L Samskrir letters which are inscribed on the six petals of the Svadisthand
chakra, as panted in Indian iconography.

4 )
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DREAMS ABOUT WATER

As soon as he had escaped from the Mother-Leviathan, he began to
wander round the interior of the cave in his dreams. And he
discovered paths that led him up hills with houses built on their
E[QPL‘H. There were willas and manstons, with wr::u'.li_:_h[-i_-.;*_m
P..;.n-lu_':i arcd |'_‘||:1I:'|I!"-.?.-':L‘__|.-'.‘i-. Waterfalls and cascades, chanoelled nae-
arally along the porges between the hills, Howed down the slopes.
He stopped in front of a lattice-work doorway, at the foot of a hull,
A scrrated iron wheel controlled the sluice-gate of the pool that
collected the warer which flowed down the hillsides, He allowed
himself to act on an impulse and wrned the wheel, opening the
sluice-gate. The water gushed out. He wanted to turn the wheel
back to its original position, but the water was already uncontroll-
able. It flooded down the slopes on all sides, from the hilleops,
through the gorges. He ran to find hamself a safe place,

The dreams about water continued.

He continued to try and escape along the valleys, between the
mountains. An enormous wave broke over a high mountain peak,
and the vast mass of water began to rush down its slopes as well.
He began 1o climb the slope to s left. Buc the compact mass of
water, which was c]";,r's,ca]—{']n..'ar -:l-.?:ipitl_' s great volume, h:gan to
submerge even the highest mounains

He found himself lving in the cave once more. 1t was enther night
or daybreak. He saw her appear, emerging naked out of the waters.
She called to him from the shore. The vast sea lay enveloped in the
hali-light of dawn. 5he had come to meet him from the far
distance, from the horizon, Mow they would enter the sea together
and swim away. Where to? The sea was covered with sargasso. She
said: ‘E dolce aufragare in guesto mare!”

A final dream: He was still swimming. He was floating in the
waters of a bay in which ships lay at anchor. A current carried him
out to sea, He struggled to escape from it. He found himself
surrounded by ligh waves, which became ever more menacing.
His 5|:r|:1|gr_h deserted him. Then the -wuters -:|'|.1:|1gl:‘n.‘| colour,
becoming imbued with turquoise, amethyst and emeraid. And then
they were no longer sea water, but a sca of rwilight, causal warer:
Kirandiri.

Some men swam towards him through dus hqud colour and
rescued him.
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He looked out of the mouth of the cave. The waning mooy
shone in the sky over Matakiterana, He had passed from tne low,,
waters to the heavenly warters, transmuting them eo therr first ]{"'1.1'\-].
beyond the earth.

(i the g]'{‘:mlr_{ at the mouth of the cave spark]ml a Moonstope

THE BAPTISM OF THE MAN-BIRD)

In the depths of the cave, he concentrated on the Moonstone
between his cycbrows and made the second sign of his initiadoen,
while he repeated the mantra of water: “FAMY

Vibrations rose .;'||_l;_‘:-|;'|t_|'r his ;,l_:jm.', up his “Toromire tree’, as red as
the flames of the Fiery Serpent. The Serrated Wheels turned. The
sluce-gates opened, The water's electricity was freed. At tha
point, the rebellious swimmer, the ‘ego’, fought against the
eurrent; it refused to accept its n}rlrr{:u::hing death, which []1.;]':,-'5'_1|_'-
was not death bur resurrection i another Ego amplified by the
carth, water and fire, in which the Manu-Yara Bird would rise up
out of its ashes. Nevertheless, something had changed in that splic
second of doubt. At some moment duning thar secrer, 1mprecse
happening, the ‘ego’ had shown resistance to the God of the Losers,
becomng paralysed, caught berween two worlds, as if in an
‘upside-down sky', unable cither to go back, owards the pomnt of
origin, upwards, m tnumphant defeat, or to go down, towards 16
starting point. In vain, the serrated wheels tarned wildly and the
petals of the Mon=Existent Toromire Flower fell because it was
Lll'l..'.ih-l.l'.' to ITI..|'||:';|: i'.-ﬁ MON=cX150CNnoe a I'L'iil]t}".

He realised that he was going to be destroyed in thae powerful
current from the vibrations of a fire which could nor find an ext,
because the road of the third Toromiro tree had been closed to it
s secree channels, his bram, would di.ﬁ]lﬂ:,‘gl,‘;l[l_". He had |.'|<.‘f_'jl.1IJ i
see blood spots. The exit to another state, to a different feeling, had
been blocked. In the embryonic, occult physiology, something
remained incomplete, because the conscious, rational ‘ego’ had
introduced an obstacle, because it didn's want o be D'if'::rpi]‘i.?.'f'{il
and pushed aside, because it wanted to control the wncontrollable.

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

1 [ . el T
In Tantric yoga, the Suswmwa madi. In the symbology of this book the
ghost vessel, Bl Calewche, sometimes also represents the Serpent o
Kundalini.
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his bodies, including the physical one, wouldn't be capable of
resisting the vibrations, His brain was going to explode. He only
had a short cimie left in this world.

In the blackness of the cave of Hakrongo-Manu, he saw a metal
basin of watct appcar in the air before him, level with his chest.
And he heatd her order hame "Quuickly, plunge your hands mito the
water and splash it over yvour body!

A delicious coolness calmed the fire of the vibrations,

An indescnibable sensation of peace enveloped him, and he felt
his body being galvanised by a powerful encrgy. He had risen from
his ashes, He was as red as the Toromiro tree.

Baptized by lustral water, the Primus homo terrenus had become
the Secundus homo coelestis. His name was Manu-Tara, the Living-
Man-Bird, ready to spread his wings and fly off on a2 new
adventure, to the loss of a greater city, on the Lefthanded Road
mapped out by the God of the Defeated of Kaliyuga. To the rebarch
of the Golden Age.

THE CRY OF THE BIRD

He had been in the cave for a yvear, MNow he could leave i,

He ran wwards the sea and plunged off the cliffrop into the
water. In his dive, he managed to touch the submerged Mohai,
then he swam towards the viny sland of Hapu-Mar, “The Cry of
the Bird’.

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

Then he shaved off his hair and eyebrows, ned a shng around his
forehead and placed the egg in it. Swimming back to the island, he
looked like a mythological being which had surfaced out of the
primordial waters, been born from the waters. In reality, he was
the Twice Born, And he wore a S]ing friade UJ-!rpli, or sandalwood,
around the arm which had caught the cgp.

During the whole of the following year, he wouldn't be able o
touch anything with that hand. He was the keeper of the energy of
the surviving island, and of the Mohai who scour the horizons, the
carricr of Fril, of Mand. He was the king of Matakiterami. The
Manu of the age of Tara. The husband of the Goddess Tara,

He saw her coming towards him, chimbing down from the crater
at the top of the voleano. She was weaning a red cloak, woven from
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the thin bark of the three trees in the crater. She brought him an axe

‘It is the axe of Guatan or Wortan. Its name is Toki. You are the
Toki-Many.*

She was also carrying a flute and a heart with wings of Toromim
wood.

‘Keep this heart safe. We will have need of 1t.’

She played the flute and they betl danced in a circle round cach
of the Mam-Mohai. They were dancing the Raslila.

A clanking paise, like the sound of chains being dragged :ull::-nj_g,
begar to make itself heard, coming from the volcano, Quickly, it
turned into a thunderous roar. The eruption followed almos:
ummediately. Flames and lava shot upwards and rushed down the
slope.

The Man-Bird put hus arm round his Beloved's waist and,
spreading his golden wings, flew off in the direction of the midday
sun. whe carried the d.l:.t-g__g_ m her arms.

They saw how the Mohai collapsed, swaying on their bases. The
island was covered with the fire of an emerging centre. In the far
distance, the whale was L'quH]'l_t by the crew of Bl Caleuche. They
stripped it of its skin, from which they made a Golden Fleece.
Transformed into the skin of the lamb, it swaved in the wind,
hanging from the branches of patriarchal oak trees.

THE REUNION WITH JASON

On the shores of Lake Titicaca, the last of the Vikings, called
atumurusds of atemarunas, ‘glants with faces as pale as the moon’,
were fighting a desperate battle againgt the tribes of Amazons from
the south of Chile, the matriarchal forces of Queen Gaibomilla, the
ally of Cacique Cari of Ci:ml_llit'r!l‘.m.1 The Temple of the Lake of the
Sun, of the Thousand Pricsts of Wotan, had been partly destroyed
by fire. The renascent Viking civilisation of Tiahuanacu, which had
lasted for a number of centuries, was dying. It had been r{'CI'L‘ull'E"j_
by these white warriors who had come trom the north in search ot
their ancestors, the Venusian gianes, the White Gods of the
Morning Star. : ;

He was fighting alongside the defenders, with the remainder of
their decimated forces. It was all happening onece again, In the past.

! Cacigue means chict in the Quichua language

B
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the &Fsir had had re abandon their sacred ctv of Asgard in the
Caucasus, near Mount Elbrus, the mountain of the Goddess Freyija
af the smooth snow-white breasts. Arracked in exactly the same
way by the Mongols, they had left the city. Led by Wotan or Odin,
they had set out once again on the Exodus of Defear, this time in
the dircction of the Righthanded Swastika, cthe onc that turns
according to the present carth's time and descends to the lowese
depths of Kalivuga, There, another Golden Age, or MIrTor-image
of the one that disappeared with the Hyperborean Thule, was lost.
But the sorceress Allouwine, of the Odinie Order, had prophesied
that one day the descendants of the Asir, led by 3 Grear Whate
Chict, would reconquer Asgard, reversing the exodus and the
movement of the Righthanded Swastika, returning to the point of
origin, to the N1:|:-t1'.1| Homeland. going back, up, from Cay to
City, from Asgard in the Caucasus to Shambhalla 2nd Agharti in
the Himalayas, and from them o Ulnma Thule in Polar Hyper-
borea, so as to make the great leap to the Morning Star, to the Ray
of Green Light. The sorcercss Vola had also prophesied this,
asserting that the Twilight of the Gods would not last for ever.

Ir is very ditficult ro fight 2 woman who has become a demon,
uncontrolled, externalised, left outside by the giants, The Amazons
had consorced with the race of earth people, with the semi-animals,
with the robots of Lemuria and Atlantis. Their features were
bestial, Their furious VOMECANCE Was directed against men, as
satamic hatred, because m their heart of hearts rh-::}' blamed them for
all their misforrunes, for their dreadful fall. And perhaps th ey were
right,

And so, the white warriors, the last of the Vikings of America,
which they called Hvetramannaland, the Irish called Huitramanna-
landia, and the Templars of the Grail called Albania, "The Land of
White Men’, of the White Gods, of Quetzalcoat], ltzamps,
Kukulkin, Bochica, Huirakocha, were unable to find in themselves
cither the strength or the conviction to face snch warlike fury as
that exhibited by those demons of the south. Tt was the beginning
of the end.

The great Viking chief, Kon-Ticst Huirakocha, descendant of
Naymlap 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 subterranean refuge of the Gateway of
Kalasasaya, in the grear Temple of Tiahuanacu, which had been
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rebuilt and had been destroyed once more in the fighting, Shortly
hefore the end, Huirakocha, who was also called Rama in this
centre, called rogether his closese followers. among whom he wa;
numbcred.

‘Build a huge bonfire," he said. “Wry world is thac of fire,' which
ﬁghlx aganst the saranic ioe which comes from the farchest sy,
and also against the ice of the constellations.”

As soon as the firc began to crackle and blaze, the great chief
leapt into 1t with his wife Mama Runeu, “face white as an egg’, wha
accompanied him, fulfilling the Hyperborean ritual of St ®

He continaed salking from wichin the flames, addressing himself
exclusively to him.

‘Mone of this 1s real, it is Maya, Tlusion. | shall not die, becaose |
will reach the Green Light through these flames. It 1s another who
has sacrificed himself for me. | have passed through the Sccree
Door to the intetior, Hollow World, where T will wait for you to
come, ton, when vou have lost here in order to come back to hife
there like Ronuk: {Konticsi, King and Father of the Heavens), like
Kalki, at the appointed dme at which we will bring back the
Golden Age and rebuild Tiahuanacu, Asgard and Montsegur,
;i*.-':.‘tiging the >od of the Losers, the i"'.r'iurn-jng Star and our Lord
and Prince Luctfer. Now you must take the name of Rama, reverse
the direction of the Swastika of the Exodus, reconquer Asgard,
rebuild Tiahuanacu, enter the City of the Caesars, reach Uloma
Thule, correct the halance of the Axis of the Earth.”

The grear chief’s dog, Arics, "‘Constellation of Flame', also leapt
mnto the fire. However, it could sec hig and the woman's shadows

go out the other side and enter the Temple of Kalasasaya, as if they
had been renewed in those flames of pure energy. In the Bath of
Tamascal,”

Sword in hand, he went out through the gateway of Kalasasaya,
Entering the hall of Tiabuanacu. he climbed up until he reached the
triangle where the sign of the Righthanded Swastika, the sign of the
Gircat Exodus from ]l:..rpu_-rl-,.nrm, the sign of Rama, was hanging
and he reversed i, turming it nto a L fthanded Swastika which
turns backwards, towards the point of ongm. E}' -::l-:':-mH 50, he

:'T'I'u' M_‘-.‘Li-l,_'l.l._l.cu chakra rEprescnts fire. It 1= 5,'5'[]1l:||_'.l|.2.‘u.:|.i ".'l;-' the lamb. .
= An ancient ritual. The wife jurnps Wt the funcral pyre where the body ol
J;lt'r husband i being consumed.

A zacred Inca bach,
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changed the course af the Exodus, turming 1t o a return, 4
reconguiest of all that had once been lost, _ - _
He raised his sword and spoke thus to the WArTIors: _‘!'w-::-]du-m vk
the Solitary Star, Pilgrims of the South, C;u_ardmnaj of r_['n.' 1};@-11,
Acolytes of Lucifer, of the Glorious God of the Flickering Lighe,
the Great Loser! We are going to reverse everything, change the
course of the waters of destiny, going up to the South Pole and
down to the Narth Pole. We are going to bring our gm_dc ':uuck_ to
jife and avenge him. We will raisc the Cowntinent of the Sp:lr.n:
alopgside the precarious coast of our native land. We -wll
extinguish the volcanoes, halt the carthquake. We are going to win
the war of the Mahabharata by losing all but the final, defimitive
hattle, the one thar is fought outside this carth, in the vast exXpanscs
ot Father Ether and cven farther beyond, in the Great Void, m the
Discs of Light. O warsiors of the White Gods, of Hyetramannaland,
fight till the last drop of your blood is spilt, wﬂ':'-.mu. ever retreating,
without cver surrendering! Die fighting, because if you lose with
honour, in reality you will have won; because you wll h;ﬂv:‘.'.nllad-':
the cnemy visible, A defeat which leaves honour intact 1s 4 5]311‘{[11;11
adventure which has been successful. Inte battle, warriors ot the
Waoming Star!’ _ 1

They fought furtousky all through that day and mg}!'lr- The next
evening, he found himself surrounded by corpses, while the red of
the twilight dyed the waters of Lake Titcaca the colour of hlu_-n:udt.
He scanmed the lake. He thoughr he saw a vessel approaching,
Perhaps these were the promised reinforcements.

A high-keeled boat, a drakkar, slowly became 1-'151th in the dymng
Yipht of the cvening. From the branch of an oak tree trom Dodona,
nailed to the prow, hung the Golden Flecce. And there sto od Jasen,
with his helmet and cuirass, leaning on his great sword.

He leapt ashore and pronounced the word: 'llh.ﬂ!"

‘O faithful comrade, you have arrived at the crirical moment of
the battle! So much time has passed!” :

‘Ger in guickly!” Jason exclaimed. "You will m:tlf.r: your final
stand in the ruins of the Temple of the Thousand Priests.

He jumptd into the boat and I.'I:]-E_“ILr embraced. While the oarsmen
rowed rowards their objective with their backs tamed, they were
able to talk in the stac-flled night.

Medea also accompanied Jason, and she sang an ancient song

¥ ‘The mantra for the Mantpura chakra.
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which struck decp, distant chords in the hearts of the cwo friends:

“When my comrade loses heare,

[ laugh confidently.

When my comrade sleeps,

[ watch for him.

When my comrade falls,

I ight for both of us.

Because to every warrior

The Gods have given a comrade.”

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

“What happened to you, Jason? Where have vou been for so
long?

‘In the Intermediate Kingdom of Death, [ have come to meet you
here, because it is the Place of Reunion, appointed by Destiny and
the Norns. This is the Sangham. ! called Mamipura, where the Three
Rivers of Death meet to reverse their flow and arrive at another,
higher reunion, becoming the Causal Waters of Life and Resurree-
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, 1 have
always thought of vou! After vou left, | fought for the two of us,
because if | were to arrive, to trinmph, you would do so in me. |
carricd your corpse across my shoulders, in the imperishable depths
of my heart. | would not come back to life or enter Valhalla
without you. Because the Gods made me your comrade!”

Jason gazed deep kito the starry sky, ]ist;-.niug as though he was
not alive, as though he was not dead.

They clinbed down onto the quayside, which formed the
terraces of the temple. Opis and Arge, the two Hyperborean
priestesses, joined Medea and accompanicd her in singing hymns
composed by the Lycian bard, Olen.

" In the Hindu tradition, the Sanphan is where the two visible rivers,
Langes and Jumna, meet the third, invisible river Saraswari, which
springs from the head of Siva on Mount Kailas. This geographical point is
in the city of Allahabad, near Banaras. B

- _‘-

*
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‘Jason, don't go ver, I want you to meet my Beloved. She’s
sleeping.”

‘Is her name Donia?' asked Jason,

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

Jason smiled gently: ‘Let us go.”

In an underground chamber of the temple, in the “World of the
_'g_-w.;-l_q‘, as if surrounded by a “sea of nectar’, she lay skeeping,

The comrades stood 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 like ‘the buzzing of a hive full of a thousand bees maddened by
love’.

IT IS ALSO A GRAVE

The two comrades walked through the darkness until they reached
a wilderness area. They lit a bonfire and, with the help of its hght,
they discovered a red triangle. It was a tombstone. Carved mn the
top corner was the Lefthanded Swastika, In the centre appeared a
fower with ten P(rt;l]:-i and in each of these vibrated a root-letter: da,
dha, na, ta, tha, da, dha, ra, pa, ;JFJ-::i‘.'

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

Jason said: ‘Only you are with me in this crincal moment. Medea
has deserted me. Or, rather, pechaps, [ was not loyal to her. T will
try and recover her in the eternal return, in the vast expanses of the
stars.’

‘Why, Jason, are we here, in this America of Tiahuanacu,
speaking of Jason and Medea, Rama and 5ita, and fighting the war
of the Mahabharata? What do these Andean mountaing have to do
with all this¥’

“You arc asking me a question to which you well know the

' The Sanskeit letters for the ten-petalled lotus of the Manipura chakra.
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answer, In rhe universe, there 15 only one history, one civilisation
one war, that of the White Gods. All the |';::§.t 15 merely th;\;
involution of therr Golden Age. You and 1 are involutions of the
Whire Gods, Cuerralcoat! and Kon=Ticst Huirakocha were White
Gods, like Wortan, Orpheus, Apollo, Siva, Abraxas, Thor ang
I1I“.'ifi':r. The others, the men of diminished stature who now
in_m.h:it the martyrised surface of the earch, are the sUrviving slaves
ot Atlanos and Lemuria, the men-"robots”, the men-ants, the
animal-men who caused the cataclysm and who will bring about i
repetition through their rebelliousness and their ignorant pride,
They are the Elementanwesen against whom the Wildes Heer, the
Wild Hordes of the Heroes of Parsifal, Odin and Cuerzalcoar] will
fight their final battle. Also, Andes is Anda: Total-Man, the Giant,
The Andes are also the Spinal Column of Cosmic Man.

Jason opened the tomb. Before entering it, he turned to his
comrade and stretched out his arm, palm upwards and fingers
mr..*-::rhl.'r, and made the Fara-Mudra, which destroys fear. And he
agun pronounced the mantra: ‘RAMI

When the tomb had closed, he rotared the Lefthanded Swastika
and everything was consumed by the firc. These ancient ashes!

DEATH ANE RESURRECTION IN TITICACA

For many days, the warriors read the Tibetan Book of the Dead,
Bardo Thadol, presided over by Villak Umu, the High Pricst of Int,
the Sun, and by the Hyperborean Trinity Ollin-Tonatiuh {Odin-
Thor-Tyr). Gathered in the temple, they recited it to the wandering
spirit of Jason, in the hope that he might find the Road of the Gods,
overtaking the Road of the Fathers and avoiding the Path of the
Moon.

sitting in the Jewel Chamber, he recounted to Allouine the last
moments of his friend Jason, telling her about the nights during
their vouth when Ihl_":.' had revealed to each other their dreams of
adventure and heroic conguest in unexplored, remote lands. 'Yes,
Allouine, becanse to cach warrior the Gods have giw.‘n a comrade
-in.d to cach pUCL—pi]!;riru a beloved. You will never descrt me.
Without vou | could not endure the poverty of the exodus nor the
tests of the return to the Nuptial Homeland.

‘I can foresee our separarion, beloved. My lungs are not made for
these heights of Tiahuanacu. The atmosphere here 1s ranficed. [ was
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the prna which caused me to have this I.'EI[E.]‘L"].'!'".JI.' t-;.ilnl'.mg fie from
which vou awoke me. Just think, together we have crossed ages,
immeasurable distances, light-years, from the City of the Elephant
o these plateaux on which burns the fire of the mmtermediate
rrgiﬂﬂﬁ — those thar lie berween the earth, water and air of the ]L'.ﬂh
peaks. T must bathe in the energy of this fire, becoming rejuvenared
in its flames so as not to disappear too soon, SO that I can continue
to climb a little higher at your side, until [ can sce those silent peaks
where “the fiery lily of our Eternal Love blooms”. In my
imagination, | can already see these vast distances, these delicate,
subtle spaccs where the deer roams, escaping from us by leaping to
safety in the forests of the air, dreaming of the wings of Father
Fther, You must climb ever higher, beloved, with me alonc in
your heart, in your memory. And we will mcet again, perhaps, in
the pure Kingdom of Cesmic Poectry. There you will bring me
back to life. Because . . . the Poems cxist, they await us! . .

'l feel something strange, too, as if in the rarefied atmosphere of
these high platcanx, scorched by the fires of passion and war,
where the bridges of reunion and meeting he and the mvisible,
subterranean rivers meet, feeding this Andean lake, an enlarging of
my consciousness, which is no longer mine, was abour to rake
place. As if my ego was about to be immersed in the divine, and
My consciousncss to be submerged in the unconscious, a process
from which beth would benefit. A transmutation.’

The Virgins of the Sun approached them, walking rhythmically
from the ruins of the temple. They were accompanied by a
melancholy music, with mireral resonances, a melody of the high
platcaux of Titicaca. They had come 1n search of Allouine to take
her to the bath of fire, in which she would be rencwed. A shap full
of soldiers was also approaching across the lake, He had to go
aboard it to lead those who were soll fighting,

When they were nearly in the middle of the lake, they were
attacked by the cnemy's boats, which fired flaming arrows at them.
Suddenly his vessel sank and the entire crew drowned. He tried to
stay afloat by swimming, but the weight of his armour draggea
him down. He felt himself drowning. The sensation was not
frightening. Finally a force more powertul than his conscious ‘ego’
asserced itself: the Causal Waters of Death. And his ‘ego’ accepted
this with the acute intuition that it could do no more. However, he
struggled uncil the very end; he resisted, but serenely, almost
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joyfully, as if he had been freed from a responsibility which was tog
great tor him. And it was like a carousel, a spinning world, a sky_ 4
mirrer turning back to front undl it can be looked into from .fl'.c'
other side. Afterwards he went up and up, untl he reached the
other side of thar 5];1_,' and that mirror.

He tound himself lving on the shore, He looked at himself in the
transparent water and found himseli changed. Although he srill hag
the same L"-'?'d}' and his armour and his golden swoard, his head was
that of a ram, which was also like that of the dog and that of 4
jackal. He was Anubis, Osiris, Rama. He had come back to life. He
was the One who had Escaped from the Warers, the Twice Borp,
baptised in Lake Titicaca, emerging as half man, half Gog
Il:illtfﬂ!'-'ltl'-‘d INED a ."‘l.Il.']ll_'l"f.-'p::. - .. Dono by lucem aererna!

He went towards the ruins of the temple in search of his wife,
Isiz, She who had been reborn in the fire,

THE BURNING BUSH

It was a golden dawn. The peaks of the Andes were transfigured in
its light. The pillars of the temple were seill standing [*within cach
pillar stands an angel’). They looked like trees climbing up rowards
the diaphanous peaks.

With measured tread, he entered the triangufar room in which
she was being bathed in the fire of the energy of this centre. The fire
had been lit from the ashes lert by those who had passed this way
before them. Allouine emerged from the flames, rejuvenated.
Within this fire was the World thhr:]u:u.q:], of the carbuncle which
had fallen from the broken crown of Luci-Bel, destroyed in his
stellar batele.

The Virgins of the Sun recited: "“War is the father of all things.
This is the meeting-place of the fire from below and the eelestial
hight. Here, the three-dimensional space begins to feel itself to be
the prolongation of the fourth sphere. This is the Sangham of the
Three Roads, the Rock of Revelition of Midday. where the
direction of the Exodus changes. becoming the Return to the Non-
created Light, where the Righthanded Swastika becomes the Left-
handed one, and you can dream a dream thar no one ever dreamed
before: the way our of the Eternal Return, the conguest of all the
turns of the wheel, In this “Diaphragm™, also called the “Totalicy
UE—ThCJt‘WE]". VOU acquire a new name because you begin to rereive

e 0
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an immortal soul which you had not possessed up till now.'

Maked, they were placed on a pedestal between ruined pillars.
They were covered with ash. He made the Fara-Mudra, with the
palm of his hand upturned and his fingers together. Arge. the
virgin of Apollo, came to his side: "Your name was Rama. Today
you are Osiris, the Rebom. But your name is Rudra. You must
destroy the Kaliyuga. Far off, in the distance, I can hear the
hoofbeats of the White Horse of Kalki galloping towards the past,
cl;i|]"||_‘|'i|',|g back up the l]!.-;]'.t. With him You wiill get back the ﬁgl.:rr;
of vour beloved mn order to clothe it with immortal substance. [ can
glso hear the x'E]i.-'-:.‘I‘:.?, soft sound of the tiny hooves of the young
fawn which was once the lamb, which was formerly the elephant,
and which may, it your bravery doesn't fail, become the dove.”

Opis. the sccond Virgin of the Sun, came and stood beside
Allouine: “Your name is Lakini, the Wife of Rudra. You have been
his loyal companion on the difficult pilgrimage o this centre. O
beloved Lakini, may our thoughts and tears follow you always on
the sacnficial path of A-Mor, which you and your lover have so
eourageously chosen!’

Scmicone then broughe in the dog, dragping it along by a chain.
It was going to be sacrificed in the burming bush, in the centre of
the triangle, as a propitiatory rite and food for the wedding.

Lakini said: ‘Mot the dog! You must enter heaven with it. So
there will be a dog from the City of Astinapura in the sky. If this
were not so, how will you be able to recognise me when you travel
towards the past, towards the Constellanon of the Great Dog?
There, I won't have a face, becanse | will have given it to vour soul.
Only the dog will recognisc me by my essential perfume, in the
uncreated light, And it will hie down at my feet.”

Feeling himself to be filled with a divine substance, he knew that
he could make the sign that would exchange the dog for 2 llama.’
And so the dog was saved. And the sacrificial llama, or lamb, was
consumed by the fire. Its soft moaning would innounce a New
Age; its rosy skin, the Golden Fleece; #s aromanc flesh, the food of
eternal A-Mor.

The Virgins of the Sun drew diaphanous veils in front of them,
]'Liclin_g them from view. Because the A ysterivim Cormiuictionis Was

being fulfilled.

1
Andean mamrnal,
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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 difficult,
unrhythmie, as if the puna, the atmosphere of rarefied Oire of the
stifling plateaux of the ‘Diaphragm’, was stll affecting her.

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

'‘Beloved warnor:

My bonds are cut, my debes paid,
my door has been opened,

I go everywhere.

They crouch in their corner
and weave their web

of pale hours.

They count their coins
sitting in the dust

and call me back.

Bue my sword is forged,
My Aarmour is put on,

my horse is eager to run.

I shall win my kingdom!

“The English language is mysterious. The secree of our dog s to
be found in it. “Dog” spelt backwards is “God". The dog, then, is
the road which, if travelled backwards, from the deepest depths,
fram che roots of the tree of smell, touch and taste, will turn you
into a 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 housc grew ancmones, the most beautify
roses, camellias and tall lilies. This spring, the cortonwoeod tree i
the tlames of its red flowers and the magnolias opened in response
to the tender caresses of the moonlit nighes.

Some evenings, we would walk along a path in the garden,
bordered by lilies which raised cheir slender spikes as we passed,
We almost always walked in silence, pensively, remembering our
adventures, transmitting them to one another by a thought, a look
or an expressive movement of our heads. At times, by a delicate
touch of our hands, very gently, as if we were aftaid of hurting
each other.

Noli me rangere!

One day, the Lord was walking along the narrow alleyways of a
city. People recogmsed him and began to gather round him. He
was going to heal a sick child. But suddenly he stopped and said:
“Who has touched my cloak and taken away my power to cure?’

‘Do you know?' said Allouine. ‘Once | had a most beautiful
dream. A waking dream. I saw myself as a liecle girl once more,
at the feet of the Lord, leaning against his cloak. And such was my
joy and the fecling of security, of protection, that [ didn't want ever
to return to this world again.”

In that Santiago spring, her dreams, her visions, were a foretasee
of the worlds which she would never be able to reach while she was
alive. The final years of the Great War were drawing to a close,
continually expanding within the dreadful confines of the recurrent
Archetype.

One day, something we had long expected took place. From one
ot the nearby allotments or from the street — we never knew which
—a young fawn' lcapt over our garden fence. And [ say something
we had long expected because, although it took us by surprise, it
filled us with an mexpressible, predetermined joy, We stood and
looked at it. It did the same. Because we were of the race of
Avalon, we could understand the language of the animals. We
realised thae it was asking us to give it sanctuary in our home. We
took it inside and fed it with magnolia leaves that grew from
Allouine’s fingers, honey from her lips and irridescent feathers
from her breast. We called it Sita, in memory of the wife of Rama,

" Symbolic animal of the Anahata chakea, This chakra represents atr and 15
lacated in the invisible body near the heare,
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he who had been lost light=vears ago, sacrificed on the high
plateaux of the “Disphragm’.

And suddenly we realised that we were no longer alene in our
house. An incredible “being” had shpped in “like a thiet in the nigh,
stealing all we possessed’. Something we couldn’t control, as timid
as 2 mightingale, as tremulous but at the same time as ungovernable
as the wind. With enormous cyes veiled by the vapour of us
imponderable world, it watched us for a few moments, then
immediately leapt through the window into the garden, as if it
already had wings. And it was as if all this, which was taking place
outside us, was being copicd inside us. A being from another
warld, an alien consciousness, also began to sor there, as if jumping
uncontrollably from time to ome, as if it wanted to ﬂj.f ]:";’ itsclf bur
didn’t as yet have wings, We came up against the boundaries of an
air which was guivering, the heart of a gentle breeze. As if the
flower of the heart was beginning to open and to give us a hint of
the perfume exuded by its petals.

Burt air was no 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 still not been discovered, She
insisted that a Hyperborean priestess, a Virgin of the Sun, of the
Odinic Order, could dic at will, at the appointed time. This powes
was called Iechamtyn, and the Lord of Voluntary Death was
Matymjaya. The sign of dissolution was Samhara-Mudra. The
female guru could make it.

It was during one of our last walks in the garden that one midday
we found a marvellous flower with twelve petals. Allouine ook it
to her room and looked at it for a long time. Then she took her
brushes and painted the flower. On each peral she drew a leeeer: ka,
kha, ga, gha, na, ca, cha, fa, fha, fa, ia, tha.! And round the flower
she drew two mterlocking triangles.

“This is the Non-Existent Flower, 5o that it may really exist in
the Kingdom of the Non-Existent, which 1s more real than all that
exists, we must say: ¥AM!? This is the sound which will give lifc
to this flower.’

“YAM!" we cried together.

I The Sanskrit letters for the Bower of the Anahara chakra.
2 The mantrs for the Anahata chakra.
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And the Non-Existent Flower of the Hearr opened up for s,
enveloping her house, the garden, the city -::-fSunrz'.:gn del Nuevo
Extremo, the Jas5t years of the Great War, our then-currene A-Mor,
m the slightly troubling, magical scent of all thar doesn’s exist, of
all that hgas never existed, of all thap will never exist.

At that same moment, the fawn cscaped from the housge, Fearing
that it might be knocked down by the traffic, [ rap o the street
after . 1 followed it for hours. Sometimes jg vanished intg the
distance, bar i would always Stop to look ar me wipy its smoky
eves wWhenever it thought that | wouldn't be able e find it again,
And in this Way we reached the Tupahue (Abode of God), one of
the two hills ouside our ciry. The other is the Huelen, Sorrow in
Quichua. The fawn began to climb j¢ with great les ps which were
sometimes almost rwelye petals high ! Witk great difficuly |
followed it. In he pine forests ag the top of the hill, we stopped to
Eaze at the dpsk falling aver Santiago, Veils of purple, a dia phanous

longing, spread over the city until they enveloped the high, snow.

covered peaks of the Andes Our Evening Sear appeared.

The fawn, which had now become 3 black antelope called
Tarukka,? raised one of its hooves and pointed aut ¢
homeland to me. “There. there, will | w
like Palomg.*

YAM [ replied. And it vanished from my sight,

I bent down ang picked up a dried Hower, Jike the coagulated
blood of twilight, ‘A fruit for Allouine,” | thought. And [ returped
to the dark streets, filled with 5 Presentiment, or rather. 4 memory,
i premonition nfsnnurrhing that had already happened many times

and was now about to he repeated. | was convinced thae Allouine
Was dying onee more,

he peaks o Fmy
amt for you. Like Condor,

I know that MY StOry may seem too sery nge and allegorical,
However, I would not be able to eelate it in any ather way, as this is
the only form in which I can understand anything in ir: inventing a
meaning for it, so a5 o drearn my life betger through jr, consoling
myself for so many misforrunes, comung one after the ocher jn my
existence and in those of the defeared wartiors, the Pilgrims of the

It s said chap the Anzhata Jous flower has twelve perals,

A Quichua ng e,

4

a4
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haps none of it is anything more than pALTG fﬂﬂtrf::il‘.-;:_ ::!:

Dawn. Perhaps ¢ to time, and 1 a:n only the -g]ﬂnn"]f vict il
[]]}'sn:wirum [ Ft"l 5-;1 what [ have called my |'~:.].:.|]_. ® i
own mental rrm;]‘..ﬂ}:-'r nlnnth-_'r lusion. And F‘Iﬁ‘-!'ll"l']l it 5'.”1'1'
mes ik | 'L ﬂn:hingncfss. | shiver in the icy F"—‘ ar :"’].,a-:r;
ey e ients of death of this woman u-_hﬂml i
Bapeai iy 1 hthu ;:ﬂlmm in this life, beyond everything, beye
oved more than i |
.]:l.ruryth:ing ... 0 LﬁJd.;-- an courage i Eee of the oud 1_1.,r|'_|1l.l'.]'| she

o emie h“i]ﬂftrb::‘usx}ﬂainud 1.ln|.|.'<.-:=. it was that she t“—"}“—{"jiﬁ
could see JPPE_EELWBF}W“,_.HM by the Archetype of I::Ernﬁl S
i hd{‘- th c-limitutinms- of this life? More '?"":_”_': 2k ‘l_ S
which transcenas l] ~d by the enormous. brutal I:'{‘-.'I.]I'i..l.t]li.:ll.'l.ll:l- I .|
i Tl]'I}'-‘“-'H rizius:]:u L'[:I.'.r-_'ll_:pfd her final hours in allegories anc
approaching end,

|’
: L k and
Bk het Iving on her bed, motionless, with her face, nec
I found her lying :

OVETE blood. r—
rily covered in : . i to touch her.
hil:-]d]:l‘5 :::-':l over her, but she signalled that I 1""'&5_ ”z:u]v 1 began to
3% fetch a towel and a basin of water. Very gently, :
ran to tetc

issed her lips

W - «r face, | kissed her hp

ck hen 1 came to her & .

wash her hands and neck. s stared fxedly into the depths ,_,t‘mnli'}

. her blood. Her eyes st . Sl e

T tl:'.; verything. For a minute, she 1'!LLd.I]'IL] afr: i

: I : I . 't 1 her str - :
hﬂul'mﬁlmﬂ perhaps my kiss had weakened her 1

inevitable, Or pe 5 my

ol *F [TENIC resistance. . - o recite het
slu'k:ng h:ll'h hands Between mine and mﬁ]}, 1:-|_|_?|$|I‘J T
| clasped her

poem to her:

*The tenuous melancholy spins
Itz delicare web in the sowl |
And the muffled murmur of memories

Darkens space.

: ST
The renewed cortamnty of t.m_r:ll..-]
Development rises out ot 1L][lt]lll:l- . |
And slowly impregnates cach threa
Of frozen mist,

All is death, conclusion, L':I'LL! : ]
The leaves fall, resigned, painet
By their immense fragihey,
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Twisted by the strident clamour
Of the being which struggles
To cscape the incvitable.

The soul turns and s

Within the black space,
C:}nr:eiving a vague desire for sclf;
The spark creates,

The warm flame grows and grows,
Crackling and magical.

The mists disperse in its heat.

[ the silence of the white peaks,
Blooms the ficry lily of eternal love.'

In a weak voice and with a slight smile playing on her lips, she
explained o me: *This is Meister Eckhart’s “Tiny Spark”. Ah, how
can | make it crackle inside my soul again! Afehr Liche!'

‘1 love you more than anything in this world and all the others.
And, if the Gods choose, | shall but love thee better after death. |
give you my cternity. You alone can bring me back o life, Because
you alone know my real name. And [ say to you again that you will
have no other companion is chis life or in the gloomy depths of the
grave. Bocanse fl;:upn:nn:d up your heart as Lhﬁllgh with a knife, and |
entered it and will live there for all your cternity, I shall breathe
with your breath, see with your eyes, hear with your ears and try to
think with your brain, I shall love with your soul and vour body.
My beloved, you will be my coffin of perfumed, precious wood!
Don't ﬁ.‘hrg:t_ that resurrection belongs to the realm of Mmagic, of
what may or may not be. T'o our Mon-Existent Flower. [ shall live
tor as long as you hive, And so, you must not die.”

‘For you, | shall make myself immortal. For you, Ishall not die.
As long as my epo exists — and 1t will always exist — you will be in
it. For, by your death, you have triwmphed over life. You have
ensured that I will love you above all else and carry you in my
blood, my cells, my bones and my breath, raising your throne in
my heart. | must not dic so that you will not dic.”

With a grear effore, she ot out of bed and feeched 2 win ged heare
made from Toromire wood, and 2 small bag of golden brocade.

Dheath i Anahata 141

She placed the heart on her breast, on top of her nightgown, and
drew me dowh on top of her, so that we had only one heart
between us. A winged heart which might possibly enable us to fly
to the silent white peaks where the fiery lilies of eternal love bloom,

Then she gave me the small bag which bas never left me smce.
Inside it are tiny things: a silk handkerchief stained with her blood,
a silver laurel leaf won in the fast Great War by 2 warrior
troubadour, and 2 topaz, her birthstone in this turn of the wheel.

For the last fime, she referred to the legend which we had
dreamed of living: ‘Santiago is enveloped mn must, in the grey fog of
hope, anxiety and repentance. It is so similar to life because it
always seems as if something is about to happen. . . . This city 15 a
beating heart, You will always find my grave here.’

‘Help me! I can’t breathe any morce.”

I took her in my arms and, placing my mouth over hers, | began
to breathe for her, inside her, ungl T felt faint. Then, she threw her
arms round my neck and, with her lasr vunce of strength, she
carcssed me and kissed me. I shall never forget the way in which
shie Jooked inco the depths of my soul, 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 . . .V

In a corner of the room, a sound made “as if two things werce
rubbing together’ could be heard, as if someone had entered or
BONE Gut,

And she lay scill, “like a flame in a place without wind.”

“THE LAND OF TEARS 15 50 MYSTERIOUS'

Clutching her body. which was growing colder and colder, |
sobbed: ‘Don't go away again, don’t leave me here alone, We still
have so much further to go! Years, centuries, untl we reach the
City of Dawn, our Morning 5tar, the Muprial Homeland! Once
again | have been unable to hold on o you, saving you from the
terrifying waters of death, fighting to preveny the shadows from
swallowing you up, in the eternal, cverlasting return. . . -

I covered her body with kisses, trying to stop the spread of the
cold of death.

Thus I found myself one day, wrapped in her golden hair,
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holding her stiff hands, continually putting my mouth to hers in 4
constant effort to breathe for her, My tears ran down her deag
cheeks,

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

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

‘I must travel to a country
you never saw, although it was as closely
akin to vou as one half of your senses.’

Yes, | must travel because to every warrior 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 within.'
And these lines of Shelley's:

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

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

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

And thus the grave of my Beloved has remained, in the
springtime of my native land, in the city of my heart, for ever.
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THE MASTER SPEAKS
ABOUT WHAT FOLLOWS

DEJECTION
Oince again, [ am in the presenct of the Master. 1look at him with
vacant €yes, a8 if caught between two worlds, a little like she used

[ (4 L;I'i."l.

Lacking the strength @ continue my journey, Ihave stopped o

this peint.
The Master doesn't speak the
he doesn't G2el pity: because this
cither | am able to overcome the
stop my joumey.
“Wou now have Ehrt:.,-—[ﬁnz

those who obtain liberation att
and fhose wh die o Lgnorance, refurning

life inn other turns of the wheel., without personal memory, *as a
flame lights other fames” . The two paths beyond the grave arc: the
path of the fathers — of those who return = and that of the Geds.
‘In the momens of death, oné has the presentiment of 2 great
light, the Midnight Sun of the ancicnts. Then follews the
Armmasion of this light and the indecision of the choice ot paths,
the dejection parcicular to a change of stars, whew the dead person 18
eaallowed up by the Whale of Death. OW course, whoever has
followed a disciphne of initiation 1 this life wrill be 1ma posifion to
dejection and arrest the slow process of

commonplace words of sympathy,
feeling docsn 't exist between us:
pain of My wonds or [ have to

days i which 1o help her. There arc
he moment of death, when the Sparit

leaves the body, o this

avercome this great crists of
decomposiiion
The “ego” is rcally a re

“pame written 10 the Book
dissolves 1n the w
only the one whao has become alive,

takes this eternal fomwm, his real

flection of an Erernal Form, of the
of the Stars”. When CONsCIoUsness
disappeatrs, the “ego jrers of death, w2
prolonged dreat, Tn. death.
who has managed Lo wake up,
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name, and gives it a face: the face of his soul, which is the face of ki
' i

Beloy ,. : :
cloved. He can do this because in life he was ahle il
5 d

Goddess in every secret corner of his Beloved's body. in the Imag
e Ic

rite of | s : g
oveless A-Mor, in the absolute idealisation of S daan
nd,

THE TRANSCENDENT LIGHT

Ujl;k::{:‘}lt:t;:::];ﬁ.]t hgj-tt-rh“ Ce Lead ey perceives at the momen;
cut, the U.ﬁﬁi]jcgﬁnfnz-tlt;:r ‘t"f']'l.f:'.‘l'l I:l'.u: “silver arr:ing" of this life is
o b e Tha 'i:;r u:]:?,;.j::j ]{1;;1];:; :::'] tf_::! Mnrljln;r_ Earth, lasts threp
dejection. The term dav i i "-'S.E n a state of great
bccau;{.;rn:‘r:h?z;:i“djrk"ﬁ&b wh:ch at .ﬁrSL may seem definitive
had eneered 2 E]f:fl?ﬂrﬁiz;e: “:hT"fs_“::I '*'““f:'i'i”“h'ﬂﬂﬁs. s

: : Fal 5 o awakens o o3 s
?:':E;T::;i?!ﬂl:mmw I3 _ﬁnds itself_in the absolute, Ullﬂl‘w:'ate.tin:irghf
barhis Ert}-nur-ii_lal ma_md:' its note, its real name written in
Ihisc wi;ith also : = .lght' L a.‘thﬂu““d thunders™. There is 4
been able o ask ;;:n-rg. - Farr}r. ],“_m .'Jwayl assurmning that he has
bosom of death e.q"liﬁ:lm"' This is the great test, within the
R hm; :5 I;t 13 bm_:u D-L_Jtﬁldc., in life. The ego who
Hicsiniainte Iumt' o be a:!e to ufr:n;:t’j.-' with this light, conquering
S » Fect gnising lm.sclffn it, because metaphysically they
ame (“Light, more Light!™ AMehr Lichi?), And it will be Lke

a reumon with an old fo o )
SPring. mend wha has been waiting for him beside 2

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE MIRROR

e dth e s sl s 1k
concrete form Jj].:; ﬂﬁ: If'h-:': dead man, expressing themsclves in
Zodize, Different he a*‘trﬂlﬂg_lt:ﬂ] heavens, with their houses of the
with tha o syl with angels and emblematic animals,

People of dreams” of the Orphic heavens. To dic is like

ol :
Ef’ .:{E;E:Eiimk at one's body from outside. The cosmogonic body
man; because Heaven has the shape of a man sni-:i

Swedenb ' -

bR 'i:'::"m_g’.. 1 JT:‘ shape of his chakras, each chakra being a heaven

i) .F;-".Jth its nectar and s pomson, In this Wiy, wi:lnrvcl- has
the efficacy of his chakras in life does not follow tl-..;
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difficult path in death. To die is like passing to the other side of a
mirror, “inte an upside-down sky”, like "falling out of one's skin
oo the soul”. Whoever has experienced mystic death during his
life is already the Lord of the Two Worlds.

“The great crisis of consciousness, dejection, there as here, 1s

roduced in the Anahata chakra, the chakra of the air and the heart,
nd in the Vishuda chakra, the chakra of the ether and the throar,
Hesitation, doubt as to whether to continuc along the path.’

A WOMAN HAS NO SOUL. SHE 15 THE 50UL

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

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

“The secret path of yoga along which you are travelling 15 only
for the warrior, for the initizted hero. It is not a path for a woman;
hecause a woman has no chakras, no Kundalini to awaken. Becanse
4 woman is the world of the chakras through which the hero must
travel. A woman is Kundalini, A woman has no soul. She is the
soul, A woman has no cternity, She 18 Etermty.

“The grave mistake of the externalised woman, of the Eve who
was lcft outside by the Giants and who enters into competiion
with man, of the Valkyrie who has become an Amazon, UM pOSINE
her feminine power, her matriarchy, is to agtempt to follow a form
of yoga when she herself is 2 form of yoga. The authentic, absol-
ute woman sacrifices herself voluntarily, immolating herself in
arder to give her ctemity 1o her lover, in the anxious yct sercnc
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 Gral,
filled to the brim with the liquer of immortality.

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

il must be pres::rvud, its without-death element, 1ts A-Mor,
which descends from Mount Meru, from Siva's forehead, from the
summt of your own head, like the invisible river Saraswan, whach
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speak of it? The hallucinatory descriptions given by the ancients

exceed even our most fantastic imaginings. Who else but those who

had managed to immerse themselves in cosmic poetry could give

us those descriptions and paintings of beings with many heads and |

NN S
g esn’t exist, flowing down from the head of Siva crowned with
e wa in dee idni 1
S ning moon, in deepest midnighe, from the ancient sun, from,
arnmg Star. The course of the river must be rev

: . ersed g .
to end the involution of the Kaliyuga n order

the turns of the wheel, the

generanons of death, Just as 3 non-
visible fire, zn eternal, constang,

:::i:s :c:”ﬁd ﬂcrtmg.l physical pleasure, A non-engendered ple-
wi[};.;,ut I_:: trl:1 _L'v:::tarl-: voluptuousness, 2 transcendent Orgasm,
e ﬂ;qﬂtmllhl. or ':';I-:l- Irs apogee is the state of endless
Oisiits o ,;{EI; EC‘-E'Eﬁa hﬂfﬂtmg sensations of potency. Ecstaric
Sigan g gence which breaks through the bounds of finire
ousness and bestows Absolute Personality, the separate
Egrmanem eCstasy of the Tantric hero, because hl* has ;:Ici:a:;m
gﬂl,sf;flt-m? his physical conditionality. The God of Desire
Ly » has been destroyed by che ray of ight projected from :
ird Eye, by Lima, by Il e
This is the supreme delight of non-engendered
untthlught thoughes, of the beloved flowing permanently th |
th.e river of nectar of unremembered memory, beyvond 1jIf?'q_zur ':1';1_:1:"'1
nss and memory. A memory which is not connected o thugbraiu
I“]uel B-:Iuvc-d_ls now the hidden beloved, she who has dicd and
buried herself in vour bones and in Your veins. The female So I:I']
gury of the soul, she who courses through the blood, the Fﬂp 1:-
pitl-lﬂ;‘.uli.'l-[:l]'t\'."r, Sophia, wisdom, the dove, gnosis. : s
_ El'“hn: womarn who gives this magic possibility of A-Maor to the
||1.|mt|:-:l wartior is a Hyperborean priesgess, 4 if'irgj_n of the Sun of
Tiahuanacu, she is Allouine, the Virgin of the Grail, who he
puts her eternity at risk in order to g1ve her laver : ¥
the possibility of resurrection. She

generated fire exists behind
permancnt, endless pleasure alsg

pleasure, of

roically
; immaottality and
15 the Priestess of Eternal Love.

DONT STAY IN ANAHATA

lt;j SpHC of your immense pain and sadness, don
wiere she die - 1 I

ol e :ph; died. Dt:rc:}.mu your feelings, continue the Journey of
. mortality. S!w now hives in vour unthoughe thoughts r;-'{pn-ndﬂ
J.iﬁ YOUr consclousness, Im]pmg You overcome the “ego”; because
W Fa i : :

i :1;11:1 LTI }'ﬂﬁ IE:_ulc: at yourself in the clear waters of her pool and

ver that half your face is her fac ; :
CE, you w il b
el i on't say “I" bur NOS

We can only speak of all this figuratively. How else could we

2 r L] 2
t stay in this city

arms, of Gods with elephants’ bodies? And however incredible 1t
may scem to us, the reality surpasses all thae the imagery, metaphor
or painting can reproduce. It is useless to try and 1epresent it in
words. It just isn't possible. Immersed in that COSILC poOCtry, you
must continue your march to the end, from city o ciry, from
flower to flower,

‘Even if vou abandon the struggle, ar the pomt you have now
reached, if you wish to stop, you have inesrred punishment from
heaven and hell because of your attempt.

‘In the Great War, there is no room for the faint=hearted, the
cowardly. A criminal or an anarchist will be beteer conditioned
than a bourgeois, indecisive or cowardly man. They only need a
push in the right direction. Only onc who is born 2 hero or a
warrior has & place in our order. Only the Lord of Pure Will can
march ro the end, breaking in the gates of the City of Eternal Life.
Because will, through its perseverance, crcates the thing it con-
templates. Only the Wild Hordes of Ordin and Parsifal wall achieve
the Grail.

‘He whao entered the city had to clothe his immaterial body with
the immortal energy of Vaira, He possesses a body which will
survive even in ultimare dissolution. Fle has come back to life
without leaving a dead body in his grave, exchanging his corpse for
2 sword, as in the yoga of the Ancient China of the giants, who
made themselves immortal with a Che-kai body. The Hyperborean
Dropas of Tibet did so with Ja-lus, “Rainbow Body™. The
Egyptians called this ability to maintain oneself erect in death Sahu.
The Jon magicians of Tierra del Fuego called it Huaryuhuen, their
incorruptible body, The Siddha magician calls it Siddha-rupa,
made up of other elements, like the Glorious Body of the (Gnostics,

“Thus, immortality is conditional. It isn't for everyone. It musre
be gained through merciless combar at every hour of every day of
your life. It must he invented, recreated, without the assistance of
any God: against God, against all the Gods and men, mn the
opposite direction to the current of the River of the Age of

Kaliyvuga.
“The places have almest been filled. The places of those who will
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be immortalised, Passing to the other age, to the Land
Resurrection. The hand of the sower sCatrers nﬁn}- seeds hut. .
a fﬁw beer frrit, And they are sufficient to make b ad :l'h {-ml}r
will be left fallow for an eterniry. R
_‘ll: 15 related that Buddha also conquered the tempeation of
Mirvana thanks to 3 femgle gur, a Hyperborean Eﬂl'l;_'t.‘rl_!:!i— S
Budd!ﬂ Was a chastriya, of the warrior caste. And so | ?":‘:‘S'"Ej-
transtorm she Saftam, | the Nirvanic *I am her”, into HEHILZFLL}
and her separated and united for CvEr, b:'n]]git::g to an inm-.r-ut::rnuln
re.'furri.‘r!tt‘_d race, without God, all the Gods. without a king, f a-'
But this 15 not spoken of in the Hali}-ugar_ 5

HOW CAN I BRING HER BACK TO LIFE:

She is waltjr_lg f'-::r! you somewhere in the universe. She is vour
::Uﬂrgai:;}!;‘::ngﬂd tor you since the beginning of time, singled aur
and so she J;NE:DEHCL* r;:glﬁter_ _Shr__m*fw:.r tad children of the flesh;
R Ost hier Magac virginity. You are her child. She

ceivecd you spintually. And before she left, she mage o
Pregnant with eternity, You muyst give birth o it shortly: ae th . d
ﬂf‘}rn:rur pregnancy with the son of mystic death, . e

s Trany times do you believe you love someone and in
rfflé'wt}’ vou love no one, not evey yourselfl
b o the resurrection of your Beloved, don't imagine
A allegory, a symbalic legend, “What is withip is

Uk What 15 above is below, ™ it has been said, The secrer
enchanted rities alsa exist, hidden in the earth. The Dises of T jgl :
m;;].rdcum: and rescue you before the great f“HStmph.;;r e |:E1,.-1.;E
j:r;:iﬁ?-g ;];Em, correctly. The toad is synchronistic, in both
_ I various spaces. When you wake up internal
centres -I]:FSU]JII:I'IEI-I.' COnsciousness, ¥ou ransfigure the landscape F
ﬂ'l.l: extenior carth. Your Beloved can also he brovwghe back 4 |'E:
w'.th the same bady, but immortalised, i ro ke
!h;‘;:_:'; My think: ‘f"’hhi’ this body, this earthly form? Because it is
¥ one, cosmically speaking. “The sky has the shape of 2

I :
The s e
Hifttra tor the Sahasrara chakra, ar ehe top of the imvisible head

? The mant . P
Py ra for Sunya, the Void, beyond any physical comparison, or

The Master speaks about what follpws 15)

man’s body.” And the shape of the man is the reproduction of the
shape of the'sky, as in the mterplay of an infinite number of
mirrors, from the largest, the Macrocosm, to the smallest, the
particle, the atomic Gods.”

‘Maseer, how can 1 bring ker Dack to Lite?’

"With the living word, with the cosmic language of the inaudible
mantras, in which sounds are expressed by the direct vision of the
substance of things; the voice itself of things; 2 voice which cannot
be heard by any material ears. Akdsa, the Ether, 15 the substranmg
of this phenomenon and of cvery act of one’s life. The substance of
Akdsa is the inaudible spund, the word, the logas spermarikos, which
has shut itself off from ordinary man through dreams and fantasy,
But he who has entered the “City of the Inaudible Word” reads in
nature as if in a book written in a language full of meaning, 4
language that he knows and wnderstands. On this level, the word is
the living word, energy, a command-word for physical and non-
physical realicy. Marterial vibrations are the resonance of other more
esscntial vibrations, which, in their turm, depend on meaning — the
Tao of ancient China. The word of command given by the one
who attaing this supreme pline of synchronistic meaning, this
“lucky occurrence filled with meaning”, will be hike 4 ray of light
or a flash of lightning which, starting from a correct height, passes
through hierarchics until it imposes itself on the very vibration thac
determines and coheres marter. It 18 the magic voice of command,
the adamantie Rav of Lighe, the Living Word, In the beginning
was the Word, so 1t was said. And in the end also.

‘With this legendary Hyperborean knowledge, the White Gods
built Tiahuanacu, the Mohai of Easter Island, Stonchenge, the faces
imprisoned m the planet's mountaing and the non-nataral wslands
and continents, and contrelled dhe course of the stars at will, It is
also by means of inaudible sound, Orphic music, that the Fimanas
rige into the air, the force of gravity is overcome and the appearance
and disappearance of the Discs of Light that "know the thoughts
and feelings of men” is directed,

THE LORD OF THE NAMES

‘The Living Word acis on the internal cosmic centres which
produce the external, visible, physical form, and can also material-
1se the astral body, as Paracelsus called it = Agrippa’s Eidelon -
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disintegrating and reintegrating 1t at will. Our order has a speciy)
rite for this, with its sign and its mantra. In this way, one COMmes
back to hife with a bedy of Vajra, of incorruptible Red Maccer, “5.
hard as diamond”™: the Adamantine Body. )

"The Living Word has various dimensions in relation to POWwer
and the will to power. The spoken word stands at the very b-:.m;..-,;
of the involuted scale, being the faint echo of the :irtaud:l:uir: Word
All beings, from the Gods to mankind, possess 4 sound, an essenig)
name, a key note. By discovering what it is, one acquires the powey
to decompose and recreate it. It is also a mantra of voluntary death
and resurrection. In current parlance: the individual, rhru::m;.:
somatic, genetic code has been deciphered. The secret has been
penctrated. The name to which we refer corresponds o the
supratemporal being and has nothing to do with the intimaee
family name, although sometimes a delicare synchronicity i
produced within a turn of the wheel, a mysterions ]ﬁc:ky oCcurrence
filled with mecaning, and this name may also be symbaolic,

“¥ou mmust discover your Beloved's real name :iF"wu are w bring
her back to life. And yours, wo. They are the names of the God and
Goddess to whom they will give a face. “OF the God within you”,
as the Hindu greeting says: Namasté. “1 greet the God within vou.”

“The essential name cannot be chosen, it isn't arbitrary. It is filled
with the meaning of the root note. It 15 a mantra, an etemal
dl_:signuti-::m. It 15 inscribed in the Book of the Stars, on the Tree of
Life, awaiting its actualisation. The inttiate of our order is griven his
real name when he has E'l.ll::."l_':'i.:-if-u”}" l,]|'!|;‘||:“1'|-:!||_1:|1:: the ]'I'.I-:‘.l.lil,'h ditficult
tests. Then it is inscribed in the genealogical tree of the family, in
the immeortal aircle of the Hyperborean iniciation, J

If T were o call vou by yvour real name now, you wouldn’t hear
me. | have called you by it a number of times and you didn't hear
me, cven 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
vour beloved. I will give you mine so that you can call me when [
have left. But you must only use it if vou find yourself in morral
danger, concentrating on achieving the correct intonadon. [ 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.

The Master sp cales ahout what follows %3

The Gods must obey those who know their names.

‘He who only ':.;F.L-,l[-;-,- audibly, with his larynx, evokes phantom
sounds and ghosts, echoes of real names, because the primordial
ower has been lost. He speaks and speaks, writes and writes,
without the Word, without power, without magic, only with the
larynx, only with the hand “of the dead who bury their dead”.
Never speak or wriee in this way. Sow your words and your
writings in the deep, infinite powers of the Pilgrims of Longing,
with the rhythmic sounds of a magic language behind which hide
the essential letters of the linle mothers, inscribed in the scroll of
light of Akdse. But you must sing in code, always in cipher, and
never reveal anything. Because it will be what you don't say, more
than what you have been able to say, with such difficulty and
singularity, which will one day inspire the souls of the young
heroes whe will come after you and will also fight the difficulr
battle. If there is still a world for them mn a post-technological age.

If anything is to remain after you, too, arc gone.

THE SEAL OF THE WORID

“T'he road of the mantra, of the Hypetborean, Orphic Cabbala, is
also a lefthanded road, leading backwards, towards the point of
origin,’

‘Master, how can | bring her back to hife?”

“With the mantra that acts on the seed of the phenomenon,
actualising the subtle phenomenon of uncreated light behind the
audible mantra, entering as if through an opening. First must come
the hypnotic repetition of the mantra. Then its repetition must
become a mere outline. And finally it must occur only in the mind;
becoming a purcly spiritual ace. The creative vivration acts upon
the internal and external centres of the universe. If, in the
meantime, you have managed to catch up with the actual form of
your dead lover, which is [I'm-'t:“ing Lhr-;.‘:-ugh the Jigh[. close to the
ethet of Akdra, and have discovered her real name, you will bein a
position to clothe her in the red mantle of resurrection and with the
diamond of immaorality.

“The signs 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 is also the word expressed through ies creative
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vibration. It is the creation of the world by the gesture: the word
concentrated i a formula. In this way, if the world and mankind
were (0 be destroyed, the existence of the sign which represented
them, stored in the memory of the light, would reproduce them
eternally 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, from
the deepest depths, from flower ro flower, from the garden of your
childhood, to this cemetery of doves where your beloved lies.’

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.

He stretched out his hands and touched my ring: “The seal on
your ring is the seal of resurrection. You are governed oy 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 ocean having
tHown from opposite continents. In the Sea of Dreath, in the register
of Father Echer.”

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

‘MNo God, no man

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.

It is for this, alse, that beings love you
And fight and incessantly

Struggle towards you

In joyous growth,

Divine Ether! Does not the plant
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Scck you with its eyes?
To meet you, the imprisoned seed
Breaks its coat.

The hooves of the deer, as if in jest,

Skim over the grass,

And like a zephyr it roams

Scarcely visible in the thackets.

But, Ether's favourites, they,

The fortunate birds,

Live and play happily in the etcrnal

Porch of the Father

And my heart stricken with longing

Miraculously vearns to fly with them.
A smiling Homeland seems to call me

From abowve.

And llong to climb to the peak

O 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 ‘_,-'I.J-ui]l.,

From this prison

Tao the grandiose Porch of Ether.

(3 Father Ether! Through all the regions

Of the carth

The longing to live in your gardens drives us.
Oh! Who can gude

The wandering ship towards those golden shores!

[ direct my longing upwards,

Towards the darkenimg distance,

Where your blue waves girdle strange shores.

Whispering, you descend ppwwards me

*
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From the flowery top of the fruit tree.
Father Ether! And you yourself calm
My racing heart.

And happy, as of old, Tagain live
Close to the lowers of the earth.”

THE BETURN TO THE BEGINNING OF LIFE

“You will go back to live close to the flowers of your country. . . |
Because if you make the great leap into the void, beyond the “top
of the fruit tree”, you will f2ll once more into the garden of your
childhood, which you will have regained. You will go back to the
place 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 hight of that city in which she died. And although
everything may be the same as before, it will seem as if it is not the
same, it will seem as if it 15 not the same. . . "

THE ASTRAL TUNNEL

‘It would seem that the energy, the will to power, has left a sccret
entrance for the “apparent coincidences”, where they create the
roots of new coincidences and produce the acansal phenomena
filled with meaning, bevond all the categories which are under-
standable to the darkest age, where the language made up of
audible words places itself as a screen, or a mask, or a trap, between
the mind and reality. Because it is in A-Mor and in the atom, in the
atomic Gods, that those things which do not exist oCour.

‘Once this point has been reached, any localised movement rocks
the universe, And anvthing you do or fail o do will have
repercussions throughout the whole of creation, That is to say,
Kalivuga must be defeated inside you, the Golden Age will first
return in your soul. This mystery 15 unknown o the age of
Kaliyuga, because it is beyond the comprehension of animal-men.

“When you mount the White Horse of Kalki, moving faster than
the speed of lighe, it will be the “selective resonances™ which will
carry you like they carry the birds, to meet your dead lover in the
Ocean of Light. Yoo will see her coming towards you from the
future which you have overtaken. And you will have to stop and
wait for her. If you are able to get her back, travelling at such a

#—ﬁ
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speed, she will be yours for ever, because you will have entered
immobility; and time, which is the speed of light, will never again
waste or exhaust her. Then you will fill her with meaning, that
speed greater than light. And in this way you will discover that
“che has never been dead and has never been alive”. And it will be
you who will decide ber resurrection. And her return to lighe and
e,

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

‘Ohur martial order encounters the same dangers and assistance in
the cosmos as here on earth.

‘I the cosmos, there are huge invisible “black holes” which may
be the gateways to other universes that arc totally different to the
ane in which we live, governed by diametrically opposed laws
an anti-matter, a counter-initiation, an anti-energy, or without any
laws at all. They might represent the way out of the circle of circles,
of the eternal return of the same thing, of the recurrence of the
turns of the wheel. They might also represent what has been called
the demon, the nothingness, which was introduced 1nto the world
as an alien clement. The impulse which led to the breaking of the
Egg of HIM-HER and HER-HIM. A chance-destiny.

‘Something has fallen in on itsclf, consuming its own light,
rurning inte a “black hele™ which alters everything and slowly
sucks in and devours whatever approaches it and even what is far
away from it. Entire galaxies become “hypnotised” by this invis-
ible, sightless eye that makes its presence felt through the cvents it
creates and by which it is surrounded. If a body approaches it, it
will be absorbed. However, its image will remain floating ourside
for a long time and may therefore be mistaken for the real bm:!:-f
until, moving ever more slowly, it reaches the “horizon of events™.
There it will stay for some while until it also disappears, without
anyone ever being able to discover what happened to itor to s real
body. Light has no power to escape from this plage. It disappears,
The eternal recurrence of the light has come to an end. Will 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 Extingl_nﬁhﬁ
the Golden Sun to give entry to the Ray of Green Light? Will the
Vimanas, the anti-gravitational Dises 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 lighe of our world
the shadow of another, more real light? Must one let oneself z0,
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?

"Qur arder of warriors aspires to pass from this visible light of
the Golden Sun, which is the shadow of the light of the Black Sun,
to that indescribable state, that non-existence of the Ray of Green
Light, where our exalted guides dwell. And from there to returm
hand in hand with our beloved.

"But there is a time for everything on the Second Earth and also
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™ n which you will never find her again. Because she will have
fallen into it without 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 sccret 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
tny messengers which are also white and which go on beating,
pulsating, moving their other lights, a5 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 adamantiie concentration and could give us the formula which
would enable us to cross the horizon of the event without
disimtegrating and pass through the “black holes” as if they were
an astral tunnel, without losing our terrestrial light, becoming the
envoys of this world and this light to the ather light, Because
resurrection and immortality must be achieved in our universe of
visible ight. 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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image and that of your beloved, fulfihng the ulumate mystery, as
children and envoys of the terrestrial light to the universes which he
beyond,

“The magic officiant of resurrcction, the carrier of Vajra, the
mysterious initiator of the process on this side of things, is Luci-
Bel, the Morning Sear, the star of your mmtianon and your
nomeland. Its light in this world 15 a premomtion of the Ray o

Green Lighe. o .
‘Listen to me carefully. Only within this cosmic poetry is there

hope. Because only poets, who have searched in their hearts, have
been able to find the bond which connects what 15 and what is 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 DOG

I accompanied the Master to the end No one else was with him ar
the moment of his departure. We were alone till the very end.

And [ have never seen him again. It was as if he had disappeared
nto the invisible world of the Black Sun, But [ know thae he will
come if | ask him for help in the battle, if 1 call him by his real
name. He will also be with me all the end,

[ travelled extensively all over the world, It was my pilgrimage
in the exterior world, in a ‘synchromstic” way, | suppose. And |
have written about this search, “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 vases of
ice in the Antarctic, the entrance to the Hollow Earch and the Cities
of Agharti and Shambhalla in the Himalayas, and the City of the
Caesars, the Giants and the White Gods mn the Andes of my
childhood.

And one day | found myself once again in my city of Santiago de
la Mueva Exeremadura. And [ walked along the same streets,
stopping in front of the window through which she had once
looked at me, beside a garden in which her gravestone could sull be
SCCTL.

{*The grave watered 1':-1,' teears, O YOLL, fields of whl_-aﬂ']

The dng had remained on this Fpot, withour Eating Or 5||:'f:]:|inf_5,
for all these years, It howled and howled., And it was its hnwling
that made me come back.

I czught hold of its lead and rook it with me.

As we walked away through the streets, towards the foochills of
the Andes, | sang a song raught to me by my father, who had died
long ago:
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“There on the far horizon
Sings the lark,

She is waiting for me

And | must recurn quickly

. The dog ]ml:nkr:d deep into my eyes and accompanicd my '““Hilta-_.'.
in a sweet voice,

THE HOUSE ON THE MOUNTAIN

I buiit the house exactly as [ had seen 1t 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 heighe, [ had a dazzling
view of the eternally snow-covered peaks, especially at dawn and ar
dusk, when they were dyed with the colours of longing, covered in
a sea of red or purple and a manele of liquid emerald.

At daybreak, when the Morning Star appeared, | would
meditace, 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, 1 was the Guardian of the Dawn, che
Pilgrim of the Dawn,

Every evening, 1 would meditate again. And there were times
when I spent the whole day in this state, stretching a golden string
between dawn and dusk so that time flew by, And my midday
became my madnighe. And thus | was also the Guardian of the
Dew, of the Waters of the Moon.

One evening, the poet Hblderlin visited me in my tower. He
stood there outlined against the evening hght, which "washed away
the colour of the mountains drop by r_{n:lp',' and recited his Elegy
to Father Ether to me. We took leave of each other saying ‘HAM!™
and with our hands extended and our fingers together. 1 also said
‘Heil!" because he was a Minnesinger, a troubadour-bird, a son of
Woepre-Saelde, our beloved Isolde.

[ saw him go off in the direction of the Pole and of the Star of
Lucifer, r:i-:;ling on a2 White ]:.|-:;[.u|':|:1i"|I;.'-'L

' By the Chilean poct Omar Ciceres.

? Manera 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, [ was visited by the tiny blue bird, which used to sing
at my Beloved's window in the mornings of long ago. And it
began to trill in a way which brought joy to my heart agan. 1
greeted 1t saying:

Tiny bird

Singing at my window,

Thank you, my tiny bird,

For the beautiful MOTnIng.

The blue bird stretched ourt its wings and opencd its feathers, asif
it were a peacock of the gardens of Vrndavan, where Krishna
danced with Radha. The blue sapphire, the lapis lazuhl, the amber
of Hyperborea, the amaranth, the wild blackthormn, the cinnabar,
the gold which can be drunk, all came together, were transtigured
and began to dance before my eyes. Or, rather, before my Third
Eve, my ril, my Uma. Because the Bird of Paradise, Allkamari,’
had come to dance at my window tor days and nights, to comfort
me, making me partake of its pleasure which has no beginning and
no end. Its ecstatic orgasm.

And before it was swallowed up by the night, crossing the Black
Sun, the Bird of Paradise looked at the sky, far above the peaks of
the Andes, and exclaimed; “The Father and [ are one!”

OM!' 1 :I'I'.'|!'.I|i\'.‘l.'1.z

THE TRIAD

I know that it 15 very possible that | have been talking to myself all
the time, from the beginning of this story, that the Master, my
Beloved and T are mn]}' One person, that my 'r_'__;;-::-' 1% p]A}'lng these
tricks on me and has been putting my own thoughts, dreams and
‘mental creattons’ into their mouths. In one word, my poetry.
What can I do in this case? How can | get out of this ‘ego’, escape
from its game, its dance of mirrors? How immense 15 the solitude
of the Trialogue!

: The sacred bird of the Inca Emperor.
= The bird is the symbolic figure of the Ajna chakra, berween the
evebrows. The mantra for the Ajna chakra 1s QM.
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My Trinity 15 made up of the Father, the Daughter, who is his
wife, and their Son, whe I am. In this way the three of us are
g[_u'[ming i 4 gigantic or a ony .‘ip'i]':LJ. And, ﬁurrﬂptitiuux]}', [ have
fallen in love with her, who is my mother and my sister, and [ have
made her my wife 5o that the Father becoimes my son and She
becomes my eternal A-Mor. And I give birth to a fiery lily, in the
silenice and solitude of the white p:::ik:-s af Ty 'I'r:l.i]-::gu-:.'.

And thus we come, all three, spinning and suffering, dancing and
rejoicing, n light and shadow, moving towards a place which is
perhaps coloured green and which is so far away thar 1 can see
nothing of it ar all.

All this seems to be happening in @ non-existent space, among
the lotuses,

'SAHAM! I am THEM!"

THE LAST SUPPER

The end of another vear arrived, at the beginning of the Ags of
Aquarivs.

[ decided to give a dinner in my tower, inviting all my
phantoms. As is prescribed in such cases, | prepared the meal
myself. It consisted of the five elements: cereal, earth; fish, water;
meat, fire; wine, air.” And Her, the ether. The liquor was Soma,
Amrita, Anna Perene, which continues above the ether and is
indescnbable. T flled the Grail with this liquor and drank it to the
dregs.

To my Round Table, T had invited my Master, the Wounded
King, the Wounded Warrior, the Master of the Sphinx, the Master
who could converse with the animals and flowers, and Her, who
presided over the table with me, as mistress of the house.

Some of the guests hadn't known each other while they were
alive in the turnings of the wheel. They hadn’t coincided with onc
another. And it is quite possible that they weuld have held
opposing views, but only superficially.

VS AHAM 15 the mantra for the Sahasrara chakra, 'Erf-'.'h; ‘thousand pezals’,
at the top of the head. There the lovers become one: EL/ELLA.

* A tantric ceremony, or magic supper, called that of the "Five M.

ﬁ
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I introduced them to one another and told them thar the
indissoluble bond which joined them together was to be found in
my heart, in which there had grown the certainty that they were all
Hyperboreans.

Raising my cup, 1 cxclaimed: ‘Let us look each other in the face,
We arc Hyperboreans.”

They were the words of the Wounded King.

Then 1 recited Blake:

‘1 give vou the end of a Golden String =
{Only wind it into a ball,

It will lead you in at Heaven's gate
Built i the City's wall.

Hear the voice of the Bard,

WI']U 'FITL'HI!"F]T,_ '|,'.l.."|!‘i|'I .'II'II.'.l flll'l'l.]l"l;_",‘ SCCS —
Whose ears have heard

The Holy Word

That walked Among the ancient trecs,
Cﬂ.]l]]’]g tI'I.E ]il'FI!':-L'-ZJ. !‘i[]-l_'ll

And weeping in the evening dew -
That might control

The starry Pole

And fallen, fallen light cenew.

) Earth, O Earth, recurn!
Arise from out the dewy grass!
Might is worn,
And the morn
Rises from the slumberous mass,

Turn away no more.

Why wilt thou eurn away?

The starry floor,

The watery shore

Is given thee tll the break of day.’

And so the dinner continued until midnight, Then [ fele a dry
shock, as if [ had “fallen from my soul into my skin’. And I found
myself sitting there alone, discovering that 1 had always becn 5o,

>
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chat there was no one round my rable, that there never had been
that they had all left. )
And that mudnight was my midday,

THE LEAP INTO THE vOID

The man left the house very carly, at daybreak, and walked slowly
towards the highest of the hills. The dog followed a little 1?-'.3:..-
behind him, wagging its tail. When he reached the top of the hill,
the man stopped, stretched out his arms, looked ar the sky which
was still dark and in which the Morning Star shone triurnphantly,
and leapt over the precipice as if he wanted o fly.

The dog rushed howling down the rocky slope in search of the
man's body, which it believed must be lying, crushed and broken,
at the bottom

I ran out and managed to catch the dog.

*Stop!” I shouted ar it *I'll explain everything, Today you will be
with me at Her right hand.’

The Morming Star detached itself from the ﬁ]-:.}' ard l:r:i::m to
descend towards us, coming to a stop close beside us, without
rouching the jalap and cinnamon trees, or the grass of the Andean
plateaux.

And this time | asked the question.

But he wheo entered the Disc of Light which would carry him to
meet the image of his eternal love, was the man who had leapt into
the Void and had come back to life with square pupils. Nos!
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\KN P Ngminiat THE END OF KALIYUGA.
W Ry MouNt THE RETURN OF THE

GOLDEN AGE

The final age of Cumae

And the virgin damsel has now armved,
And the reign of Saturn and Bhea returns.
The centuries of the Golden Age return,
Again the heavens send us long vears
And new people bom of them.

Thou, chaste Moon, full of joy,
Favour, since thy Apollo now reigns,
The Child who was born this day.

He alone will cast iron out of the world
And populate both Poles with

A most precious lineage of gold.

(Virgil : Eclogues)

'''''




DICTIONARY OF INITIATION
OF A-MOR

Trying to translave Sanskrit terms into other languages is a thankless, even
sacrilegious, task. As s trving to transcribe it phonetically, even bearing in
mind that the pronunciation is, on the whole, only approximate, For this
reason, both the grammar and the orthography frequently vary in the
Western texts which reproduce them. For centuries, the Sanskrit language
possessed no written form. The Vedas were collected and written down
very  belatedly, having been transmutted orally from generation to
generation by the Brahmins, Sanskrit is a sacred language. with a liturgical
rhythm, and may well be denved from the language of Atlanus and
Hyperborea, whose sacred, legendary symbols are the runes - whach are
also, howewer, fragments of the cosmic, inaudible language of the Orphic
Cabbala, the Hiranyagarbha-Cabda,

The following Dhetionary, contammng some Sanskeit terms and others
used in the [nitianon of A-Mor, gives only their approximare meaning, as
it 15 really the Breviary of a Warrior=Troubadour, 2 Munesanger. This
Dictionary accompanies me everywhere | go, because it has been flowing
throuwgh my blood since before 1 was born. And, therefore, it serves for my
entire literary output, although it is of necessity incomplere.

A-Mor Amor 8 made up of a = withour and mor = death. It means
Without-Death, eternal hfe, resurrection, immortalicy. It was che
mtiatory doctrine of the troubadours, the Minnesdnger and the Fedele
d’Amore, It was a kind of tantnsm, a magic love which came from the
original homeland and was taught in Hyperborea by the priestesses of
A=Mor, such as Allouine.

Fsir - The divine Hyperborean ancestors. Asa means support. The name
might have some connection with the supporters of the Pillar of the Sky,
trom which comes Ask-Embla,

Agharta  MName given in India to the subterranean aty of the immortal
guides, where rantric, magico-symbaolic love is supposedly taught.

Agharti Mame given to this city in Tibet.

Ahoma  Magico-sacred drink of the Arvans of ancient Persia.

..-‘1.||!u¢ Tl‘:ll._' E:IL'IEF:‘\.l:-I'I |.1|- the M-f'rl'l.ul..
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Aine Race of white giants who occupied China and Japan before thei,
present inhabitants, Like the Dropas and the White Gods of Ammericy
they are Hyperboreans who moved south after the destruction of the
polar continent,

Akdsa  Substance, ether, universal astral lighe, which conserves all the
cosmic images of the visible light.

Akdsis memory  Astral repositery of the mmages of the creation.

Albania  Alchemical name for America. It comes from the word for
white, the White Gods.

Albedo  Mame found in the alchemical Opus, in its process of ransform-
ation and transmutation. It comes after Nigredo, The word Albania s
said to derive from .

Ailkamari  The sacred bird of the Incas, a raven, as in Wotan. Tt is belicved
that the secret language of the lncas 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 Hyperbarean Whire Gods.

Amagia Uxor The lover, the beloved, the magic bride of the Cathar
tantrism of the Oeccitanian troubadours, who is abways at the side of the
inttiate, the warnor-troubadour.

Amber  Resin from conifers of the tertiary period. Its origin is unknown
It appears in the North Sea and the Baltic after the fall of ore of the
moons or the passage of the comet Phacton, It has been mistakenly
equated with the orichalcum of Adantis. There existed Roads of Amber
ar Routes of Amber which fed from Hyperborea and crossed the Alps,
reaching as far as Egype.

Ambrosia - Magic liquor, ke the Amrita of the Hindus, The Greeks drank
if.

Amrita  Hindu magic drink,

Ancdchuinca  Initiated Eagle (Manu-Tara} in Sanskrit=-Cuichua.

Anima  Expression used by Jung to denote the soul of a man (his ethereal
double?), which 15 supposedly feminine, i.e. the Archetype of every-
thing feminine experienced historically (and not historically) by 2 man.

Animus Used by Jung to denote the soul of 2 woman, which 15
supposedly masculine and which concentrates in itself everyching
{historical and not historical) 12 experiences in relation e a man, its
opposite. In this way, love becomes 1 deep, numinous experience, with
one's own soul, with the Aechetype of the Opposite within oreself, The
A=Mor of the troubadours, alchemy znd eantrism, all express the same
thing on a more sublime and spiritual plane. Jung found himself forced
to “psychologise’ rranscendental, metaphysical mysteries in order
make them comprehensible to the age of Kalivuga. But he didn’t dare to
touch on the myscery of the Grail.

Avsa Perene Sacred liquor, like Soma. The Romans drank it

Archetype  For Plato it was the ldea, only partially reflected in the marerial
world of shadows, Thus, man is the shadow of the Idea of man.
prajected here. For Jung, Archervpe has another meaning, which he
never defined clearly. It is a covering for the instincts, their cloching, bur
it 15 also autonomeous, acting as if it had an existence independent of the
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human psyche, in a Collective Unconscious which fung also failed o
define clearly. Because of this, at the end of his life, he spoke about a
peyckoid existence of the Archerypes, through which they could become
the same as the Gods of andquity, possessing or combating men.

Ardhanasisvara  The Androgynous Siva,

Arge and Opis  Hyperborean priestesses who came to Greece, to Delos,
where they established the cult of Apelle. They are said to have been
buried there.

Arjuna  Warrior in the epic poem of the Mahabharara, His chariot is driven
by the blue god. Krishna. Aruna hesitates when he sees his relarives
among the opposing forces and doesn't wanr to fighe; but Krishna orders
hitn to, saving: "Acquit yourself of your duty, sen of the Aryan race,

ou will not kill anvbody, for those whom you put ro deach this day are
already dead in me.’

Arpanabaiji  Primordial homeland of the Aryans, Hyperborea, the farthest
north,

Asag  The ultmate test i the initiatory esorericism of the roubadours, Tt
consists of slecping naked with the Beloved without touching her, on
oceasion separated by a sword. This test corresponds to the symbolic
Maithuna of Tantrism,

Asgard  The mythical city of the &sir from which Odin emigrated with
his divine companions. Its exact location is not known, but it is possibly
in the region of Mount Elbrus, in the Caucasus. [v 15 referred to in the
Edda.

Ashram  Centre of initiation, Hindu monastery.

Astra Flying vehicle of the Indo-Aryans.

Ativarma Without caste, above caste and colour. The Hyperboreans were
sa1d ko be this.

Atlantis  Mame which Plaro gave to a continent or an island which was
submerged long after the great flood. The name has nothing to do with
the Atlanuc. It comes from the God Atlas who supported the Fillars of
the Skv. The pillar, of tree, was to be found in the polar north, because
only the North Pole points directly towards the Pole Star ar present {the
South Pole leans towards the vorthern edge of the sky. But this has
doubtless changed, because the aas of the earth shifted after the
catastrophe and the poles changed places.) The sky revelves around the
pillar which firted into the Pole Star above it Ut revolves like a Swastika,
but the pillar remains motionless, as an axis. The wame of the Asir, the
first divine inhabitants of Hyperborea, or of Asgard according to the
Edda, 15 said to derive from this. Plato asserts chac the first mhabitanes of
Atlantis were a man issued forth out of the earth, Evenor, and his wife,
Leucippe. (Issued torth out of the intenior, Hollow Earth?) They have a
daughter, Cleito. Poseidon falls in love with her, {(Where docs he come
trom? Does he come from the stars? Does he fall in love with a daughter
of the carth?] They father five pairs of twins, the first ten kings of
Atlantis, semi=divine heroes. Atlas, the eldest, supports the pillar of the
sky: Apollo proteces the law and the oath of fidelity. Poseidon is the God
of the axe, which he subsequently exchanged for the trident when he had
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vo sct sail after the flood, He stretches a golden string around the moun-
tain and the Palace of the Magic Wedding — Gandharba, Hieros-Gamas,
Posetdon comes from Pesis, the marned one, i Greek, He is chus the
betrothed in the Magic Wedding. He passes over the task of supporting
the Pillar of the Sky to Heracles-Hercules, When Atlantis-Hyperborea
disappeared, in the vears indicared by Plato, people came to believe thar
the Pillars of Hercules were to be found at the entrance to the
Mediterranean. The surviving Hyperboreans who had moved south-
wards were also to give the name of Atlas to the mountains of Africa.

The Greek Gods are really the legendary, semi-divine Hyperborean
hero-kings. !'L]:H.'rllu often travelled to Hyperborea and returmned rejuven-
ated. Apollo-Lucifer, he who upholds the Golden Law and the pillars of
beauty and celestial lighe.

Avalen  MName which is given o the capital of Hyperbores in the Celtic
Irish legend. The tree with the golden apples grew there, Tr was the
Insila Pomorum, the [sland of the Apples.

Avrls or Abaris A mysterious Hyperborean who also came o Greeee,
from whence he returned to the polar continent astnde a flying arrow
{an astra, a Flying Disc of orichalcum?). He was said to be the lover of
Allonine. Possibly the legend of Eros and his arrow of love originated
here.

Bahkti Devotional yoga.

Balder or Baldusr  The hero God of the Edda, a prefipurative Archerype of
the solar Krstos. As he lay dying, in the Twilight of the Gods, Odin or
Wotan whispered some mysterious words in his ear — words which were
certainly the question and answer contained in the Grail.

Bardo Thidel Tibetan Book of the Dead.

Bija  Seminal syllable, root syllable, made of pure ether.

Bodhisattra  Liberated being, according to Buddhism, who chooses not to
enter Nirvana but to remain in human form :n order to help others
liberate themselves.

Bratoma  The uncreated God of the Hindu Trilogy, the firse person, the
Creator.

Brahmin  One who belongs to she priestly caste in Hinduism,

Bundy Semen.

Cai-Cai The Serpent of the Waters in the mythelogy of Chiloe.

Cafa_falt' In the legend of the extreme south of the world, in Punta Arenas,
it is the fruit of return. Whoever eats it will alwavs return there,

Calewce  The ghost ship of the South Pole. [t also sails underwarer.
ceewed by dead men, in search of the submarine passages which lead to
the cases of the Antarctic and the Hollow, Interior Earth, the astral First
Earth.

Catkars  Dualise sect which is not very well known. Its solar castle-temple
was Montscgur. The Cathars were destroyed by papal Rome in the
thirteenth century, shortly before the Templars. They were said 1o be
the forerunners of the Occitanian troubadours, Druids converted to

ﬁ
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Manichaeism. according to Owo Rahn, who asserts that they guarded
the Grail m their castle of Montsegur. He reveals this theory in his book
The Court of Lucifer.

Chakra (thacra)  Grange in Quichua, a circular plotof land. Clakra is also a
circle, a wheel {3 tarn of the wheel) in Sanskric. And Chakrgparti is the
Lord of the Chakras, the ‘Master of a Chakra',

Chakra:  Wheels or centres of energy and astral psychic consciousness, so
to speak. These *centres’ exist potentially and they must be developed,
made "conscious’, by means of yoga and through awakening Kandaling,
the serpentine, astral fire, which slecps ar the base of the psychic, astral
spinal column, .
Ajna chakra  Between the eyebrows. It represends the Ether. Its animal

is the White Elephant, and also the Dove. Its mantra is QM.

Anahata chakra  In the heare. Tt represents the Air. Trs animal is the Deer.
Its mantra is YAM.

Maripura chakra  In the solar plexus. Here the roads meet. It represents
Fire, Ies amimal is the Lamb. s maneea s AM,

Miuladhara chakra  The basic chakra at the root of the psychic column. I
is represented by the Earth. Its animal is the Elephant. Its mantra is
LAM.

Sahasrare chakra At the summit of the mvisible skull, of a thousand
petals. Here the wedding between HIM and HER rakes place, when
they fuse to become HIM-HER. the Androgynous, Ardhanasis-
vara, The mantra is SAHAM, | am HER.

Svadhisthana chakra  Psychic centre at the base of the genitals, rep-
resented by Water. Its animal is the Whale. It is awakened only
through tantric pracrices. Its mantra is FAM.

Vishieda chakra In the throat, It represents the Ether. lts ammal 15 the
Whire Elephant. Its mantra is HAM.

Chakravari One who has awakened all che chakras, who is liberated
through tantric yoga and its practices. o

Chastriya  One who belongs to the warrior, princely caste of Hinduism.

Che-kai  Immortal double of the Chinese, :

Chil To bare, in Quiché-Maya. In Old German, Shillen 15 to unsheathe
{the sword) and has its orgin in Hyperborean Sanskrit. Henee the name
Chile or Chille. To unsheathe the Sword of the Mystic Homeland, of
whar remains, in the shape of a long sword, of a legendary sinking.

Cira Mind. .

City, The The place of refuge of the Immaortals, Agharti, Shambhalla, the
City of the Caesars, etc. The knowledge of eternal life and the
resurrection, the Grail, was said to have been preserved there. It also
symbolises votality, fulfilment, the self.

City of the Caesars  Mythical city in the Andes, where the Hyperborean
White Gods were said to have taken refuge.

Cuddhahuddhisvabhaye  Conform with the principle of pure will, Sivaistic,
Hyperborean, solar and polar wirility, situated at the limit of .thE
individual and supraindividual, individuated in the absolure personality,
resuscitated in NOS, ruled by Buddhi,
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ﬂr‘v}u Divine man.

ivya-Dieha  Immortal body of the Divya, the divine m -

Donar  The Tree of Life, an oak felled I:Er}- the Monk Ha::it':zfciilﬁ;: i:fh
century of the present era. It stood in the Sacred Grove of the Norsemen
which covered some thirty kilometres, on the other side of which we
nowadays find the Edersee, or Lake of Eder, and the village of Harl::-[:i}t
shausen, near the small town of Asel, whose name comes from the Em‘
;s do Kassel and Bascl {Base-1). The Sacred Grove was encircled by i

edge of thorns and in its centre lay the Slecping Beauty (Kundalini)

There was also a Giants” Castle and a Temple of the Virgins, And a Raose
Garden, a5 in the legend of the King of the Gnomes, Laurin, in the
southern Tyrol, near Bolzano. How the Templars came to be connected
with the Hyperbarean legend can be seen in the fact that there w;s
always a "Grove of Thorns’ near their ‘gendarmeries' and temples. The
authentic Rosicrucians — who have today disappeared in I—'rc-stcr_f;::lm‘s
Orient, in the Interior Earth, in the City of the Caesars of the Andes, like

the noble Templar guides - al k th i
e ;FEmE also ook the polar symbaol of the thorns and

Drakkar Viking ship.
Dropa  Race of white giants i ited Ti ] '

tﬂr; Mhaeas :I';:E}..Et gianes who inhabited Tibet before its occupation by
Drut - One of the final stages in the initiation of the troubadours, in which

the initiate exchanges hearts with the Bel
t : oved and chus
3 banpmaltis et e and thus becomes a

Edda  Writings which relate to the oldest Norse legends and refer to the
destruction of Hyperborea as the *Twilight of the Gods™.

Eidelorr The astral bud}rl T e .
called it the astral bady, B grippa, the double. Paracelsus

Elelin  Another name for the dry.
Elementanwesen Elemental beings, animal-men, against whom rhe Asir

and the hero-gods of the Edda fought. Th ' e
who rebelled, gt ey are the 'slaves of Atlantis

Embla  Vitis-Viga,

Endura  Cathar ceremony, which follows the new baptism, the Consola-
menturn, Sometimes people commitrted suicide during the ceremony of
Endura, in order to escape from the Second Earth of Kaliyuga,

Erika Paios The Cosmogonic E - the Orok T
of the Warld, £ ros, in the Orphic Myth of the Creation

Fedele d'Amore  Sect of poets initiated in the doctrine of A-Maor, in the
notth of Italy. Dante belonged to this sect.

Female Guri The interior, spiritual female guide. The equivalent of the

Valkyrie in German mythalogy,

Fenhedor Stage which follows the 'glance’ in the initiation of the
troubadours, when the initiate “sighs' with love for his Beloved.

Crandharba  The magic, seeret marriage.
Ceardesn of the Hesperides  The Garden of the Golden Apples, which Homer
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told us about. It was in Atlantis-Hyperborea. Heracles-Hercules went in
search of the golden apples, which are the apples of eternal hife and of the
resurrection. They are also the Grail, Evidence is given here as to how
the Book of Genesis has been expurgated and falsified, transforming the
apple into the ‘fruit of sin”. The apple symbolises the star of our origins,
Venus, the Morming Star, from which came the divine ancestors and
knowledge, and with which we must enter inta contact so 35 to be able
to resurrect, The star of Lucifer-Apollo-Irmin-Atlas-Poseidon. The
female magician, Allouine, the female guru, hands it o us with the
Grail. The Valkyrie of the Germanic legend. The tree is the Pillar of the
Sky, the Irminsul. Around its trunk coils the Serpent of Eternal Life
(Vitis, Embla), and its crown is the firmament studded with Golden
Apples, that is to say, stars. Whosocver cats them, or enters into contact
with them, discowers erernal life, eternal youth,

Garwda  Winged vehicle (bird) of the god Vishnu. That of Siva 1s the
bullock MNandi.

Gondwana Continent which has also disappeared and was believed to
have comprised South America, the Antarcuc, a part of Africa, Australia
and a part of India. More likely a remnant of Mu.

Grail The legend of the Grail reappears forcibly Christianised in the
Middle Ages. The Templars disseminated it. It is centred on the legend
of the court of King Arthur {who is the King of the Grail and is also
called Amfortas). It is interssting to point out that Arthur is Archos,
Bear, that is to say Arctic. By which the exact geographical position of
the lost continent of the first Solar Age is pinpointed: Hyperborea, seat
of the Grail. In the Middle Ages, it became a cup, when the tyth was
Christianised, the one from which Christ was said to have drunk at the
Last Supper, o else the one in which Joseph of Arimathea received the
blood of Christ as it spurted from his side as he hung on the cross. The
forced Christianisation was discovered when it became known from
teading Plato that the ten kings of Atlantis drank the blood of the
sacrifice from cups of gold (and of orichalcum) ar the magic ceremony in
which they swore always to respect the law 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 earth with the destruction of the
Templars. However, the German writer, Otro Rahn, asserts that the
Cathars guarded the Luciferan stone of the Grail, along with the ancient
undeciphered wisdom, in the Castle of Montsegur, He searched for it in
the caves of Sabarthe, in the Languedoc. The legend relates thae, at the
end, Parsifal set sail with the Grail in a Templar ship in the direction of
America=Albania, from whence he never returned.

Cral  German spelling for Grail, taken from the German poet-troubadour
Wolfram von Eschenbach, born in 1170, who describes this mystericus
ohject s a precious stone which fell from the crown of Luaier durng his
stellar battle, and an which is 1o be found engraved the law of the firse,
divine, Hyperborean beings. The legend of the Gral has muystericus,
polar origin, which coincides with what Plato tells us about Atlantis,
where the ten first kings had engraved the law of the semi=divine race on
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2 sacred stope. They did not respecr this Jaw and Atantis was
submerged. The land s 1aid waste, the king is sick. To recover the Gral
i% to raise the First Earth, Atlans, by means of the divine wisdom which
15 preserved there, bring back health {salvation = Heil, in the Old
German of the Minnesanger-troubadours), cure chie Sick King, make him
divine again.

Gum Master, guide.

Hame  Wichout caste, beyond Saham.

Hamurani  The mysterions white race of the rebuilders of Tiabhwanace of
the White Gods.

Heil  Greeting of the German troubadours and warriors. It means Salve,
from Salvation. It is the Ave of the Romans. It 15 an inidatory mantra.
The mantra of the return o Hyperborea, of the resurrection.

Helgoland  The Vanir came from the North Pole, the Asir from the South
East. They brought with them Addas, an ancestor converted inco a god.
Possibly Atlas, whose real pame is Irmin, or IR (Power), was a Wan, In
any case, he was a Hyperborcan, or rather 2 Venusian, a man from
Venus. Asir and Vanir are identical beings, like the Tuatha de Danann of
the Irish saga, who have arrived from some common cosmic point, as
exiles who have fallen into the later mixture with the sons of Evenor and
Leucippe, with the terreserial involuted beings, with the products of the
earth, posstbly with the ‘robots” who wess senr or left here, ar with the
degenerate products of a far older, primordial catastrophe which was
even more horrifying. Poseidon, who in turn is [R, was the first to fall
through his refationship with Cleite, fathering the heroes, the kings of
Atlantis-Hyperborea, the semi-divine beings. Thus the Norsemen (and
also the Merovingians, the Visigoths and the Friesians) are a product of
the interbreeding of the divine beings with the semi-divine Asir and
Vanir. Friesian means free, free man. Yrigga s the goddess of the
Asir and Freyja of the Vanir. They are one and the same. | maintain dhat
the name Fresia, which Ercilla invented for the wife of the *Araucanian’
Caupolicin, comes from this goddess. Ercilla was a Visigoth with blue
cyes and fair hair, and in the epic poem of La Arawcana he wished 1o give
us the key to the secrer: the Arancanians of whom he tells us were nordic
Hyperborean warriors, descendants of the White Gods of America-
Albania. Ercilla sang to us ‘in code’. The God of the Friesians was Fosire
= the Fosite of the Edda = son of Baldur or Balder, the gentlese of the
Gods of Ancient Germany, With his death, the Twilight n%l‘hf Gods was
unleashed. Bur Odin or Woran whispered a grear secret, a key word,
ineo his ear as he lay on his funeral pyre.

Spanuth maintains that the wland of Helgoland or Heligoland, m the
MNorth Sea, s a hast vemmant of the sunken Acdlangis, or rather of
Hyperborea, The most ancent name for Helgoland was Fostlandia,
Fositelandia. It is 2 mass of rock which survives from a great catastrophe
and from other islands which are now submerged but which siill
precruded from the water in the sixth and ninth centuries of our age. It
was always holy ground, belonging to the cult of Fosite or Forsite.

- 5
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Homer refers to it as the Island of the Phaecians. Phoesia, in the itiad,
clearly a derivarive of the Gad of the polar Norsemen. In the seventh
century, Boniface, whose real name was Winfrith, converted the
Fricsians by force, But it was only 2 century after that the holy Island
was, Christianised. It is in the Middle Ages that the name of Heligoland
appears, derived from hesligedand, holy land, rerva sanis, as i continyed
to be called in Latin, Heil! from the Old German, which the Minsesanger
of the Middle Ages used as a greeting in code. The Friesian language
transformed the name inte Helgoland. ="

In ancient times, the cult of the God Fasite slowly drifted into a cult of
his female counterpart, the Goddess Foseta. A primordial disorientation
was already being anticipated, Orr perhaps it was being made clear that
on this Holy [sland, a polar seeroom, a surviving part of the great bost
Hyperborean continent, of Ultima Thule, the Magc Wtﬁdmg.‘tht‘
Hieros-Gamos, was being performed. There ‘the King of the Gods
celebrated his marriage’, the Reunion. Temples commemorating this
sacred mystery existed on Helgoland, so Tacitws tells us. :

Well, now, at the dme of the conversion of the ‘pagans’ by Bishop
Lindger, who had been sent by Rome, 3 cerfain Saint Ursula
mysteriously appeared, from me one knew where, as patroness of the
island. She must certainly have been a m-g.rrhicﬂ. IImaginaey porsonage
who was ¢learly conjured up to replace Foseta, thus reincarnating the
Archetype, dressing it up in new clothes, Because the most extraordin-
ary part of all this is that Ursula comes from Ursus, which means hear
(the apimal of the North Pole: Arcthas, Arcthus, Arthur), thus
indicaring, the constellation of Ursa Minor. the Lirtle E-:::ar. which
includes the Pole Star, into which penetrated the top of the Pillar of IR -
or Atlas ~ which supporred the sky in the original pole, in H'f'PtThf-"l':ﬂ.
Ultima Thule, the Paradise of Avalon. All of which continues (0 point to
the end of the terrestrial Road of Return of the Lefthanded Swastika of
the journey back to the Far North, the Nuptial Homeland, Paradgsha.

It is for this reason that the initates in the warrior order nf_ﬁl-Mpr stall
perform theit Magic Weddings (Candharba) in Fosireland, which is now
called Helgoland or Heligoland, a sorviwing, devastated mass of rock,
like the land of the Grail. All this so that one day rthe sebmerged
conrinent of Hyperborea, the onginal North Pole, which today is the
South Pole, may reappear. A jumping-off point for the Morming Star,
for Lucifer.

HER-HIM Ancther primordial Cosmic Egg, this time formed through

the wiicn of Ther snd Him. Shake breaks it, out of sympathy with HIM-
HER, with Siva or Phanes. Thus there s 1 non-created woman (the
mysterious Lilith?), who did not emerge from the Egg of Him. he 1
the fiest Cnmpaniun of Evenor, called Eunpldc. He is searching tor his
Her, She is searching for her Him; but the final union has to take place
not in the fusioh of opposites, not in the primordial Androgynous, but
herween HIM-HER and HER-HIM, in the ultimate separation and in
the union within this separation. In the resurrection, In WOS. This is the
ultimate mystery, only partially reveated, inpassible to eXpress fully.
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Hesperides  Daughters of Adlas. They guarded the garden with the Golden
Apples of eternal life. They are really the Hyperborean Morns, the
Priestesses of Magic Love. Allouine, Arge and Opis; also Papan in my
own legend of a southern Hyperbaorea.

Hieros-Games  Magical union between couples, which was carried out in
Hyperborea to propitiate the celestial order. Eunipides says: ‘In the Land
of Amber (of Orichalcum) the King of the Gods celebrated his
Marriage.”

HIM-HER  The primordial Cosmic Egg, formed through the union of
Him and Her, before Phanes breaks it.

Hiranyagarbha-Cabda  Arvan, Orphic Cabbala,

HRIM Mantra for wine. It destroys the curse which afflices it and can
transform 1t mto Soma.

Huagiywhuen  The immortal body of the Jon magicans, a sort of Siddha-
rupa. The astral double, immaortalised.

Huelen Mative word for the hill of Santa Lucia in Santiago, Chile. Tt
means Sorrow.

Huilla Fortress, in Quichna.

Huilkanota  The circle, the order.

HUM Mantra which awakens the Sleeper, resurrects the Beloved, sets
Kundalini in motion.

Hvareno  Magic energy, capable of modifying and rransforming nature.

Hvetramannaland  Name which the Vikings and the Celts gave to
America,

Hyperborea  Original continent in the north of the world, to which the
first extraterrestrials - including Lucifer — were supposed to have
descended after losing a battle, There they established 2 Golden Age,
until the continent was destroyed by a planetary catastrophe. The age of
its existence is a mythical one, The sinking of Atlanus, o which Plaro
refers, is much later, and includes the disappearance of the islands which
survived the pnmordial catastrophe. Hyperborea means beyond the God
Boreas, God of the Cold and Storm. It is a term used by the Greeks o
refer to the mythical continent of the nordico-polar divine race from
which their Gods sprang,

[echamtyn  Ability to die ac will.

[mburche Mythological being in the legend of Chiloe, the island of the
south of Chile. It walks backwards, with its heels turned right round. It
15 a symbol of the reruen, of the lefthanded road, of the intriare who goes
back up the chakras.

Individuation  The process by which the Absolute Personality, totalivy, the
Self is achieved.

IR or ER This is the Hyperborean name for the pillar, which, according
to the beliels of the Greeks and other peoples, supports the sky at the
Morth Pole, rising up into the Pole Star. Root of the greacese of the
Gods, Irmin. By derivation, this name was given to the divine or semi-
divine being who supported it on carth, Poseidon, Atlas, Heracles-
Hercules. In reabiry, this ‘column’ was originally a power possessed by

Dvictionary of Initiation of A-Mor 181

the divine Hyperborean giants to communicate with the anceseral sear
and other stars in the firmamene, a sort of ray { Fril) which rose direcely
from their foreheads towards the universe, enabling them to direct and
even change the course of the stars. In the mortal legend 1t became a
pillar. When Hyperborea had been lost, its involuted descendants, the
Norsemen, came to worship the tree Irminsul, with the root IR, as the
material representation of this pillar and also of the lost superhuman
power. In reality, it was a 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 Hyperboreans, and later by the Vikings. In
the chapter entitled ‘Lemuria’ in this book, Allouine recites a poem
discovered in Mohenjo Daro, the ancient civilisation of the Indus Valley,
whose origing are unknown bur are believed o pre-date the Aryan
invasion. A line says: “IR ar are per Kaduval.” It names [R, the God of the
Pillar, the pillar itselt, I, this remendous power which was lostin the
polar night of our origins.

Irmin  The Hyperborean God who supports the Pillar of the Sky. The
greatest of the Gods.

Irmingul  The tree which, in the Norse cult, represents the pillar which
supports the sky at the pole. It is an ash tree. In its shade, the sorceress-
prieseesses still perform initiations into the cult of magic love and the
Sacred Marriage. In the south of the world, it is a giant Aravcaria. In
other places, it is a cottonwood tree. [t 1s also the sacred cak (Donar). In
its shade, the &Esir met in council, To the Norsemen, it represented cheir
divine ancestry, and through the tree they worshipped their extra-
rerrestrial ancestors. The Irminsul was felled by Charlemagne.

Ja-lug  Immortal body, double, of the giant Dropas of Tibet.

Jasen  Mythical navigator who, with Heracles-Hercules and the twin
Dioscuri, Castor and Pollux (Pole), returns to Hyperborea in search of
the Golden Fleece ithe lost Grail, the Golden Law, Moderation). The
kings of Atlantis were ten in number — five pairs of rwins, Castor and
Pollux were also twins, Perhaps Jason was a Hyperborean king and his
magic bride was Medea. It 1= also said that he was the first troubadour,
who rediscovered the sacred law of tovarcdus (singing in code) on the
Hyperborean tree {the Pillar), the Irminsul Tree, a Patriarchal Oak,
engraved on a Stone of Gold {of onichalcum). A falcon or a Hyperborean
raven, sitting on a branch of an oak tree in Dodona, which was Lamella,
gave it to him.

Jon  Magician-priest of the Selcnam people of Tierra del Fuego, a kind of
Siddha, an immortal divine man.

Katlas Mountain in the Transhimalayas, on whose sommit Siva and
Parvati celebrated the Magic Wedding, obviously in memory of the
Sacred Wedding between Poseidon and Cleito in Hyperborea.

K.::Ivm'}'.:: Deeep trance, the opposite of samadhi, since it keeps one 1h a state
of cternal separation and individualisation. It is the rrance of the tantrc
Siddhas, by means of which the Absolute Personality is achieved. It is
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the road of the magican,

Kaliyuga Dark Age of destruction and iron, of the Goddzss of Destrug-
tion, Kali, The present age.

Raula  Very hermetic tantric sect,

KLIM  Mantra of the indescribable pleasure of ecstatic orgasm, without
beginning or end.

Kontiki Firacocha White God of South America, who reached Easter
Island after the deseruction of the Empire of Tiahuanacu.

Korakenke The raven of the Inca. his Garuda, his *vehicle’, his Allkamarr,

Korgva Raven. In Sanskrit, Korava is the name of one of the opposing
parties in the great war of the Mahabharata.

Krishna Hindu god, one of the avatars of Vishnu, He dances and plays the
flute in the Gardens of Vrindavan, He is blue in colour, the same blue as
the cloaks of the divine Hyperboresns, The starry mghe,

Kula  Extremely secrer circle of the initiates i tantric yoga.

Kunani To preach. In Sanskrit, ko means to direct, By means of Kunani
the Amauta magician-sages of Kusku (Cureo) directed Ku-ndalini.

Kundalini  Serpeswine energy, which sleeps at the base of the psychic,
astral spinal column. By awakemng it {ic 15 the Sleeping Beauty, the
Beloved who is “dead and not dead’), the potentiality of the chakras is
activated, the Total-Man, Chakravart, the Superman, is achieved, and
entry is obtained into the City of the Immortal Guides, Aghart, the City
of the Caesars, Hyperborea.,

Kusku {Cuzio) The capital of the Inca Empire, "Navel of the World'.
Ceneral Cicy, Omphalos. distant memory or recollection of the
Hyperborean Thule, of the Atlantean Poseidon,

Lemurie  Believed to comprise everything thar lies submerged in the
Pacific.

Lucifer  He is Apallo, the God of Light and Beauty. He is also Abraxas
and Quetzalcoarl, the Hyperborean, Atlantean solar Knstos. He came
down from the Morning Star, Venus. Defeated in a stellar battle, he wall
always be the loser on the inveluted Second Earth of Kalivuga, but he
will be the victor on the Other Earth, when the Golden Age returns. He
must lose here in order to carry the earth back o its origing and
transfigure it, meving from city to city, chakra o chakra, vntl he
veaches the void of the Black Sun behind the Sun of Gold and the Ray of
Green Lighe behind the Black Sun. He is the God of the Losers i the
Kaliyuga and of the Return to Hyperborea, His emblem s che
Lefthanded Swasrika, that of the Return. He is the supreme Guide of the
Pilgrims of the Dawn, of the Acolytes of Lucifer, the Morning Star.
Lucifer is alse Odin-Wotan, The Cathars calted him Luci-Bel.

MAahabharata Epic poem which tells of a great war, perhaps at the
beginning of the great decling of the ages and the involution of the
Second Earth. Bharata is the real name for India, as it was known before
the invasion of Alexander. Mahe means great. The Grear Bharatas must
therefore be the Hyvperborean, Atlantean giants, the inhabitants of a
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primordial, mythical, polar land. Subscquently everything was trans-
Formed and modified in the epic which we know today, the war between
the Koravas and the Pandawvas. . o
Maithuna Mystical, magical coitus in the tantric ritual and migation. in
the Tantra of the Left Hand, it is achieved physically, generally only
once, tetaining the semem. It is a question of reactivating the chakras,
of recreating them and opening the third eye, interior sight, achieving
immortality, tocality. inthe Way of the Right Hand, Maithuna 15 merely
symbolic, interior, with the dead lover, with the Female guru who
cireulates in the blood, 1t is the Minse of the German troubadours, the
Minnesinger, and of the Cathar rroubadours of the Languedoc and the
Fedele 4* Amare of Northern ltaly, of wham Dante was one. W is the Way
of Initiation of A-Mor.
o Ol White Goddess of Amernica. ]

ﬂ.ﬂum Runtw  Whire Goddess of America. (Other names for White Gods
include Newa, Pay Zume, Sue—ca, Tamanduare, etc.) _

Afarasarorar  Lake at the foot of Mount Kailas, like Lake fltlca_ca in the
Andes, within the ‘synchronicity’ and the ‘magico-symboheal geo-
graphy’ of the way of synchrenistic divinisation of man and the carth.

Mantra  Magic sound of the Orphic Cabbala, so w0 speak. It has to be
pronounced exactly, with special mental concentration.

Mantra-pana  Road of the Mantra, _

Mann  Guide, Archetype of a race, who rules an entire age. :

Manu-Tara  The mythical bird of Easter [sland. Manu: root-man, guide of
a Kalpa. Tara: Goddess, Shakn, in Sanskrit. IJ'."-'Ia.nu:_ara is thus the total
man wha has found his Shakti, his Kundalini, and is now able w fly.

Mirrki  Seminal syllables, called ‘Lirtde Mothers',of the Hiranyagarbha-
Cabda, the Orphic Cabbala.

Matymjaya Lord of voluntary death. o

May Bride The solar, Hyperborean tackground to the Love-Initiation of
the troubadours can be seen in the fact that i is in May, when the sun is
eesurreced in the northern hemisphere, that the dead beide 1s discovered
and brought back to life. These are the May festivals. The festivals of
Maya {from Maya, [lusion,. Potency, in Tantrism, the energy of
Kundalini). The festivals of Mary, as appropriated and adulterated by
Christianity. _ _ _

Maya The phantasmagoria of shapes ir.| creation. ll_lu'i-l-l:-lr, according to
Vedantic philosophy. Potency, according to Tantrism.

Meri  The spiritual, invisible counterpart of Mount Kailas. The Mero-
vingians are said to have come from there, Mere-Meru. Ving or Weg 15
road in German. Road of Meru. :

Minne A-Mor, the memory of a lost”love, of something lost at the
beginning of time {the Grail, 1 law) and which circulates in the blood's
memory. The German troubadours sang to it .

Minnetrinken  Ceremony in which the German troubadours, the Minne-
singer, drank blood, in which circulated the memory of the nordico-
potas Minne, in remembrance of the legendary ceremony of the
Atlantico-Hryperborean kings. It 15 the sacred Soma, which was drunk
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from chalices of orichaleum, from the cup of the Grail,
M;zne_qjm_ger E:L-:;nm troubadours who sang the Mime, in memory of a
ve lost at the beginning of the ages, perhaps the H b i
of Paseidon and Cleito. ] e AR
Mokai  Gigantic granite sculptures of faces on Easter Island.
ME Enl:ﬁmcrg-::d -:'-;:nn'm;-.ﬂ-ltl;i It is believed to have covered what taday is the
o Desert, part of India, Mongolia, Malaysia, 1vi -
Island and Tahiti, . s R e
Mudra Mag:c:tl, ritial gesture, made with the hands. It generally
av.‘.n:fn::m pavies the mantra, h_eing its equivalent in the spatial symbology of
gestures, There are runic mudras which act on the introatomic
vibrations of the cniverse, of all the universes,
Mujavat  Paradise.
Mulabanda  The process which reinverts everything.

Mysterium Coniuenctionis  Like the Hicros=-Gamos, the magic union of th
couple ‘

Naglfar Name which the Edda @ he Shi / ;
e give to the Ship of the Dead, Wafeln, E
MNadi Psychic channel in the astral body, through which energy flows
The Mast important n;_uliy. are Ida, Susumna and Pingala, U the central
one climbs §h: serpentine fire of Kundaling, B Calenche, the ghest ship
H".:Egl.l"-_-fu, ni:urntg_atlfg with all its lights on along the ‘channels’ of the sooth
and north of the world, towards the extre - thi
et el e extreme ends, the poles, which
Nigredo  State which is reached in the alchemical process, Its synchroniciry
with 1 psychic and spiritual transmutation has been studied and
re}:p]:.:ln:d by C. G. Jung,
Norns The Fates, the forces which direct Destiny, the mistresses of
I{arma.m nordic mythology. They speak to the heroes, they whisper to
them, in the patriarchal oak-chickets. They predict Destiny.
Numinous  Ecstatic state which is produced on contact with the Grail, an
Archetype or Oneseli, or on recognising the Beloved.

Chases of the Antarctic  Another symbal of totality. Hear amidse ice,

Odin  God of the Edda, in reality a Hyperborean. His emblemaric bird is
the raven,

Omphalos  Symbolises the pillar which supports the sky. Around it the
Urullds met in council, in the contral cities. Milan was one of these cities
{wﬂm-n’mum}. The Greeks also met around the Omphalos.

Orickaloum  Mysterious metal referred to by Plato in his story of Atlancis.
Some contemporary researchers (Spanurh) have tried eo say it was the
same as amber. Bur orichalcum had the power to neucralise graviry and
must have heen the meeal which allowed the wivgnas, the atras, o ke
off and move around the skies, emitting a musical sound. According to
Homer, ‘they read the thoughrs and feelings of men’.

I"-dpfm Sisrer ﬂf!ln'ic-cttzuma, the Aztec emperor, according 1o legend. She
dies but doesn’t dic. She comes back to life and rells her brother that, in
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the visions of her half-death, she saw the White God Quetzalcoat]
returning in a ship sailing over the Ocean, She begs her brother not to
fight him. The one who actually came was the Conguistador, Hernin

Cortés,

Paradesha  High region, Paradise on the polar Mountain of the Revelation.

Parakletos  The Holy Spirit of the Cathars and Gnostics. To the Cathars, it

was female and was represented by the Hyperborean dove.

Parvastri  Imitiated bride

Parfair  Cathar adept. .

Parsifal  Knighe of the Legend of the Grail, who finds it through fighting
only with his ancient fury and without God. He was said to have been
brought up by his mother in a forest, “like a pure madman’, When one
firuds the Grail, which is always carried by a virgin damsel, one must ask
the right question, otherwise it will disappear. Parsifal advises his friend,
Gawaine, another of the knights of the legend of the Round Table, o
seck the Grail withour God but 'with the memory of your Beloved in
vour heart'. Parsifal finally finds the Grail and asks the guestion, cures
the sick King Amfortas and takes his place as King of the Grail,
‘pransfigures’ the carth and marries the female guru of the Grail. They
have a son, Lohengrin, who rides on the Hyperborean swan, symbol of
the north and the dynasty of the kings of the Grail. The Grail was
considered by Jung to be an Archetype of the Self, the totality, the wans
mundus, ulimate centre of the personality, the Purusha of Hinduism,
However, he didn’t develop the theme fully or ‘psychologise’ it, out of
respect for this delicare mystery.

Pasu (Swdre)  Inferior men, animal-men, the ‘slaves of Arlantis’.

Phams  The Cosmogaonic Eros in the Orphic myth, For A-Maor, he breaks
the primordial egg and divides the Androgymous.

Plobas  Hatred, fear, the opposite of love, that which disunites.

Popul-vuk  Also zalled the Codex of Chichicastenango. Book of the
Mavas, in which is related all chat is remembered about the creation and
destruction of the world. This book has been completely adulterated by
the missionaries. It was said w0 have been written by the Hyperboreans
and later reworked by the Vikings, ‘Popul’ is people in Latin and "Vuh' 15
book in German.

Poseidon  The God who, in Hyperborean Atlantis, supports the Pillar of
the Sky. He is the son of the God Uranus and tee Goddess Gaia in Greek
mythology. He falls in love with Cleito, fathering the Atlantean semi-
divine heroes, The capital of Atlantis takes its name from him. Poseidon
comes from Posis in Greek and means the married one, married in
Hyperborea, at the pole.

Precador  Stage which follows that of the Fenhedor, when the troubadaoar-
initiate implores his Beloved and describes her beauty.

Purusha Monad, uwltimate separated entity of the dualist, Samlkhva

philosophy.

(Quetzalcoad  One of the American White Gods. He is also ralled the




186 Nos: Book of the Resurrection

F_'!-umr:d Serpent. According to the rescarcher Jacques de Mahieu, who
lives in Argentina, he was a Viking or a Hyperborean, who created first
tl'llﬂ Toltee and Mayan cvilisattons and lager, in the south and under
different generic names, the civilisation and empire of Tiahuanacu.

Rama Hero of the epic poem of the Ramapana; avatar, guide in Aries, the
Age of the Lamb; Hyperbarean, Aryan hero.

Raslite Dance of Krishna, in the censre, with his Beloved = and also
outside the circle, with all the shepherdesses of the forest of Vrindavan,
but only with Her

Rebis  The Androgynous created in the alchemical Opus.

Rengs-Rongo  Tablets on Easeer Island, bearing inscriprions which have so
far remained undeciphered.

Rubedo  The final alchemical stage. It is the equivalent of resurrection in a
red, immortal body, made af Fajra.

Runes  Very ancient signs, mudras and mantras. Their origin is not
known. From them is derived the alphabet of the Philistines, 2 nordico-
Hyperborean tribe, from which, in tumn, is derived Phoenician scripe,
Hawever, the runes go beyond written script and correspond to the
inaudible Orphic Cabbala of magical and cosmic signs.

Sadhabe  Tantric initiste, novice.

Sdhu  Immortal double of the Egyptians.

Samadhi  Supreme Vedantic cestasy, fusion with the One. Sam: with;
Adhi: Primordial Being, It is che road of the saint,

Samhara-Mudra  Sign of dissolution, mudra of voluntary death.

Samsara  The movement of the illusory forms of cramon. The dance.

Sangam  Meetng-place. In India, it is the point at which the waters of the
Ganges, the Jumna and the invisible river Saraswati converge. The
Manipura chakra is a sosyam, a meeting place for the rivers of the soul,

Sarmienito de Gambva, Pedro Spaniah conguistador, who was said to have
secrerly searched for the City of the White Gods,

Selcnane Man of the south of the world, from Tierra del Fuego.
According to some anthropolaogists, he reached there by crossing the
Antarctic {from the Interior, Hollow Earth?).

Self or Selhsr The vltimate and central point in the persona, which tries to
attain itself in Jungian practice. Totality, the ‘non-existent’, the Ultimate
Flower, the city, the Thule of Hyperborea, the Grail, ete. The face of the
Beloved, the face of the soul.

Shakti  Universal feminine principle, the counterpart of Siva, the creative
and acrive energy of the universe. Although she 1s the Creator, she does
not represent a matriarchy, since she is the wife of Siva, his creative,
energetic principle. Siva dances in Her,

Shambhalla  One of the hidden subterranean cices in which is performed
the tantric initiation that transforms, transmutes and transfigures matter
and the world. There are those who say that it is the capital of Aghard.

Siddha  Divine being who has made himgell immartal, inhabitane of

v e
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Agharti and Shamkhalla, Formerly he lived in polar Hyperbarea, which
is now splimerged.

Sidaha-Astram  Centre where the Siddhas live and teach. Temple of the
Immortals.

Siddka-rupa  Immortal body of the Siddha.

Silver string Cord which unires the immaterial, astral body with the
physical body. It is cut at death.

Siva God of the Hindu Tralagy, of Destruction; he is also the lord of
tantric yoga and of virile, solar energy. He destroys so as to open the
way to fresh creation.

Skwa  Seagull of the South Pole, of the Antarctic.

Swara  God of Desire,

Sema  Sacred, magic drink of the Hyperborean Aryans,

.S.:.:F.F:im Wisdom for the Gnostics, It i said that it is Sophia whom the
Cathars and the troubadours worship through women. It i3 she whom
[ante secks in the guise of Beatrice,

Soror Mystica The mystical sister, the woman who is always 2t che side of
the alchemist, handing him the metals to be cransoeated. She must touch
them with her hand so that they mav become impregnated with the
feminine vibraton necessary for any transmutation, resurrection and
immortalisation. This s the process of Taneeism and also of the
troubadours’ slehemy of A-Mor. The Hyperborzan Hieres-Gamos,

Sunya The void beyond the last chakra, the leap into the void, into a
Black Hole, where the light of the Sun of Gold ends, within the Black
Sun, in order to separate and become NOS, separate and united for ever.,
The Ulomate Flower. The resurrection i cthe Ray of Green Light,
crossing beyond the Black Sun. Its mantra is HAMSA.

Svecharin He who can do everything, to whom everything 15 permicted,
through the true liberty achieved in tantric pracrices.

Swastika, Lefthanded The Swastika which begins the journey back o
Hyperborea, the polar homeland and the Morning Star, Venus, the
celestial point of origin of the semi-divine beings. The movement of
return, towards the Golden Age, when the axis of the earth {the Pillar of
Atlas, of Poseidon) was fixed on the Pole Star. Towards the Firse Earth,
towards the Other Earth. The astral, parallel earch.

Swastika, Righthanded The rotatory movement which begins when the
Golden Age is lost, Hyperborea s submerged and the Second Earth
appears, together with the Age of Iron and the invelution of Kalivaga. It
is the Swastika of the Exodus, with which Odin and Rama seart on their
pilgrimage once the primordial, Nupﬁal: Homeland has been lost,

Synchronicity Coincidence between a deep emotion, an internal event and
an external occurremce. They are Mietzsche's “lucky ocourrences filled
with measing’. The road of internal fulfilment must coincide fully with
the transfiguration of the external world and the pilgrimage in the
exterior landscape, with the immeortalisation of the individual, *What is
above is below, what is inside is outside.” states the hermetic saying.
‘Through synchronicity, the Self, the chakras, Kundalini, etc. must have
their real equivalents in the hidden cnes of the Siddhas and the
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ianrru]sl i the mnterior, hollow earth, in the cacred, Trl:lE.';]'.I&t:iE P];p‘_‘q:g
of the earth and the sky, in the White Gods, in the flying Discs of Light,
in the Grail and it an incarnate Beloved who 12 dead and has returmed o
life op this earth. This is only possible in the legendary, Hyperborean
Martial Inidativn of A-Mor.

Tantra  System which was codified some 600 vears hefore the present era.
Yoga which makes use of sex, either symbolically in the Way of the
Right Hand, or practically in the Way of the Left Hand, in arder to
achieve the mutation kzto the Superman, mnto Dhvya, attaining the
Absolute Persseraiity. Tantra means systematisation and also to explain,

Tas  The meaming of the universe in the 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 Ultima Thale Capiral of Hyperborea,

Toromire  Tree of red wood, found on Easter Island. It symbalises Fafra,
the red, immorcal matter.

Trapalwanda  Ancther name given in America to the Enchanted Ciry,

Tree of Life, The Symbolises the pillar which supports the sky. Up i
trunk climbs the VFids, coiling aself around i like the Serpent of
Paradise. Thart is to say, life. 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 frminstd. The Edda call it Myjotridr and state chat it will be felled
during the Ragnarck, or Twilight of the Gods, when the Gods die. Thar
is to say, during Kalivuga,

Troubadowr Comes from frovare, to find, rediscover something thor was
lost, e.g. the Golden Fleece, the Grail, which Jaseq sought and
rediscovered.

Trovar ilus  To sing In code, The Occirzmian troubadours did so in order
to convey their Messages and dher imitlation without giving themselves
away, Amor, for example, was the opposite of Christian, papal Roma.
Roma is Amor spelt backwards, the opposite of the A-Mor of the
traubadours.

Tuatha De Damane In Irish tradition, they are the &Lsir of Norse legend,
the divine ancestors who descended from the stars, the Hyperboreans.

Tultw Kind of Bodhisatrva of Tibetan Tantrism. A liberated being who
becomes reincarnated as an avatar, ubiquitowsly, in a number of beings
or in a whole people, a kind of Race Spiric,

Tupahue MNative name for the hill of San Cristobal, in Santiago de Chile.
It means ‘Abode of God’,

Turn of the Wheel Eternal Retumn acearding to the Nietzschian concept,
distinet idea of reincarmation. It s the original, polar, nordico-aryan
concept. The etcrnal return of the same thing

Lléima Thule The capital of Hyperborea, the lost holy land. The Greek
navigator and researcher Piteas of Marseilles searched for it in the north,

600 years before our era, _
Nowadays, we use Greek terms tor these regions and continents be-
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cause we don't know sheir true names. Doubtless the Geemanie, Mordic
tradition approximates more closely to the rroe onginal.
For the Hindu-Aryins, it was Aryanabaiji, the land of the Aryan, of

the Aryan Brotherhood.

Urdhavaretas  To go backwards, towards che point of origin, retracing the
involution of Kaliyuga.

Limta Superior energy, spiritual power. The fifth-bormn women of
Hyperborea, the pricstcsses of magie love, possessed 1t on their
toreheads.

Vajra Immioreal, red macter, 3z hard as diamond, immortalised,

Vajra-cita  Language of the immortal mind.

Vajra-rupa  Immortal body made of Vajra.

Fajra-yana  Way of Vajra, of immorrality,

Valkyrie Disincarnate woman, mystical wife of the hero, who accompan-
tes him in his struggle and waits for him in Valhalla to hand him the cup
of the Grail filled with the ambrosia of eternal life.

Famir Mame of the divine Hyperborean ancestors in the Edde. They enter
into battle with their relacdves, the Asir, and later they intermarry,
giving rise to the Teutonic peoples, They are like the Pandavas and
Koravas of the great war of the Mahabharata. The Vanir lived in the
Hypethotean norch. Atlas or Irmin is said to have been a Van, He
supports the pillar, Odin or Wotan 15 an Asa, The God of the Axe, who
travels with an axe.

Vara-Mudra  Magic gesture which destroys fear and bestows favour.

Vama Means colour and also caste.

Vimana Mpysterious flying object, impelled by melodious sounds, Flying
Disc spoken of in the Ramayana and the Mahabharata.

¥ira  The tantric hero, the semi-divine man-hero.

Vishmw God of the Hindu Trilogy. He is the Preserver,

Viluspa  Most imporcant part of the Edda, in which the Ragnardk or
Twilight of the Gods is described. Mevertheless, the Gods will come
back to ife. The namie comes from the propheress, Viala, a Hyperborean
MNorn.

Vril Magical, spiritual power or organ which pues one in touch with all
the universes, with the other ‘parallel worlds’, and with the other
dimensions. The Hyperboreans - especially the female magician, the
female guru, the fifth-born in a family — possessed this power,

HWafeln The ghost ship of the Morth Pole. It searches for the lost
Hyperborea, It also symbolises Kundaling, because it tries to return o
the point of origin, navigating beneath the surface of the water wich all
its lights on. I 1s like Quetzalcoat!'s fiery Winged Serpent.

Whire Gods  In American legend, they are said 1o be the Hyperboreans
who came to America in tmes long past, before the Hyperborean
continent was submerged, when the poles changed places and the axis of
the earth shifted.

Wildes Heer The Furious Horde of the dead warnors of Odin-Wotan




ﬁ

190 MNos: Book of the Resurvection

which will return at the end of time as the “last barcalion”, o fight the
decisive battle for the retum of the Gods and the restoration of the
Golden Age. The transfiguration of man and the earth. The resurrection
Worvre Saelde  Mysterious woman, guide of the Minnesdnger, the German
troubadours, the Sons of Woevee Saelde, of lsolde,
Wotan  Odin. His emblematic weapon is the axe, a Hyperborean sign

Yegdrasil  Another name which the Edda give to the tree. It 1s destroyed
during the Ragnardk,

Yoga Hindu philosophical system, science and technigue of “onity’ or
reintegration, in the Vedanta, Technique, scence of absolute *disuniey
in Samkhva dualism. Art of ‘individuation’, of totality. in the Tantra,
Way of Absolute Personality and the Superman, of Resurrection, in the
revelations made in this book. The way of NOS.

1.r"|.1_|,glr'rll' Initiated woman of Tancrism.,
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