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Preface 

 

The following strange little book is not a treatise or a     

manual. It is not a poem. It is not fiction, and nor is it 

non-fiction. It is not a prayer book, nor a song book. It 

is not a grimoire. It is not a literary book, nor a book of 

history. It is not a reference book or a text book. It is 

what it is: a strange little book. 

For the writer it is an echo of an echo, a shadow of a 

shadow, a dream about wakefulness. But of course in 

reality it is what it is for you. 



Introduction 

 

Let me write a book, a little book, a strange little book. 

Let it be for the kin. Let it be a book in the here and 

now, but let it point to the high heaven and the long 

ago. What few seeds I have, let me scatter them, not 

caring whether on good or poor ground, for who can 

know which seed will sprout, or where, or even when? 

Let me commit them to the care of Nature’s secret 

work; and may the good fruit of my labours be hers.   

A living, breathing, subtle web stretches across the 

world, connecting together the kin who dwell upon this 

earth; connecting us too with those who have been and 

gone, and with those of our ilk and grade who as yet 

are still to come. The kin of yesterday, today and       

tomorrow are as one in the eternal now; together, and 

yet alone, we wander the wide world, searching for a 

home. It is so for all our tribe: wanderers who like   

Orion hunger for the morn. Unique in so many ways, 

yet brothers and sisters all, bonded forever in the   

spirit.  

Our thoughts are carried unhindered to all kindred 

minds. So let us send our songs forth upon the        

billowing ether, for who but Nature knows in which 

heart and mind they will find a resting place. And who 

but Nature knows what secret light may kindle. Great 

beacons can from little sparks be born. So send forth 

thy song and fear not. 
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And though we may be far from whence we came, there 

is in all diasporas an inner bond that ties the one 

abroad unto his home. The bonds are the golden clues 

we follow in the labyrinth of the world. They lead us on 

to the steeply slanting ray; they lead us to the golden 

shore, and to the streaming Milky Way. They are 

formed of the fabric of who we truly are: of light and life 

and love. Thus it has ever been; and thus will it ever 

be.  

Let us bow our heads in gratitude to those who sang so 

long ago, and yet we hear them still. For even when the 

frost of cruel winter was on their beards and the icy 

blast laid all their loved ones low, they found a way to 

smile and held safe within their hearts the promised 

child of May. And as it was in times long gone, it will be 

so in those to come. For amid the blood and thunder of 

the wicked world future members of our tribe will     

intone their hymns of blesséd peace and all the powers 

and virtues that flow therefrom. Even now, when biting  

serpents hunt abroad by night, and have left their fetid 

swamps in search of human prey, there still are those 

who climb the hill to sing the songs of home, and raise 

their voice in praise of Him whose light they’ve come to 

bear  

So let us line up our hearts and minds with those of 

kindred hearts and minds, wherever they may be. But 

let us do so beyond the reach of the wicked, whose only 

work is to test the work of better men. Let us for a 

while at least soothe away the worries of a worried  
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world and raise our minds up high. Up high to where 

the song of laughing boy is heard. For see how he   

raises his wand aloft and with spells unknown to men 

on earth dissolves the gathering gloom. O golden child 

of a golden heart, I hear thy golden song. O, thou      

radiant one, make me simple, make me wise. 

Let us go a-wandering then, with a light heart and a 

twinkle in our eye. And let us be counted among the 

gentle ones, the harmless and the mild. Let us not be 

quick to anger or intolerance, but instead hold on to 

peace within. For knowing what we know, who is there 

among us who will harden his heart against the sorry 

plight of men? Who will turn away, refusing to feed the 

hungry child who asks for bread, or pass by the aged 

woman who struggles with her load? Yea, let us be 

kind; let us be still and quiet; and let us be thankful 

for the blessings we bring from our home unto the   

twilight of the world.  

But beware the hard of heart, for the hard and fixed of 

heart will surely break in the night of searching      

Saturn. Neither let us look for help to the self-satisfied 

nor the proud; for they, like Icarus, soon enough will 

fall. And let us pity those who would run here and 

there, wearing out mind and body in pursuit of worth-

less wealth and worldly fame; and those too with  

bended backs, heavy-laden with low desires. But most 

of all let us spurn the tricksters, the babblers of       

untruth, and the masters of deceit.  
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For we have quenched the fires of belligerent self in the 

waters of renunciation. We have sealed that which is 

holy within these holy walls, and the jewel without a 

price is in the treasure-house. We have made our realm 

a moderate realm; and have granted noble conscience 

its sceptre and prerogative. And our captain, he     

without fear, strong among the strong, is the defender 

of our faith. 

So let us join our voice with the spirit of our tribe and 

bring to life the words of our kin of long ago and of 

those still yet to come. Let the words be made in the 

eternal now, in the safety of a silent heart. Let us sing 

our song and dance our dance unhindered by these 

dark times, for the promise of the light is ever seen in 

the hour before the dawn. O Father, let our hope not be 

forlorn, but let the powers above and those below    

conjoin, so that the laughing child be heard again on 

earth, to raise aloft the minds of men. 

Aye, let us go a-wandering, among the gardens and the 

groves. Let us for a while leave to men the paths of 

men, and seek our heart’s desire. Let us walk in the 

high lands, and in the flowery meadow, and in the deep 

hush of the ferny woods. Let us read what secret words 

we can in the pattern of the leaves, on the surface    

ripple of the hidden loch, in the silvery clouds that 

clothe the light, and in the runes of sacred stones. And 

let us rise upon the beauty of it all to hear the drifting 

songs of kin upon the scented breeze.   

But let us not speak of God to cruel men, nor utter His  

 

4 



holy name in the presence of the darker ones; for they 

will stain the white altar stone with the thickened 

blood of lower self. They will raise up unjust gods, in 

the image of themselves, and veil the Truth of Him in 

low and selfish thoughts; and they will smother hope 

till nought of true religion lives, save in the memory of 

the kin. And their false gods will flourish, darkening 

and degrading the lot of all who dwell upon the Earth; 

and the lower ones will rejoice, and see the sprouting 

of the seed delayed until a future time.   

Speak not of Him to them, for the God of our tribe is a 

God of Light and not of darkness; and our God is not 

an angry God, but one of Compassion and Mercy. So 

let us withdraw into the holy of holies and in silent   

adoration offer up our gratitude for the blessings      

bestowed on us by the One God of All. Let us cleanse 

ourselves of lower thought, and send forth our little 

song to the Glory and Majesty of Him: the Seed, the 

Root, and Sacred Branch; He, the Supreme Power 

whose reflected form doth shine upon the spotless  

mirror of undistorted Truth, together with his Queen, 

Holy Virgin and Mother of Mercy, Boundless and      

Immaculate, She of many hallowed names and    

countless forms.  

O Mother of All, hear our prayer. For you are the 

Queen of Heaven with a crown of glittering stars, the 

Night that brings forth Day. And the golden child upon 

your knee or suckling at your breast will one day come 

to lift the hearts of men to thee, if and when they wish  
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it so. O scented Earth that holds the seed of all that’s 

good and mild, bring forth the laughing Spring. O  

Spirit of mercy and holy love, help all men to bruise 

this serpent’s head which has ever been a foe to them 

and thee. O moon of goodness in the mystic night, hear 

our prayer; for you are the womb of all that is, or 

seems to be, within the realms from high to low.   

Wherever rests the inner eye: above, below, within, 

without, in times long gone, or yet to come, or now, 

your substance and His fire are all that can be found. 

Never has there been a time when the kin have not 

sent forth their songs to Thee. Never has there been a 

time, and nor will there ever be, when they have failed 

to worship thee and thy counterpart divine. 

Those who know, the happy few, call you Isis and with 

kindled hearts put their hope and trust in thee, whose 

waters revive the failing world to life again; and whose 

smile of innocence calms the fierce storm to perfect 

peace. Mother of grain, of seed, of fruit and stem and 

flower, O voice, O vision, O Holy House of God, O  

beauty beyond compare, hear our prayer, and heal the 

broken hearts of all. 

The kin, wandering on their way, can sometimes catch 

a song of hope upon a sacred breeze that She, for pity’s 

sake, sends to them at dawn, when the new shoots of 

flowers come forth in the meadow and all the scented 

Earth is in Her care. So let us all be still awhile and list 

for the song of laughing boy, belovéd of the Father and 

the Mother, the Son that comes to save. 
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The Son of the Father and the Mother is known by 

some as Christ, by some Horus, and by others Krishna, 

beloved of Radha, who is said to have walked the Earth 

so long ago. He whose  

“…azure breast glittered with pearls of unblemished  

lustre, like the full bed of the cerulean Tamuna, inter-

spersed with curls of white foam. From his graceful 

waist flowed a pale yellow robe, which resembled the 

golden dust of the water lily, scattered over its blue    

petals. His passion was inflamed by the glances of her 

eyes, which played like a pair of water birds with azure 

plumage, that sport near a full blown lotos on a pool, in 

the season of dew. Bright ear-rings, like two suns,     

displayed, in full expansion, the flowers of his cheeks 

and lips, which glistened with the liquid radiance of 

smiles. His locks, interwoven with blossoms, were like a 

cloud variegated with moon-beams; and on his forehead 

shone a circle of odorous oils, extracted from the sandal 

of Malaya—like the moon just appearing on the dusky 

horizon; while his whole body seemed in a flame, from 

the blaze of unnumbered gems.” 1 

And as his song drifts like perfume on the air some of 

our kin will hear, or will think they hear, fragments of a 

verse or maybe two. And the words of the song will be 

accompanied by the sweetest sounds of tiny silver and 

golden bells, entrancing the senses and the mind from 

within. And when the song has ended they will try to 

remember, but will not do so; though its distant echo 

will live on forevermore as the song of laughing boy  
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deep within their hearts. 

Come, it says, let the dancers among you dance, and let 

the singers sing; and let your dance be my dance and 

your song be my song, that each heart that hears shall 

know the joy of my joy. And though the distant echo of 

my song shall live beneath thy stammering tongue, its 

source shall be unknown. And while thy stumbling feet 

shall trace the shadow of my dance, no lower man will 

know from whence the pattern came, from far beyond 

the shambles of their world. 

And the fruit of our labours shall be good; and those 

who eat thereof shall hunger no more. They shall dance 

as we dance and sing as we sing, for through each of 

thee I shall come to them. Thou shalt take their hand as 

I have taken thine. 

Of one flame are we, and ever shall remain. From this 

day forth we’ll walk the sun-kissed path; and at the 

day’s end we shall together cross the ocean of forgetful-

ness to re-join our belovéd kin on the golden shores of 

home. And we shall quench our thirst at the well of living 

waters amid the dewy fields and shining halls of       

paradise. 

For I, even I, am the Guiding Light, whose time is soon, 

and shall not be denied. 

The moon that sinks beneath the sea doth rise again to 

cast her rays on the silvery banks of sleeping Earth. 

The sun that sets in western skies returns at dawn to 

bring the song of day. We too fall and rise, and fall and  
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rise again. This is our destiny. Falling and rising a  

million times, until at last we fall to rise for evermore. 

Sol and Luna appear to part but will embrace again at 

God’s appointed time. 

So let the noble kin come forth to day with the song of 

laughing boy singing in their heart. Let them come 

forth unhindered from the twelve divisions. Let the 

flocks of Ra and the sons of Jacob be protected. Let the 

children cultivate the fields of the divine harvest in the 

plains of Amenta, where they reap for Ra as followers 

of Horus the beloved son; let it be said of all the kin: 

 “They labour at the harvest, they collect the corn…” 2 

All men born here belong elsewhere, and come from 

near or far. Once born on Earth they fall asleep to 

dream their dreams. And from their dreams some few 

men wake or half-wake to bear or test the light.  

The story of the kin tells of a great descent, down from 

realms more fair unto life on Earth. It is a tale of tears, 

of tragedy, sacrifice, death and corruption, and of 

struggles most grim between the ancient houses of 

good and evil; but it also tells of victory and beauty and 

freedom, of peace and of rebirth in the light of a new 

creation; and it tells of the joyous return of the worthy 

prodigal to his rightful place. This is our lot as we do 

the rounds. This is the way along which we go             

a-wandering. This is the wonderful adventure. This is 

Life and all that Life entails. 

Let us play out our minor part in each scene of the  
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tragi-comedy of this life. Let us learn our lessons in full 

and with whatever certainty we can; let us rise above 

our trials to bear the light, for soon  

“The Little Man having walked three times round the 

cairawan will now retire behind the curtain.”3 

One day on Earth we wear the sock and the next we 

wear the buskin. The dress rehearsal for the great   

performance requires both. But if the song of laughing 

boy alights upon our hearts we know only the flowers 

of eternal Spring and the rosebud that never withers; 

we know only wine and splashing water and the gentle 

dew that feeds the fields and meadows; and with that 

song we are with the kin again, happy among those 

who know and love us well. So let us leave behind   

echoes of his song in every place, so that those who 

come anon might hear and spark their hearts to Life.   

Let us hush the lower self to sleep and so unhindered 

by the world turn our ear to the song of heaven. Let us 

square the circle of our destiny. Let us sit in each of 

the four corners and behold the bull, the lion, the  

scorpion and the man. Let us turn to each quarter and 

list to the singing stars, royal stars and rulers, yet 

ruled themselves by He who rules us all.  

But do not think that man can know more than God 

and Law permit; and those who truly know are not  

disposed to tell. Nevertheless, let us see what we can 

notice. Let us tell what stories we have heard, or 

thought we heard, upon the morning’s breeze. But let  
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us tell them in the manner of the kin, in the language 

of long ago and far away. Let us ring the bell and weigh 

the anchor, forsaking Earth and the dust of earthly 

day. Let us lie beneath a moonless sky and sail awhile 

the starry oceans of the night, to disembark on the  

distant shores of home… 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Edward Moor 

2. Gerald Massey 

3. Charles Dickens 
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Aries 

 

It is said that the first manifestations of Life are those 

which come forth as the consequence of the great    

cosmic primary forces, themselves effects of the Divine 

Will. The urge to manifest enters upon the darkness of 

the sleeping cosmos and the dark clouds gather to 

clothe the dazzling light.  

Beneath the gaze of God the blissful ocean of our 

Mother rises, falls, folds and unfolds, amid the holy 

breath of Silent Peace; and from out that radiant sea a 

spirit springs, of light and flame and consciousness. 

But lo, the hammer swift of silent death doth shatter 

the spotless mirror, self, into a thousand fractured       

images. Thus begins the kin’s descent down into the 

charnel houses of the flesh to tread their troubled 

round of heartache and adversity. Down they come   

into the blood and battle of material life. The shadows 

lengthen and the night approaches. The clouds of  

matter gather and thicken. Yet still further, the self  

descends, until in the spheres of low vibrations even 

hope doth trudge its weary way, and all seems deep  

regret and dark despair. And so it is that we begin with 

the saddest of tales: that of he who is slain in sacrifice. 

O what is this force that pushes man on? What is it 

that drives him through the frenzy of the ever-changing 

world? What thrusts him outwards, making and         

re-making the new, ever seeking to clothe his silent  
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and formless spirit in the shapes and sounds of     

matter? What is it that urges the unseen thoughts of 

man to take a body and manifest, for good or ill? O 

thou Sinbad, be still. Cease. Turn thyself away from 

this worthless world; forsake thy search for the metals 

of the Earth and seek instead the treasures of heaven. 

O thou intrepid one, why must thou wander the wide 

world when heaven’s peace is nigh?  

Death, or sleep, or dreams, or that which men on 

Earth call life, forever scatters self in falseness and   

delusion; it grinds the brightest treasure to finest dust, 

and casts it abroad upon a howling gale of ignorance. 

Or else it locks it up in a box within a box, and sends it 

deep into the ocean’s depths; or buries each separate 

particle of every atom far below the crushing weight of 

Earth, concealing self from self beneath the burning 

sands. O thou fallen one, thou who has been cut into 

pieces, thou who has been scattered, thy wife and all 

the gods shed tears for thee.  

So the sun, shorn of all its beams enters the pit of 

night and seeks in vain once more the Eastern Gate of 

Dawn. The lamb is slain; his life-blood is spilled and 

the whole of heaven weeps for him. O thou Son of God, 

thou Lamb, the guardians of the sun raise up their 

voice in song, and pledge themselves to follow,        

protecting thee throughout the darkest night. O thou 

snowy lamb of innocence and purity, the gentle one, 

the merciful, the stars of Aries hear thy angels’ song, 

and shine more brightly in reply. 
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For a period lasting some two thousand years and  

ending two hundred years or so after the birth of 

Christ, Aries was the constellation in which occurred 

the first day of spring. The name Aries is Latin, while 

the Greeks knew the constellation as Krios or Crius, 

meaning Ram. Synonymous terms include the Hebrew 

Teli, the Syrian Amru, the Persian Bara or Berre, and 

the Parsi Varak or Warrag. The Babylonians called this 

constellation The Hired Labourer. In Arabia it was Al 

Hamal, the Sheep; and Hamal is also the name of the 

constellation’s brightest star. In China the name of the 

constellation has been variously translated, with     

renderings including the dog, bond, belly, to name but 

a few. Together with Taurus, and Gemini it constituted 

for them the group of stars identified with The White 

Tiger in the West.  

Some of the titles of the constellation, such as Portitor 

Phrixi, Phrixi Vector, and so on, refer to the myth of the 

hero Phrixus who fled with his sister Helle on the back 

of a ram to escape their resentful stepmother Ino.  

During the flight Helle ignored the injunction not to 

look back and so fell into the sea; but Phrixus escaped 

and later sacrificed the ram in tribute to Jupiter. He 

hung its fleece in the sacred grove of Ares where it    

became the Golden Fleece, the object of Jason’s        

famous voyage.   

Aries has also been connected to the great god of      

ancient Thebes, Amen or Amun who was often        

represented with ram’s horns. Some have said that  
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when joined with the Sun in the character of Amen-Ra 

he represents the one and only God, the three-in-one 

as Father, Mother and Son combined. The great temple 

to Amen-Ra is approached through an avenue of       

gigantic ram-headed sphinxes. 

The brightest of the individual stars are in the head. 

The main star, Hamal marks the forehead. It is said 

that this is the star which was celebrated by the 

Greeks at the festival of Jupiter Ammon, where they 

gave thanks for the return of the Sun to Aries with the 

sacrifice of rams. However, Ptolemy offers an            

alternative placement for this star, referring to it as the 

star over the head, believing that it was not part of   

Aries proper, but of the class of stars considered      

unformed, or in other words, not included in the      

figures or forms of the constellations. Sharatan and 

Mesarthim are often considered together and were     

referred to by the Persians as the Protecting Pair or the 

Butters. 

Though the songs of Aries echo from the darkness of 

the all-too-distant past, the overtones and undertones 

still can stir the many kinds of men from  sleep. And as 

the aeons come and go who but the Father, who 

watches from afar, knows when their song will change 

from sadness unto joy? Who but He will know the    

appointed time when the angels shall not sing of he 

who was bound and slain, but of he who comes to bind 

and slay? When will the lamb slain in sacrifice become 

the re-born conquering sun? For two songs there are in 
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every constellation: one sings of that which men call 

good, the other known by them as evil.  

A sacrifice is made, and the lamb is slain. The       

overwhelming urge to form cannot be stayed. Pushing 

ever forward the light descends unto the darkest pit, 

which the watching angels weep to see. O laughing 

boy, bound in iron, despised and rejected of men, 

where thy song now? Where thy twinkling eye and rosy 

cheek?  

But fear not, as down through all the ages an echo and 

a spark of the original song is kept alive, for spirit   

cannot die. And when the time is ripe and all the work 

is done a pure flame is kindled in each heart of perfect 

peace: a saving grace and golden salve of God, a fiery 

pool of ever-tranquil radiance in which the plunging 

mind doth bathe itself in wakefulness. And from that 

holy place comes forth the one who comes to conquer, 

he who fights and subdues. And the song of his song is 

victory. 

O Lord, awaken the holy power that assists all true 

warriors. For the evils of this world come from below 

and are balanced by the good which comes from above. 

O, may all the kin turn away, turn to seek their        

adventures on the other path; for listen, the song of 

laughing boy calls them back: 

The men of earth die when they are born, and fall into 

the stream. But you, my beloved children, you shall not 

know the double-death, but shall rise with me to the  
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Good and True. 

For I am the Golden Ram whose Force cannot be stayed; 

I, the Wearer of the Fleece of Kingship; I, the Ascending 

Way and the Slayer of Dreams; I the Gnosis of High       

Estate; I, the Lord of the Jubilee; I, the Flower of         

Unfolding Spring; I, the Sun that Lights the Cloud; I, the 

Song of Heaven, whose time is soon and shall not be  

denied. 

For just as the planted acorn becomes the mighty oak, 

the sacrificial lamb of righteousness becomes the virile 

ram, the ram of power, the golden horned and golden 

fleeced; he, the leader of his flock of stars, the        

Ram-sun who opens up the year; he who has fed on 

the laughter of many springs and on the tears of many 

winters past; he who has gathered in the fiery essence 

of experience. All that is not consumed is added to his 

store. The Earth falls away, but the jewel is put in the 

treasure-house. 

He it is who makes the beginning. He it is who grows in 

strength to drive away the darkness of night and    

scatter the enveloping cloud. O let all the kin at the 

dawning of day lift up their gaze to behold the radiant 

horns of him who butts open the stable door. Once 

slain in the night of hell, but now risen to the bright 

sky, at evening time his golden rays shine upon the 

fleecy clouds, changing the white wool of morning to 

fine-spun gold. O thou bringer of forward progress, 

who could resist thy fiery impulse and urge divine? O 

thou breaker down of obstacles who or what could  
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obstruct thee on thy way? 

Thou it is who opens up for us the prisons of the     

waters, and seizes the treasure from the magic    

mountain. Thou the slayer of Vrtra, hymned by the kin 

of long ago: 

“…Thou, gladdened by the juice, hast set the waters 

free and broken Vṛtra's stony fences through and 

through…  

…Wherewith the iron one, fierce e’en against the strong, 

in rapture, fettered wily Śushṇa fast in bonds…  

…The Lord of Light that he whose laws stand fast might 

aid with power and with the help he gives. The holy 

sages form a ring, looking and singing to the Ram.      

Inciters, full of vigour, not to be deceived, are with the 

chanters, nigh to bear.”1 

Rejoice, for the Child of the Mother, the lamb that 

cometh has become the adult ram, the leader of his 

heavenly flock. Behold the lamb upon the mount, son 

of the father and mother, lord and prince in the palace 

of the sun, where the cruel chains of Earth are not, but 

where the finest bonds of purest love reconcile all parts 

to one, and the blessings of God fall like summer rain 

upon our happy heads. Come, like the kin of long ago, 

let us join the procession at springtime. With the stars 

of Aries, and amid the hallelujahs of His priests, let us 

sing our songs to Amen-Ra, the ram-headed, the fertile 

and the creative, whose own place in the heavens was 

known as the Indicator of the Reborn Sun. 

 

19 



O thou ram who comes to save, redeemer and        

messenger of the sun, thou who penetrates the clouds, 

let me climb upon thy back and fly with thee back 

home. Let me hold on to thy fleece and let me not fall 

off. Let me make it to the end. Let me not be             

impetuous. Let me not look back lest, like Helle, I 

plunge once more into the watery depths. O let me not 

be devoured again by the shadow of my destiny, but let 

me go with the kin to Karnak. Let me behold the city of 

the ram-headed sphinx that soon enough will spread 

its wings to fly… 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Rig Veda 
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Cassiopeia 

 

As we sailed the starry night we beheld the seated lady, 

Cassiopeia. Some among our crew saw in her the risen 

mind enthroned. Others saw a sign, a promise and a 

prophecy. Its stars they said sing unto the loyal and 

loving followers, the congregated church, belovéd of the 

Lord. They sing, they said, of the day when they shall 

break free from their earthly bonds and return to him 

as the queen and bride returneth to her king.  Some 

heard the sadder song of sacrifice and called her the  
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womb of a material birth, and the night in which the 

sun doth set each time a man returns to earthly life.  

The name Cassiopeia refers to the mythological Greek 

queen of that name. She was the wife of Cepheus and 

mother of Andromeda. Her boasting and vanity upset 

the Nereids who complained to Poseidon. He sent the 

sea-monster Cetus to wreak havoc on the coast.       

Cepheus was advised that to save his kingdom he 

must sacrifice his daughter Andromeda to Cetus, 

which he did by chaining her to a rock in the sea. 

However, in return for her hand in marriage, the hero 

Perseus saved her from being devoured by breaking 

her chains and killing Cetus. 

The stars that make up our constellation Cassiopeia 

were in Egypt identified with the constellation of the 

thigh, leg or haunch. Some authorities consider this to 

symbolise the Mother principle and the place of birth 

and rebirth in the heaven of eternity, or the Meschen of 

the Western Mount. 

The later Arabians called it Al Dhat al Kursiyy, the    

Lady in the Chair, although their earlier astronomers 

figured the constellation as a hand with a henna      

tattoo. Individual stars include Schedir, derived from 

the Arabic Al Sadr, the Breast, also Caph, which 

marked the corner of the chair, Achird marking the 

queen’s girdle, and Rucha or Ruchbah, from Al Rukbah, 

the Knee. 

The songs of all the stars reach the Earth from so far  

 

22 



away and so long ago that many of them are now      

almost lost to us; and what remains of some of them 

has become confused in the minds of men.   

O Queen, are you the symbol of material life, the   

mother of the afflicted one who comes to suffer? Is thy 

poor child he who is ever dumb and blind, wandering 

the world in vain, hungry for health and peace and 

happiness? Are you the mother of he of whom the 

prophets sang so long ago? 

“He was oppressed, and he was afflicted, yet he     

humbled himself and opened not his mouth; as a lamb 

that is led to the slaughter, and as a sheep that before 

her shearers is dumb; yea, he opened not his mouth... 

And he made his grave with the wicked and with the 

rich in his death.”1  

The dark mists of Nyx and Erebus shut out the light of 

Aether, the blue sky of day; but lo how the Golden Star 

scatters the clouds at morning time.  

O lady are thou the fabled Queen of Ethiopia, she who 

unties the  tresses of the night, the night through 

which all who come to earth doth sail? Or art thou the 

blesséd nourisher in Amenta, whose arms embrace the 

risen one, like the branches of the sycamore; and 

whose hair is spread like the leaves of the holy       

tamarisk? Are yours the songs of passion and death, or 

will you sing to me of salvation and the resurrection of 

the coming day?  

She answers not and so on we sail… 
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1. Isaiah 53 
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Cetus 

 

The Night spreads out her mysterious locks; and in the 

watery abyss, in the lake of  darkness, he who opposes 

lurks in wait for the coming light. O, thou stars of    

Cetus, cease thy singing, for the sun is slain. The     

devourer, the beast that swallows, the pursuer of little 

fish, enshrouds the radiant child. The monster clings, 

it grips, and it writhes and twists its enormous body in 

the waters of the deep. The darkened clouds of passion 

and greed, of  hatred and lust, envelop the golden boy.  

Its coils weigh him down and hold him fast. 

Cetus was the terrible sea monster sent by Poseidon to 

ravage the lands of Cassiopeia and Cepheus. Just as it 
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was about to devour Andromeda, it was slain by the 

hero Perseus. However this depiction of the type of the 

monster was based upon far earlier templates. It was 

for instance related to the ancient Mesopotamian     

version, Tiamat, the bringer forth of monsters, whose 

bodies she filled ‘with poison instead of blood’.  

Originally she was not considered evil, and cosmically 

she represented the mother principle, or the elemental 

chaos out of which cosmos appears at the beginning of 

creation; but eventually she took on evil characteristics 

in the minds of men. She became confused with even 

earlier types of evil, including the Egyptian Apap, an 

enormous water reptile which, as the symbol of     

darkness and drought, ever threatens to swallow the 

light and destroy the sprouting seed. 

The type can also be detected in the biblical story of 

Jonah. 

“I cried by reason of mine affliction unto the Lord, and 

he heard me; out of the belly of hell cried I, and thou 

heardest my voice. For thou hadst cast me into the deep, 

in the midst of the seas; and the floods compassed me 

about: all thy billows and thy waves passed over me”.1 

O, let me, like Jonah, light a fire, and come forth at the 

appointed time. Let me not be swallowed again. For it 

is said that the days of Leviathan are numbered, and 

that he will be bound with a great iron chain. And his 

host of stars will lament their wounded leader. Mira, 

the unsteady deceiver, whose irregular light was said to 
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transgress the laws of God as it refused to come in its 

proper season, was consequently considered rebellious 

by some, and so it came to represent in Christian 

minds the great adversary of light and life and love. 

Yea, they said, when the Christ cometh Mira will shake 

with fear, for his days too are numbered. And then too 

shall Menkar, the star that marks the gaping jaw, shine 

bright with terror; and Deneb Kaitos, derived from the 

Arabic for sea monster’s tail, will sing no more of     

cruelty and death.  

O, may all the kin escape the dark shadow of their   

sun-bright destiny. May they rise to see the light and 

hear the song of laughing boy. 

As the shadows melt beneath the rosy dawn, and as the 

sprites of hell flee once more the slanting ray, so shall 

the slayer of innocents, the rebel who repents not, be 

gathered unto darker realms to drink the gall of his     

intolerance.  

But you, my kith and kin, you shall wash in sunbeams, 

and rise above thy afflictions, as the golden star rises to 

glitter upon the waters of the East. 

For I, even I, am the God-given Power; I am the Light; I 

am the Life; and I am the Love that binds the kin to me; I 

am He whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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1. Jonah 2:2 
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Perseus 

 

Locked within a cruel chest and cast beneath the 

waves, a mother and a child were caught in the net of a 

Fisher-man.  That child, a son of the golden shower, 

was Perseus, the hero, the champion. Hail, thou, the 

slayer of she who turns the heart to stone. Hail, thou, 

the mighty one who frees the bride from the flinty rock 

of material life. Thou art the hope that saves the fallen 

one from certain death. O, come and free thy kin who 

are amidst the bondsmen of the earth; come and      

release those who are caught in the snares of lower 

self; come, for the mouth of Cetus is near and I smell 

its breath upon the shrieking gales of stormy Earth. 
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Hail, thou of the sickle-sword, who ascends on the 

wings of Hermes, who wears the cap of secrecy, whose 

polished shield is wisdom, and whose time is soon and 

shall not be denied. I hear thy song above the raging 

seas and the crashing waves. Thy stars sing of release 

to the moon that mourns. They foretell that one day 

soon enough the lamb that was slain shall come forth 

swiftly to redeem, and will overcome the devourer and 

the wicked one who binds the soul to darksome Earth. 

Hail, Bershaush, breaker of Andromeda’s heavy chains. 

Hail, Mirfak, the star that marks his elbow.  Rise, Atiks, 

the star at the heel, and speed thy master to his task.  

Perseus is usually depicted holding Medusa’s severed 

head in his right hand, and another variable star in the 

constellation, Algol or Al Ghul, is called by Ptolemy the 

bright one in the Gorgon head. Its name means evil  

spirit, demon, ghoul. The Hebrews knew it as Rosh ha 

Satan, meaning Satan's Head. In Egypt, one of the 

judges that, it was said, faced the deceased to test his 

worthiness was called the eater of the shades; and 

some conjecture that this may be the origin of the 

ghouls of folklore who the Arabs characterise as      

mischief-makers.  By changing their appearance they 

mislead travellers in the wilderness, or can sometimes 

be found in graveyards feeding on the dead.  

It is of interest to note that when Perseus beheaded 

Medusa, Pegasus and Chrysaor sprang fully grown 

from her body. Tradition has it that Poseidon was their 

father. All know something of the famous winged  
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stallion, but Chrysaor is less well known. His name 

means he who has a golden sword. Also, the manner of 

their birth is reminiscent of the birth of Athena who, 

with Hermes’ help, sprang from Zeus’ head already 

armed and wearing a full set of armour.  

O, let the work of the kin be not threatened; and may 

all the arts of Hell be confounded. Let our efforts not be 

delayed; may our preparations be complete; and may 

the stars, the angels and all the powers of heaven guide 

our hand. And may God read that which is written on 

the tablet of our hearts and send to each of us a Son, a 

hero, a child of light, to overcome the foe and sing the 

songs of our release. 

The men of earth are led astray by the illusions of      

material life, and so forever wander in the wilderness of 

the world; but you my beloved sons and daughters; you 

shall be led to the place of peace, where the golden 

sword of the Spirit protects the resolute. 

For I am the Horseman of Heaven; I am the Hero who 

Comes Swiftly to Save; I, the One Who Subdues; I, the 

Slayer of the Gorgon and the Scourge of Rebel Powers; I, 

the Breaker of Chains; I the Destroyer of Darkness; I, 

even I, The Prince whose time is soon and shall not be 

denied… 
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Taurus 

 

It was the early watch and the watchman gazed above 

at the softly flaming stars and dreamed of home. Weary 

and worn, he sighed and remembered England,       

emerald green in May, when the fields are fresh and all 

the land’s in bud and bloom. But the bonny boat sailed 

on, taking him further and further from his kith and 

kin, on to unknown shores and new experiences, to 

lessons bright and grim. 

The self, when the time arrives, is carried by law into 

the realms of matter; and the seaman is carried far 

away from his home and the land of his birth. And  

voyaging thus he dreams and his memories fade, 

though never completely die. Alone in the dark night, 

sailing the circle of the heavens, he cries salty tears 

and half remembers those he loved, but left so long 

ago; and sometimes in the day too, adrift upon the 

waves, beneath the burning sun, he yearns to be in 

England, the land of his youth, where gentle rains fall 

soft upon the green meadow.  

And as the songs of the singing stars echoed in his 

mind there was a great sadness in his heart. ‘Send him 

down’, they said, ‘veil his eyes and clip his wings; feed 

him bitter fruit and gall; for where he goeth, there are 

but tears, regrets and shame. 

There are many who enter, but few who find the way. 

The seed that’s planted in the ground but rarely  
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sprouts; and when it does the tender shoot is often 

scorched, or rots within some cold and boggy place. 

The man who comes to earth is often led to drown  

himself in dark desires; or to lose his way in the      

tangled woods of lower self; or unloving and unloved, 

he faileth in the wilderness. 

We enter the downward stream to don the mask of who 

we seem to be and take up once more the task of     

further evolution. But lacking peace, the restless self is 

carried along through that which men on Earth call 

life. And as in a dream, upon the shifting sand he 

builds the shambles of a house. But alas, each house 

he builds is washed unto oblivion by the ever changing 

tide, only for him to replace it with another and        

another. And so incarnation after incarnation we are         

required to return until all our lessons are learned, our 

task complete, and desire for life on Earth is spent. 

Truly, the grim acts of lower man, heaped one upon 

another, are the creators of his fate, unless he turns 

from them to kinder ways. And as the soft-eyed calf 

that strays is overcome by the encircling wolves, so 

shall the unwatchful and rebellious ones who feed their 

passions dire come to know a death within a death. 

But the lowly heed not the many warnings and fix their 

minds only on the foolish objects of their foolish       

desires, creating pain for themselves and for all of 

those they touch.  And the darkness increases until the 

Earth itself sheds tears of sorrow to behold their    

wicked works. On many a silent night beneath a wide- 
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horned moon the Spirit of the troubled Earth has sent 

forth a whispered prayer to God:  

‘Spiritual Father, together with the blesséd Mother of All, 

hear this humble prayer from thy daughter, Earth. If it 

be Thy will, assistance send; O hear Thy daughter and 

grant me aid in this my time of need; for the      wicked-

ness of men in the bloodlust of their unholy      desires 

has laid waste the height and breadth of my fair lands, 

and threatens the destruction of my house. 

O Father, Lord of Life and Light, together with the   

Mother of Perfect Mercy, hear my prayer. O bid thy     

benevolent gods of love and compassion drive away this 

evil that destroyeth man. But on the good man who errs 

have pity, for men are weak and are easily led; and 

none there are, even among the saints, who has not at 

some time stumbled on the way’. 

O let the wayward man enter the holiness of the silent 

within and repent his transgressions, for sincere       

repentance brings showers of blessings upon his head 

and breaks the self-forged bonds that have tied him 

long enough to the shambles of the Earth. But let him 

do so without delay, lest the helpers of nemesis knock 

upon his door. 

“I have surely heard Ephraim bemoaning himself thus; 

Thou hast chastised me, and I was chastised, as a   

bullock unaccustomed to the yoke: turn thou me, and I 

shall be turned; for thou art the Lord my God.” 1 

So let us subdue this wild ox; let us like Hercules ride  
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this bull along the ecliptic; let this creative force that 

enslaves be ours instead to rule. Let the purified desire 

of the kin lead them not to build on shifting sands, but 

on the solid ground of their better part. Let us plough 

the stony field and make a furrow, for the year turns 

and the song of laughing boy is heard anew. The 

ground is cleared and holy water sprinkled; so let us 

plough a circle, and let us separate the within from 

that which is without; and in the centre of the circle 

may the sisters of heaven sing their sweetest songs at 

the setting of the stone. 

A voice that whispers in the peaceful heart bids us to 

build a city; a city upon a stone, a living stone and a 

living house of God to enclose the living flame and keep 

safe the tree of many living fruits. Lo, how his words 

seep into the lower awareness like a hidden spring that 

brings sweet waters to the parched earth:  

Garnish its foundation with all manner of precious 

stones and upon it let His Name be writ. Build in light 

and in faith upon the strong rock of certainty. Build 

word for word and thing for thing and for eternity in 

time.  

For I, even I, am the Word made Truth; I am He Who 

Takes up a Body to Bear the Light; I am He Who Makes 

Manifest; I, the Builder whose time is soon and shall not 

be denied.  

So let us raise up the creative force from the place of 

its defilement; let us purify desire; and let the bull and 

cow unite in the purity of peace, and in the sanctity of  
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the temple. Let us seal the Earth with a holy stone; let 

us come together and build ‘the house not made with 

hands’, and let human awareness be as the standing 

ground of Self. Let the labourers come forth; let the 

dancers dance; and let the singers prove worthy of the 

ancient harp. 

“Will not the good aid in the formation of this happy    

period. Will they not come forward and lay the         

foundation of this Universal Church? Happy they who 

may respond… they, who shall have aided to diffuse 

God's light on earth” 2 

Yea, let us yoke the bull of low and unrestrained      

desires. Let us not be slaves to Earth and earthly 

things. Let us rein in the wild ox that brings only     

suffering and misfortune; but let the bulls of starry 

heaven instead come forth from their stalls to bellow 

upon the plain. Let the bull-calf of a higher             

consciousness emerge from the other place; and let the 

stars of many distant mornings sing. Let us list to the 

song that attends the Bull, which some among the kin 

of long ago called Apis, a symbol of the spiritual      

creative force that descends into generation, only to 

rise again in a whirlwind of everlasting life when all the 

work is done.  

Apis was associated with Osiris in his character as the 

god of generation and regeneration, a divine power that 

moves in the heart of re-born man and too, at the       

re-awakening of the sleeping cosmos. 
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“First in the East the glorious lamp was seen,             

Regent of day and all the horizon round                       

Invested with bright rays, jocund to run                       

His longitude through heaven’s high road: the grey 

Dawn and the Pleiades before him danced,             

Shedding sweet influence…”3   

The constellation Taurus marked the vernal equinox 

between 4000 - 1700BC. In Arabia it was Al Thaur; in 

Syria it was Taura; in Persia, Tora, Ghav, or Gau; the 

Hebrews referred to it as Shor, and also Re’em,     

meaning wild ox, which is generally accepted among 

bible scholars as a reference the now extinct auroch. 

The Greek term is Tauros, and it was most commonly 

connected by them to the disguise used by Jupiter to 

carry away the princess Europa. Others represent the 

object of Jupiter’s illicit love as Io, who is called by 

some, The Wanderer, and considered to be a symbol of 

the moon. The older Hindu version of the same allegory 

involves Brahma and Vach, the melodious Cow of the 

Vedas.  

The Babylonians called their Bull Gud.Anna or Gu-an-

na, meaning Bull of Heaven. It is worth noting here that 

when the heroes Gilgamesh and Enkidu overcame this 

bull they carried its heart to a higher realm and offered 

it as a sacrifice to the sun god Shamash. 

The Druidic God Hu who presides in the sacred ox-

stall, the Supreme Proprietor, was personified in the 

bull, Beer Lied, and has “his sanctuary in an island  

surrounded by the tide”.4 
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The seven Pleiades, six of them visible, one of them 

said to be hiding, are clustered on the shoulder of the 

Bull. They represent to the Hindus the wives of the  

seven Rishis. It is said that Karttikeya, the Hindu   

warrior god, grew up in their care and later fulfilled his 

destiny by killing the tyrannous asura Taraka. In the 

Hindu lunar zodiac it forms the first mansion, Krittika.  

Here in the West they are sometimes considered to be 

the doves pursued by Orion through the night; and  

perhaps it was these same doves that were alluded to 

by Homer as the doves which brought ambrosia to feed 

the infant Zeus, thus conferring immortality. Not     

surprisingly, to the Christian mind such associations 

imply a connection to the Holy Spirit. 

The derivation of the name Pleiades is assumed by 

some to point no further than Pleione, their mother and 

wife of the enduring Atlas. However that name is itself 

derived from the Greek Pleine, to sail. It was considered 

unwise to embark on voyages during the months in 

which the Pleiades were not visible, and hence this 

cluster became known as the sailors’ stars. Others 

trace the origin of their name to a translation of the  

Arabic Al Thurayya which means abundance, and   

presume it to be a reference to the rains which          

coincided with their appearance, and consequently, to 

their beneficial effect on the crops. 

Some of these associations have led those with more       

mystical leanings to interpret the Pleiades as the   

higher, spiritual  powers of the light, the ‘sweet           
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influences’ of which, some say, the sons of god must 

combine, harmonise and reconcile with the conditions 

of material life. And there are those who believe them to 

represent not only the steps the aspirant must take to-

wards completion of the work and the consequent liber-

ation from his material bonds, but also the ambrosial 

means by which those steps are taken. 

“Come, cup-bearer! the cup luminous like the moon,  

Give me, in memory of the ground-kiss of the king.      

Until I draw the cradle to the summit of the Pleiades,       

I will drink that golden cup in memory of the king”5 

The jewelled cup of King Jamshid was said to have 

been hidden beneath the foundations of the city. There 

is also an unproven theory that the Pleiades mark the 

centre of our universe.  

Another beautiful cluster of stars in Taurus is also 

commonly associated with the rains that were said to 

fructify the Earth. The Hyades, marking the face of the 

Bull, and half-sisters to the Pleiades, have been       

variously numbered, but are most commonly          

considered to be either five or seven. While both     

clusters are associated with the blessings of rain, 

among the ancient Greeks the Hyades also had some-

thing of a stormy reputation.  

In mythology the Hyades were the sisters of Hyas a 

hunter who was killed by a lion, wild boar or a snake, 

depending on the version we choose to believe. His   

sisters’ grief at this tragic development led them to be 

translated or withdrawn to the sky as a group of stars.  
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And there still in vain they shine their liquid light, and 

sing their songs of lamentation for the plight of their  

fallen brother.  

Of the individual stars of Taurus, Aldeberan, one of the 

four Royal Stars, is the brightest. It is the light that 

shines in the great Bull’s eye. Before the Ram had   

taken the Bull's place as Leader of the Signs,              

Aldebaran was the leading Star of Stars, and marked 

the vernal equinox. Still more anciently it was the     

Akkadian Gis-da, also rendered as the Furrow of   

Heaven; and Dil-gan, the Messenger of Light. The title 

Na'ir al Dabaran, or the Bright One of the Follower is 

supposed to have been conferred because it was 

thought to be following the Pleiades. 

Alcyone, known as The Central One, is the central,  

largest and main star of the Pleiades. The Arabians 

called it Al Jauz, the Walnut; Al Jauzah or Al Wasat, the 

Central One; and Al Na'ir, the Bright One. In Babylonia 

it determined the 4th ecliptic constellation, Temennu, 

the Foundation Stone. 

So let us free ourselves from all lower forms. Let us, 

like Alcyone stand firm at the centre, building upon 

solid ground.  Let us light the pure torch of Aldebaran. 

Let us unlatch the door to the abundant Pleiades; and 

may their virtuous light fall soft as gentle showers upon 

the unfolding cosmos. Let the starry songs of the      

Hyades awaken us from our sleep; and let them rain 

down from above to fructify the Earth. And let the 

songs of all the stars of faraway blend with the song of  
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the laughing boy, for it is he and he alone who turns 

the darkest night to blesséd day:  

“When these times are gone I shall come again to feed 

you not on bitter things, but on Goodness and Truth and 

Beauty. My honeyed words shall stir your inner mind, 

as the evening’s perfume-laden breeze gently moves the 

blossom trees of May. And my light shall be your light 

as the distant shining stars crown the dome of night. I 

shall embrace each of you, my beloved children, as the       

radiant Mother of us all rises to shine Her protecting 

rays and lift the hearts of men to God.  

And though the bondsmen of the Earth are caught in the 

snares of little self, you shall be made free, and your 

freedom shall be the fruit of our holy labours.  

For I am the Stone of the Lords of Life and Death and 

Rebirth; I, the Strong One who Endures the Ages; I, the 

Patient Plougher in the Field; I, the Lord of the Golden 

Stall; I, the Bull of I AM; I, who showers Heaven’s    

Blessings on my Kin; I, a Flaming Torch in the Dungeons 

of the Earth; I, even I, whose time is soon and shall not 

be denied.” 
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1. Jeremiah 31:18 

2. Kenealy 

3. Milton 

4. Davies 
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Orion 

 

As the sun in the flaming west falls into the darkness 

of the night, so we descend into material life; and like 

Orion we tread the sorry round and are ‘hungry for the 

morn’.1 We are like Horus a child lost in the dark who 

cries out in his affliction. Blind in the reception room of 

the physical world, we are like Samson ‘eye-less in 

Gaza’.2 

For ages past the kin have wandered across the cruel 

earth, where ferocious devils masquerade as men; and 

where the devious and the doubter would lead the  

chosen one astray. Forlorn, we have ever walked 

through the dark night of adversity, in the midst of the 

“multitude of them that were sick, blind, halt,           

withered”.3 In the thickness of the night we knew not 

the gentle peace that saves; nor did our hearts know 

the song of joy that lifts the self to God. In the midst of 

our enemies we were as helpless as a child. For here on 

earth deceit and dole are everywhere; here the flesh 

seems weak and man can lose his faith in all. 

But deep within the kin fear not, for sincerity and trust 

reveal the truth, which dawns sometimes as in a flash 

that dazzles and benumbs the brain; and yet at times 

unfolds as gently as a petal, dewy in the  morning sun. 

He who is deafened by the clamour of the world shall 

yet hear the whispered message. He who is blind shall 

yet be the prince of inner sight; and he who wanders 
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through the night shall bask in the healing rays of   

Helios. He who is now at the mercy of his enemies shall 

like Horus, the Son, drown the reptile of darkness in a 

flood of light; he shall vanquish the monster of drought 

in the flowing stream and bring sweetened waters to 

the wilderness of the world. Then shall the warrior 

have risen, and the hunter shall have come forth. Then 

shall his enemies flee back from whence they came.  

Ancient Babylonian star catalogues refer to Orion as 

mulsipa.zi.an.na, which means True Shepherd of Anu or 

The Faithful Shepherd of Heaven. His role in their   

pantheon was Messenger of God. His companion was 

The Rooster or Cockerel.  

The Greek tales that tell of Orion the hero are many 

and sometimes appear contradictory.  A few shall    

suffice. Some say he was born from the buried hide of a 

bull. The story goes that the bull was provided by 

Hyrieus as food for three passing strangers who turned 

out to be Zeus, Poseidon and Hermes. In return for his 

generosity they urinated on the hide of the bull and 

told him to bury it. After nine months the child Urion or 

Orion was born from it.  

The child grew up to be a great hunter and giant     

warrior. He fell in love with the beautiful and graceful 

Merope, one of the Pleiades, who he pursued and, 

some say, assaulted. As punishment he was blinded, 

some say by Artemis, others by Bacchus or by a wine-

making king connected to Bacchus. And so blind he  
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wandered the world. However, because of the Poseidon 

influence on his lineage he had the ability to walk on 

water, and so eventually he found his way to Lemnos, 

the island sacred to Hephaestus, known also as      

Vulcan, the god of smiths.  Hephaestus' symbols are a 

hammer, anvil, and a pair of tongs. Hephaestus bade 

his servant, Cedalion, to guide Orion to the East where 

the rays of the rising sun healed him.   

As far as his death goes, some say Orion was killed by 

Artemis, while others that he died from a scorpion bite 

sent by Gaia following a boast that he would eliminate 

wild beasts from the Earth. It will be noticed that Orion 

is placed opposite the constellation Scorpio which rises 

as Orion falls. 

Several interpreters have noticed similarities between 

Orion and Hercules; and there are also parallels to be 

found between the various phases of his biography and 

those of many other heroes, including those of Osiris, 

Horus and Gilgamesh. 

The Syrians knew the constellation as Gabbara; the 

Arabians, as Al Jabbar, both signifying the Giant. In the 

square zodiac of Denderah it is depicted as Horus in a 

boat surmounted by stars, followed by Sirius, shown as 

a cow, also in a boat; and in Sakkara, and in the great 

Ramesseum of Thebes the stars of our Orion represent 

the holy constellation Sahu. 

O splendid one, Orion, you are the hunter of heaven 

and you chase the stars across the velvet night, as  
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Prince Bahrām once pursued wild ass across the plains 

of Araby; and as down through the ages, the kin have 

hunted down the errors in themselves. You are the   

hero of the heavens, and thy stars sing of your coming 

forth. Al-Nitak, Al-Nilam and Mintaka shine from thy 

mystic belt, the girdle worn by Druid, Brahmin, Jew 

and the Priests of Golden Mithra.   

O thou mighty prince, Bellatrix, the so-called Amazon 

Star, shines upon thy left shoulder; and on thy right 

shoulder is ruddy Betelgeuze  which, it is said, was  

given the title Mirzam, from Al Murzim, the Roarer, or 

perhaps the Announcer. Shining forth its pale violet 

light from thy head, softly and faintly through the 

misty ether, is Meissa; and the combined stars of head 

and shoulders form Kakkab Sar, the Constellation of 

the King. 

O thou great ruler who comes to conquer, wielder of 

the club and sword, thou who stands astride the 

stream of Eridanus to tread underfoot the powers that 

would harm the light.  

“But who may abide the day of his coming?               

and who shall stand when he appeareth?                    

for he is like a refiner's fire, and like fullers' soap”4 

But alas, until that happy day arrives it is the star    

Rigel, which marks the heel of his left foot, whose song 

of sadness resonates through the heavens; for the time 

of victory is not yet; and the son and destined prince 

still wanders lost in a cruel world, and subject to its    
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powers. Still he limps on, blind, infirm and suffering 

the sting of the one who comes to test. So until the 

hunter, the mighty ruler, comes forth as light within 

the seeker’s heart, and stands astride the stream, the 

pearl sleeps on within its shell, and the ruby burns still 

hidden in its treasure bag.    

O let us together with the ruling planets bow to the 

spirit of the blazing sun that heals the inner eye. Let us 

travel to the East and hope to hear the promised song 

of laughing boy amid the golden rays of Helios: 

As a child is led through the classrooms of its life, I shall 

lead you all through the labyrinths of earth; and from 

the darkness of the night you shall hear my Voice of the 

Dawning Day; and on the breeze shall be myrrh and  

aloe and cassia.   

Many are the gems imprisoned in the caverns of experi-

ence, but will shine yet beneath the beamy dawn; and a 

myriad of budding flowers shall yet bloom in the scented 

gardens of the sun. 

But man is poor and blind and near-dead, and turns his 

wilful heart away from God to dream his dreams of    

ugliness and sin. May all my sons and daughters       

beware, for all who attune their minds to hell, to hell will 

be condemned until they learn a better way. Though I 

shall come swiftly to those whose trust is in me; and the 

Day of My Coming shall be a day of joy for the simple, 

the sincere and the watchful. Their trials shall be ended, 

and their enemies overcome. 

 

49 

 

 



For I am the Conquering Light from which none can hide; 

I am the Mighty One in the Heart; I, the Announcer; I, the 

Wearer of the Belt; I, the Hunter whose time is soon and 

shall not be denied. 

 

Notes 

1. Keats 

2. Milton 

3. John 5:3 

4. Malachi 3:2  
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Eridanus  

 

So, like the stars above we sailed the mystic night; and 

as we sailed we sang river-songs, soft and low. We sang 

shanties and fishing songs. We also sang songs of the 

harvest and of the hunt; we sang of treasure lost and 

treasure found, of roses like golden cups, of sprites and 

of fairies dancing in the dell; we sang of magic swords 

and the noble deeds of heroes; we sang of the olive 

branch and the dove, of our mothers’ love, and of the 

light-filled eyes of the beloved; but mostly we sang sad 

songs of foreign lands far from home.  

And when we paused awhile to be with our own 

thoughts, the stream beneath our boat sang on. It sang 

of the stars that set within its watery depths, to rise 

again all washed and pure to glitter in the night. It 

sang of life, and of rainbows shimmering in the  

splashing spray of snow-fresh burns; and of mossy 

banks strewn with the gentle primrose. But it sang too 

of struggle, of deep-cut channels of many different  

currents, of twists and turns, of drought and the over-

whelming flood, of bright and dark waters locked in 

fierce embrace, where victory and defeat are known.  

But saddest of all were its songs of the kin’s steep     

descent into the tear-filled waters of material life. For 

like Phaethon we fall: headlong into the depths of   

Eridanus, while our kin look on and shed their golden 

tears.  
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“Poets are Phaethons, with burning dreams 

Of beauty, such as blooms not on this earth; 

Of music, such as breathes not, but in heaven; 

Of sunbright splendours, clothed in fadeless light; 

Of virgins moulded from the rainbow rays, 

All purity, and loveliness, and calm. 

And in these dreams they live in other spheres, 

And fly on wings from star to golden star, 

And float suspended over seas of pearl, 

Or, wrapt in thought, by lonely mountain streams, 

Hear in the spirit, echoes of such songs, 

As only those in Paradise can wake; 

So, with these grand imaginings inspired, 

They go among mankind, and seek to guide 

Their fiery steeds and chariot flashing through 

The Empyrean of their thoughts sublime; 

But, dazzled by their own exalted visions, 

They err—they wander—they despair 

—are lost, 

And hurled in thunder from their way august, 

And die of broken hearts, unwept, unpitied, 

Save only by the Children of the Sun”.1 

 

O may all our kin find their way upstream, all the way. 

May they each find the route that takes the wandering 

sailor home. May they, like Orion, emerge from the 

heavenly stream that meanders through the night, to 

stand at last upon the golden shores of the new day.  
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May they, like Orpheus, arise and find peace at last 

amid the melodies that well up from the depths of the 

awakened Self: 

“Oh fairest of the Gods Thou art  

Arising from out the Lake of Sleep,  

Shaking thy dewy locks that weave fair patterns  

Upon thy rose-misted brow;  

Leaping to thy feet  

As sprightly as the meadow daffodils…”2 

and let them join once more with the song of laughing 

boy: 

Though men are everywhere drowning in material      

desires; and although they clutch at the broken straw 

and the crumbling bank, I shall lead those that put their 

trust in me to the safety of Puanta, the golden land; yea, 

ye shall accompany me, heavy laden with treasure, to 

the Great Oasis, to the Land of Reeds and to the Islands 

of the Blest. 

For I am the Collector of Souls; I, the Guide across the 

Whelming Stream; I, who leads the kin to the Splashing 

Waters and to the Dewy Mead; I, even I, whose time is 

soon and shall not be denied.  

The child who enters becomes on leaving the man who 

knows. May the afflicted and the overwhelmed find 

peace. May they defeat the dragon of drought and over-

come the demon of darkness in the channels of the 

lower waters and in the tunnels of the earth. And      

beneath the gaze of Sirius may the starry stream rise to  
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flow unhindered through the cosmos, renewing the life 

of new beginnings, and drowning in its flood the      

despairs of all our yesterdays. May the time come to 

each of the kin when  

“the lord of his flood is carried forth and brings to its  

fullness the force that is hidden within him”.3 

O Eridanus, O river that flows through the mystic night 

take me home. Thou long and winding stream, I sail 

against thy flow from the star Achernar, up to the foot 

of mighty Orion. O thou streaming waters, grant me 

passage through each hour of the night that leads to 

day. Like Orion my left foot rests upon the star Cursa, 

the part of the stream called Al Kursiyy al Jauzah, the 

Footstool of the Central One. I await the day of my   

coming forth for the adversary of the Lord, the monster 

of the deep, is bound in heavy chains, and I have 

washed away my enemies in the waters of repentance. 

O thou stream of light and life, I sail thy waters like thy 

star Zaurak, derived from the Arabic title Al Na'ir al 

Zaurak, the Bright Star of the Boat; l have navigated thy 

course as it flows around thy winding bends, and have 

sailed beyond the one called Al Hinayat al Nahr, or the 

Bend in the River where it is said that Cetus lies in 

wait. I have escaped thy lower waters and thy swirling 

eddies; nor have I been lost forever in the marshy lands 

of lower self.  
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Auriga 

 

As the stream flowed out unto the broad ocean the 

leaves of the trees that lined the bay gleamed beneath 

the shimmering light of the stars and moon. From the 

boat we watched the white crests of waves ride upon 

the incoming tide as we pressed on towards the bar. 

There was disagreement among the crew, for some saw 

in the stars that night a charioteer and others a shep-

herd and his kids. But deep within he knew that both 

in fact were right. For high above our heads, and from 

deep within our hearts, the saviour of the sun steers 

the fiery dragons. And too, the shepherd on the high 

hill watches over the beloved flock, just as the golden 

star of Self protects and guides the sailor unto the  

safety of his home. 

Unsurprisingly, tales involving chariots and charioteers 

are scattered across the world of ancient times. Among 

the ancient Greeks the most popular interpretation of 

Auriga as Charioteer is that he represents a legendary 

king of Athens called Erichthonius. He was said to 

have been the son of Hephaestus, god of fire, known to 

the Latins as Vulcan. However, Erichthonius was   

nurtured and instructed by the goddess Athene. Some 

said that the lower half of his body took the form of a 

snake. She taught him how to tame horses, and it was 

claimed that he became the first person to  harness 

four horses to a chariot, in imitation of the ‘quadriga’  
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or chariot of the sun. It was in this chariot that Apollo 

was said to ride across the heavens delivering day and 

dispersing the clouds of the dismal night. 

The songs of old still echo, telling the brightest tales 

and the saddest of tragedies.  One relates a darker tale 

than that of Erichthonius, although not wholly           

unconnected; for it tells of the Mother and the Maiden 

and how Pluto, deformed from head to foot, stole the 

innocent ray of Nature as she with her companions 

gathered the flowers of Enna. He seized her and took 

her in his ebony chariot pulled by four black horses 

and crossed the dividing stream to the caverns of the 

night. And the songs of Eleusis to the mother of the 

maiden are remembered still among their kindred 

minds:  

“…and the rapacious chariot (or car of the ravisher) and 

the dark descending ceremonies attending the marriage 

of Proserpina, and the ascending rites which               

accompanied the lighted return of thy daughter…”1  

The sun into the well of night doth fall, yet from the 

darkest mansions the mind can rise again full-laden 

with experience, back unto the light. The chosen child 

of Earth floats upon the stream on a nest of reeds; or 

sinks to the very threshold of death; but the returning 

son of the sun, the laughing boy, soars to the heavens 

in a jewelled chariot of light and flame. 

“A blazing chariot hurled ever upward;  
Ever ascending to Higher Kingdoms,  
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Like a fiery Thought,  
Borne upon the Wings of a Spiritual Lance…”2 

But, alas, from these bright thoughts the mind of man 

returns; for so often a sombre cloud veils the moon and 

conceals the stars from sight. So often the world of 

man weighs heavy on the heart of he who searches the 

skies for signs of hope. So often doubt descends on the 

mind like the thick mist that descends upon the dell; 

and so the gem remains encased in earth; and forlorn, 

the seeker falters on the way. 

“…the human charioteer drives his in a pair; and one of 

them is noble and of noble breed, and the other is       

ignoble and of ignoble breed; and the driving of them of 

necessity gives a great deal of trouble to him.”3 

O let the kin rise above their troubles. Let them like 

wise Auriga be the Conductor of the Reins, and restrain 

ignoble passions. Let them be strong like Menkalinan 

or Al-kab, which mean Shoulder of the Charioteer, and 

keep a firm but kindly grip on the lower self like the 

star Mahasim which means Wrist.  

“The unwise man neglects to apply the reins; in          

consequence of which the passions like unrestrained  

vicious horses, rush about hither and thither, carrying 

the charioteer wherever they please”.4 

Yea, let the kin steer their way sun-wards and rise with 

the Gita, the Song of God, above their heads, and the 

song of the laughing boy in their hearts: 

The men of earth set their trust in earthly things that  
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cloy and cling and suffocate. But those who have faith 

in me shall come to me. My sons and daughters shall 

calm the horses of restless self and shall join with me in 

the blessedness of peace. 

For I, even I, am the Divine Charioteer; I, of the Flaming 

Locks; I, the Driver of the Ruddy Mares; I, the Light that 

shines beyond the Gloom, whose time is soon, and shall 

not be denied. 

The light of heaven has been given many names in 

many lands down through all the ages; and the son of 

the father fulfils a multitude of offices in the saving of 

mankind. Behold the shepherd of his flock that shines 

in the stars that gem the night. El Nath, a star          

allocated to Taurus in later times, once shone upon  

Auriga’s heel; and the stars known as Capella and  

Haedi, the goat and kids he holds within his arms, 

were in very ancient times probably a separate        

constellation. 

Capella, the nanny-goat provided nourishment and 

represented to the Greeks Amaltheia, who suckled the 

infant Zeus on the island of Crete. Dodds believed 

there to be a close connection between the name  

Amaltheia and the Hebrew word for nurse, Amanth.         

Because it was not considered safe to give an infant 

goats milk without the addition of honey, Zeus was 

provided with both by the sisters Amaltheia and   

Melissa. Melissa was associated with a species of    

golden bees which both fed and protected Zeus. 
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“Milk from the duteous goat the God receives, 

And pleas'd the labouring bee her tribute gives:”5 

So the goatherd or shepherd was also a type well suited 

to the one who comes to save. The hierophant was and 

will ever be the shepherd of his church, as each lord of 

life is the shepherd of his tribe. O let the kin scattered 

across all the regions lift up their heads and be as one 

voice in thanks for the blessings of their Lord, the good 

shepherd of heaven, the guardian of his flock who 

seeks out the wanderer, returning him to the safety of 

the fold.  

As the starry flocks of heaven follow the Guide of All, 

let the kin follow the shepherd of the world from the 

shadows of the tangled woods out into the beamy 

dawn.  O thou saviour who watches thy sons and 

daughters from on high, ever guiding, ever patient, ever 

compassionate, send forth thy Call that we might hear 

it echo in the gentle hills when the sun rises in the 

morning time, and the song of laughing boy is on the 

breeze.  

I shall gather each of you to me. I shall embrace thee as 

a loving father and shall feed thee on light and life. Lo, 

how winter flees before me, for mine is the breath of 

Spring and green shoots escape the earth beneath my 

feet. 

And though the selfish tyrant rules the world with a  

brutal force that hardens hearts and minds, those who 

put their trust in me shall be gathered into the safety of  
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the fold, for I am the Shepherd of the Ages; I, who 

knows his Sheep by Name; I, the Master of Men whose 

time is soon, and shall not be denied.  

Though in this world of men that Call and Message, 

like the song of laughing boy, so often falls on deafened 

ears. So they come and go and follow many different 

paths; and not knowing love, they are full of fear, as 

sheep without a shepherd. Straying thus they wander 

further from the way. And so lost in the wilderness 

even hope, like a fleeting rainbow after a summer 

shower, soon begins to fade. Yet the sincere and the 

determined should not fear for they know within that 

as: 

“The Lord is my shepherd; 

I shall not want, 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 

He leadeth me beside the still waters; 

He restoreth, he makes strong my soul: 

He goeth with me in the way of righteousness, 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of 

death, 

I will fear no evil, 

For thou art with me; 

Thy rod and thy staff do comfort me; 

Thy mercy shall follow me all my days: 

I will abide in thine house for ever”.6 
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2. Sutherland 

3. Plato 
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Gemini 

 

“Father - Mother spin a web, whose upper end is fas-

tened to Spirit, the Light of the One darkness, and the 

lower one to its shadowy end, Matter, and this web is 

the    Universe, spun out of the two substances made in 

One, which is Svabhavat. It expands when the Breath of 

Fire is upon it, it contracts when the Breath of the Mother 

touches it”.1 
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The storm raged hard the whole night through, and the 

elements like great and ferocious gods clashed in     

conflict unrestrained. The crew of the little boat feared 

for their lives. Each tied himself to what he knew and 

sent forth an anguished prayer to his golden star for 

help.  

But now, as if by magic, all is calm once more and the 

laughing boy rises from the deep to cast his spells of 

light and life and love. Once again the little boat floats 

safe upon the placid sea, between the isles and inlets 

that shine like mother of pearl in the rays of the sun-

crowned light. 

Two spirits meet in the nature of man. One twin is of 

the earth, the other a son of God. One is night, the   

other day. Fire dries up the waters; the waters quench 

the flame. Conflict between the two combatants is the 

lot of each until the prince of inner peace reconciles the 

world.  

Sometimes a little stream flows through the dark woods 

and in doing so cuts a sad and peaty trench unseen by 

any eye. And then one day through a gap in the       

towering trees a slanting ray of light, a blessing from 

above descends. Stream and light conjoin, and for a 

time at least a life is changed. For the light reveals a 

bed of golden sands bestrewn with precious stones; and 

little silver fish that glint and flash like happy thoughts; 

and rainbows shimmer in the air above the dimpling 

surface like the hope that in the end can save a grieving 

man.  
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O may all the kin marry heaven unto earth, and make 

their vision true. May the rebellious son mend his ways 

and return unto the fold. May the estranged bride know 

once again the bliss of the husband’s embrace. And 

may all our brothers and sisters join loving hands to 

sing with a single voice the anthem of our Lord. In the 

here and in the now, may the standard bearer raise to 

blue skies the flag of the golden sun as a pointer on the 

way. 

Minds oppressed by bitterness and hate shall never find 

the light. Though you, my sons and daughters, compan-

ions all, you shall know the certainty of my Love. For 

mine are the bright-eyed ones, the kindred of my Light 

who shall with me regenerate the Good. And our bonds 

shall be unmoved amid the stormy world; for  united in 

lovingkindness we forever shall remain.  

And I shall guide them to my sanctuary which knows 

not the frenzy of the ever-changing world, but like the 

soft-lit waters of eventide is full with calm and stillness 

and tranquillity.  

For I am He who joins the Two-in-One; I the Song 

brought forth by the Loving Voice; I, the Power of the Kin 

and the Wielder of the Caduceus; I, the Son of the Father 

and Mother; I, the Holy Thing that comes to save the 

World; I, even I, the Peacemaker, whose time is soon and 

shall not be denied. 

But alas the bird of life remains inert within the egg. 

The Son of God, The mercurial messenger, is shunned 
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by sleeping man who must dream his foolish dreams 

until he dreams no more. For the time has not arrived; 

and until the peace is found the two will ever war and 

each will shed their bitter tears. The elemental storms 

will rage until the elemental work is done. Until the 

flock is safely in the fold the wolf that stalks the night 

devours the lamb of day. But yet be still and calm and 

patient, for the drama unfolds act by act; and brick on 

brick the city is built. 

May selfish self be drowned in selflessness and may the 

harmless child be placed beyond all harm. May the 

lamp of reconciling peace be lit in every heart. May the 

pure thoughts of laughing innocence bring us songs 

that breathe of beauty’s breath as sweet as rose and 

woodbine.  May Shu breathe the breath of reconcilia-

tion; and may the pure waters of the mother cool the 

burning brow of lower self, as the dews of heaven fill 

the flowery cups at morning time.  

The songs of the stars of Gemini, The Twins, are clearly 

sung. They sing of the two who were said to live and die 

by turns. In Arabic the constellation was called Al Tau-

man, the twins, or pair, and is in Hebrew known as 

Thaumim, the united or twined. The constellation was 

known by the Babylonians as Mastabba Galgal, the 

Great Twins, and was represented by them in           

mythology by Gilgamesh and Enkidu. This pair’s pur-

suit of immortality involved them in twelve adventures 

or labours. Apollo and Heracles were said to be their 

Greek counterparts. Apollo, the sun god, was patron of  
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music, healing and prophecy, while Heracles was the 

famous hero who undertook twelve labours. The       

Romans named them Castor and Pollux, and it is by 

these names that the twins are most widely known. In 

similar fashion to the depictions of Apollo and Hera-

cles, one of the twins is often shown holding a lyre and 

arrow, while the other carries a club.  

The twins Castor and Pollux were crew members on the 

Argonaut’s voyage in search of the Golden Fleece. On 

more than one occasion the crew were saved by the  

intervention of one or both of them. Presumably it was 

because of this that they were considered the patrons 

and protectors of sailors. It was said of them that they 

had the power to save shipwrecked seamen, and that 

they could sometimes be seen in a ship’s rigging in the 

form of St. Elmo’s Fire. 

In the Zodiac of Denderah there can be seen a male  

figure leading a female by the hand, and some have 

said that these also represent the twins of Gemini. The 

Egyptians themselves seemed to have referred to the 

twins as simply the pair of stars; and it’s clear that they 

were represented primarily, though not exclusively, in 

the characters of Horus and Sut. 

Other named stars in the constellation include           

Al Hena, which is located on the left foot of Castor, and 

which has been interpreted by more than one           

researcher as related to terms meaning brand, wound, 

affliction. Tejat and Dirah are both located in the left 

foot of Pollux, while Waseth or Wasat, which means  
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Middle, is possibly so-named because it is located near 

to the centre of the constellation. 

So let the twins lay down their weapons; let peace be 

across this realm. Let us climb, step by step, the holy 

mountain of the equinox.  Let the divine task be     

written; and let the happy servant do the bidding of his 

master. And as pillars before the door they shall form a 

dwelling place for the flame of the golden star, and be 

as a tabernacle for the Lord. 

“And they shall be coupled together beneath, and they 

shall be coupled together above the head of it to one 

ring: thus shall it be for them both; they shall be for the 

two corners”.2 

May the kin of yesteryear, of now, and of the times still 

yet to come, join hands in the holy within and send 

forth their light and life. May they blend their purest 

thoughts to form a living crystal by which the sunny 

ray of laughing boy can reach the world to save all   

erring men.  

And stone by stone let a city be built. Let us, like the 

twins Romulus and Remus, or like Amphion and      

Zethus, build a citadel in which to keep the flame. Yea, 

let us like Zethus labour in the fields; and like         

Amphion sing our song and pluck the golden string. 

“And Amphion, inasmuch as the Thebes of his day was 

not yet a walled city, has directed his music to the 

stones, and the stones run together when they hear 

him”.3 
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Yea, may stone be built on Stone; may love find Love 

and mind discover Mind. And may all the cruel         

divisions in this world be healed. For truly: 

“Ye also, as lively stones, are built up a spiritual house, 

an holy priesthood, to offer up spiritual sacrifices,       

acceptable to God by Jesus Christ”.4 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Blavatsky 

2. Exodus 26:24 

3. Philostratus the Elder 

4. Peter 2:5 
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Lepus 

In the silence of the night the beams of a majestic 

moon fell soft on a silver sea. Her beauty was that of a 

virgin queen amid her glittering court. While all the 

men of earth slept on, countless sea sprites, silver and 

rose, were drawn by her magnetism and glided up to 

the surface from the dark green deeps below. Joining 

hands, they sang and swayed and adored, basking in 

the light of her royal smile. And their songs were the 

songs of rebirth.  

Meanwhile on the peaceful slopes of little hills in the 

country of Faraway; and on gold and silver sands   
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beneath Arabian skies; and too on the purple, heathery 

moors of his beloved England, young hares danced 

with reborn joy to see themselves reflected in the   

mother’s shining face. They sport and leap as the moon 

is said to leap about the skies.  

Like moon and sun the hare and hunter are bound by 

the bonds of manifested life. The sun-wolf, or its some-

time stellar equivalent Sirius, hunts the hare of the 

moon, up and down, this way and that, along the Milky 

Way, known by the Pawnee as Wolf Road. But let the 

dancer be watchful and beware the other wolf that 

stalks the night concealed not in the beams of the   

conquering sun but in the shadow of his destiny.   

While many mystic moons come and go, the men of 

earth sleep on and dream their restless dreams. For 

man’s moonlight is too often the light of a lunatic moon 

ill-conceived of low desires. 

“And like a dying lady, lean and pale,  

Who totters forth, wrapp'd in a gauzy veil,  

Out of her chamber, led by the insane  

And feeble wanderings of her fading brain,  

The moon arose up in the murky East,  

A white and shapeless mass.”1 

 

Too often their moon lights the path to the palace of 

death; and on that way the hare is he who lures the 

hungry lion to its demise. So let the kin repulse the 

moon-lit witchery of low and unrestrained desires. Let  
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the lion resist the crafty trickster, the hare that leads 

the self astray.   

The mythological connections between the hare and 

the moon are legion. In Egypt the hare was sometimes 

a representation of Horus of the resurrection, brought 

back to life by the moon’s power to transform. At other 

times the lunar light was represented by Osiris in his 

character of the hare-headed Un-Nefer. In China, the 

Moon Hare holds a pestle and mortar and is preparing 

the elixir of immortality.  

Folk tales too abound with similar tales. Once upon an 

ancient time the kin told stories of a hare which was, 

like the moon, sacrificed at dawn. Out of the hare came 

a duck, or some say a goose, which in turn brought 

forth a golden egg. When the shell of the egg broke the 

monster of darkness died and light supernal shone.  

The name Lepus is Latin. The Greeks knew the constel-

lation as Lagoös. Both names mean Hare. Hyginus tells 

a cautionary tale which highlights the potential      

dangers arising from the hare’s fertile nature. No hares 

were to be found on the Island of Leros until a       

pregnant female was imported. Eventually the animals 

multiplied to such an extent that they devoured the 

crops and brought the population to the brink of    

starvation. After a concerted effort however, the inhab-

itants eventually eradicated the plague.  

Ancient Hebrew star-watchers are said to have known 

it as Arnebeth, while some Arabian astrologers seem to  
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have seen in the stars we know as Lepus a figure of a 

camel slaking its thirst in the waters of nearby       

Eridanus, and gave its four brightest stars the title Al 

Nihal, the Thirst-slaking Camels. However, even earlier 

the constellation was apparently known to them as Al 

Kursiyy al Jabbar and Al ‘Arsh al Jauzah, the Chair of 

the Giant (Orion). 

O let the kin raise up songs in devotion to the divine 

mother, the moon of goodness and loving compassion. 

Let the child of light, the hare within the fruitful moon, 

be born. And let not the darkness prevail. Let the  

dancers dance, and let the up-leaping light shine forth 

to lift the mind to God. For within the songs of the 

singing stars of Lepus there are tales of many kinds. 

Two siblings, two hares, two moons, two suns and two 

wolves: O man, may thy life on earth lead thee to the 

place of choosing; and may thy choice be good. 

May we all banish the night and bathe in the light of 

the eternal flame, with the living song of laughing boy 

ringing in our ears, and holy prayers of thanksgiving   

atremble on our lips.  

As the great river of night is filled with stars, the return-

ing road to life on earth is wide, and men of many kinds 

blindly follow the shadowed way. But those who follow 

me shall take the sunny path unto the halls of heaven; 

and each eye shall see, and every heart shall know.  

For I am the Door to the Narrow Way; I am the Hare with 

the Ever-open Eye; I the Dancer on the Horizon; I, the   
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Life and the Resurrection; I, even I, the Light of the  

Golden Egg whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

Notes 

1. Shelley 
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Canis Major  

 

Accompanying Orion are the two dogs: Canis Major and 

Canis Minor. Some of the crew of the little boat heard in 

the stars of Canis Major the song of the Self that hunts 

the self. The pursuit takes place across many lives, 

during which time the Self remains unperturbed, shed-

ding its light of patient peace on all the paths we 

choose. But alas, man lives life amid the blinding dust 

and heeds not the guiding light, fixing his heart and 

mind instead on the wants of his lower self. He knows 

within his heart the life he ought to lead; he hears the 

call of conscience, but he is weak and cannot pull 

away. Ashamed, he tries to justify his crooked ways; he 

makes excuses; he tries to minimise to himself the 

harm he does. But down in the well where the whisper 

echoes he knows; and then the chase is on and the 

hound of heaven has the scent.  

“I fled Him, down the nights and down the days; 

I fled Him, down the arches of the years; 

I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways 

Of my own mind…”1 

Such is one interpretation of the hound of heaven as 

Sirius, the Dog Star, the son of the Father and Mother, 

and the hunter of the hare. The name of this brightest 

of all stars and that of the whole constellation were in 

ancient times considered interchangeable. 
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“His head with burning star intensely bright… 
Up from the east the hare before him flies”2 

 
The interplay between the two is at the root of our  

mystic lives. It is the special subject of the kin of olden 

times, of now and of those still yet to come; for we are 

the two that would bring forth the third.  

The names of other stars in Canis Major include       

Mirzam or Mirzim, from Al Murzim, the Announcer, one 

of two stars called ‘announcers’ because their rising 

heralded the rise of Sirius. Adara, derived from Al 

Adhara, is often grouped with other stars under the  

title maidens or virgins. Wezen translates as weight, 

and Furud, marks one of the hind paws. 

But it is the songs of Sirius that ring pure and clear 

like silver bells on a frosty night. In the ancient        

Akkadian it is called Kasista, which means the Prince. 

Chinese astronomers knew it as Lang, meaning wolf, or 

Tianlang, meaning Celestial Wolf. The sacred books of 

Persia contain many praises of the star Tishtrya, which 

was their name for the star. Interestingly, the star is 

not wholly associated by them, as it was with the 

Greeks, with the ‘heat too hot to bear’, ‘the dog that 

barks forth flame’, and the star which ‘doubles the heat 

of the Sun’. For the Persian priests, it was also ‘the 

seed of the waters’.  

“For his brightness and glory, I will offer unto him a  

sacrifice worth being heard, namely, unto the star    

Tishtrya. Unto Tishtrya, the bright and glorious star, we  
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offer up the libations, the Haoma and meat, the         

baresma, the wisdom of the tongue, the holy spells, the 

speech, the deeds, the libations, and the rightly-spoken 

words.  

We sacrifice unto Tishtrya, the bright and glorious star, 

who is the seed of the waters, powerful, tall, and strong, 

whose light goes afar; powerful and highly working, 

through whom the brightness and the seed of the waters 

come from the high Apam Napat. For his brightness and 

glory, I will offer him a sacrifice worth being heard....” 3  

Apam Napat is said to have a golden splendour and is 

associated with a combination of both fire and water. 

One of this star’s names in Egypt was Sothis, some-

times known as the star of Isis and at others the star of 

Hathor, the mother of the saviour who came to make 

war on the dragon and to bruise the serpent’s head. It 

was in this star that the priests established the place of 

re-birth from the waters of the mother Nile. They said 

of the one who was born again in light: 

“his guide the morning star leadeth him to paradise, 

where he seateth himself upon his throne”4 

It was the star of annunciation. It was the herald of the 

New Year. It was the guide in heaven that shineth from 

afar. O May all the kin come forth safely from the place 

of hidden things. May they greet the rising dawn with 

songs of thanksgiving; for lo, the rushing waters rise 

and the bennu bird alights upon the bank. And may all 

their songs be in accord with those of the laughing boy: 
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Though the men of earth are pursued through the       

forest by the panting hounds of low desires and self-

created hell, you, my sons and daughters, like birds 

freed from a net, shall mount the scented air to the   

safety of the bough that spreads across the flowery 

paths of paradise.  

And you will calm the boiling waters, and quench the 

fire of the lower passions; and still waters will shine 

with a golden splendour.  

For I am the Hound of Heaven who Guards the Milky 

Stream; I, the Golden Star of the Mystic Dawn; I, the 

White Horse who subdues the Black Stallion; I, the 

Hawk that Hovers and the Slayer of Snakes; I, the Light 

of the Mysteries; I, even I, am the Guide of Ways whose 

time is soon and shall not be denied.  

 

Notes 

1. Thompson 

2. Aratus 

3. Khorda Avesta 

4. Budge 
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Canis Minor 

 

There are in the songs of each and every star, under-

tones and overtones that exceed the range of normal 

sense. The funeral march of Erebus, the forerunner of 

catastrophe, rumbles like thunder through the earth 

unheard. Earthquake, volcano and the fireball from 

afar, all send forth an ominous song of infrasound to 

prepare a way for death. But let the kin tune their    

inner ear instead to the upper tones of life, the high     

frequencies of heaven. And let them find within the 

harmony of the better spheres, the sacred songs that 

clear the paths to paradise. 

The constellation of Canis Minor is called the second, 

little, or lesser dog. It is also called, like Mirzam in     

Canis Major, the Forerunner or Announcer because it 

rises an hour earlier than Canis Major, and more    

specifically its brightest star, Sirius.  

From everywhere in this region of the mystic night, the 

stars sing songs of two. The relationship between     

Procyon and Sirius, finds an echo in that of Procyon 

and the other main star within Canis Minor, Gomeisa.  

Very old names for these two stars are often translated 

as the greater and the lesser bleary-eyed ones. These  

refer to the ancient story, related below, of the weeping 

stars that were left behind. Some of the oldest songs 

may be confused and fragmented, but they echo still 

amid the highways and byways of the self and its  
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burden-bearing helper.  

The ancient root of the name Procyon is thought by 

some researchers to be the Euphratean Kakkab Pal-

dara, which means Star of the Crossing of the Water-

dog. The water crossed by the water-dog refers to the 

heavenly stream of the nearby Milky Way. Echoes of 

this ancient song can be heard in the Greek myth 

which told of two sisters, Sirius and Procyon, who tried 

to follow their brother Canopus across the sky. In doing 

so they came to the Great Sky River. They both entered 

the streaming river and attempted to swim across but 

only the stronger sister Sirius was successful and can 

now be seen on the southern bank of that river. The 

weaker sister, Procyon, was unable to overcome the 

stream’s currents and turned back. She remains weep-

ing on the northern bank. Subsequently Sirius was   

referred to as She who has passed through whereas 

Procyon was She who weeps.  

Interestingly, there are remarkably similar references 

in a Greek story told of Helen, who it was said, lost her 

dog in the Euripus. The Euripus Strait is a narrow 

stretch of water which separates the island of Euboea 

from mainland Greece. The currents there are famously 

strong and ever-shifting. 

So let the kin weave a pattern from fragments almost 

lost. Let them know these two of many tales. For some 

the tale of the two dogs, the greater and the lesser is 

also the tale of the one who comes after the forerunner 

has  prepared a way. Down through the halls and  
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corridors of self the forerunner strides, unlocking doors 

and calling all he meets unto account.  

O let each find a place at the edge of the ruined world 

and let him sing from the bottom of his welling heart 

the simple song of repentance. For once and for all 

time, let it be sent forth on the ethereal waters of the 

stream that carries the better thoughts of man to God. 

Yea let us wash in the waters of Jordan with the    

prayers of repentance humbly in our heart. And let 

each stand square upon the earth and take up his role 

as crier in the wilderness, the forerunner, the lesser 

guide of the ways, in the darkness of material life. Let 

us gather the songs of old and of now and of those not 

yet sung, to point the way amid the many kinds of 

seeking men. Let us like Hercules labour in the starry 

field. Let us willingly and without thought of selfish 

gain bear this light with a cheery heart until our task is 

done.  

But lo how the snake of lower self twists and turns and 

is difficult to hold. For see how he sows unseen the 

seeds of falsehood within the opinionated mind; and 

how artfully he spoils with insincerity the tender plant 

of innocence; how softly he strokes the fretting brow 

and lulls the lazy one to sleep. O man when will thou 

turn and put aside the pride that weighs thee down? 

When will thou cease thy pretending and to thyself be 

true?  

“Though the Lord be high, yet hath he respect unto the 

lowly: but the proud he knoweth afar off. Though I walk  
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in the midst of trouble, thou wilt revive me: thou shalt 

stretch forth thine hand against the wrath of mine       

enemies, and thy right hand shall save me. The Lord 

will perfect that which concerneth me: thy mercy, O 

Lord,  endureth for ever: forsake not the works of thine 

own hands.”1 

O thou, my lord on high, hear my prayer and send 

forth thy light to revive this earth. May thy messenger 

of the day arise to end the night, and may thy laughing 

boy be heard anew: 

Though the men of earth are weighed down and sink  

beneath the stream, I shall take away thy burdens, my 

beloved sons and daughters. And though the sons of the 

night labour to barricade the way, thou shalt clear a 

path for me on the day of the coming of my light. And I 

shall deliver thee all from the sandy wilderness and 

from the salt-spoiled earth.  

For I am the One Who Comes After; I, the Son of the    

Father; I, the Over-thrower and the Saviour; I am He 

who Makes Perfect; I, The Labourer’s Reward; I, the Star 

of the Reborn Day whose time is soon and shall not be 

denied. 

 

 

Notes 

1. Psalm 138 
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Interlude 

 

We, bright spirits from the lands of the living light,   

descend into the house of death. We are incarnated 

many times so that we might know, through observa-

tion and experience, the true nature of good and evil. 

Each incarnation provides us with the opportunity to 

rise above our humiliation to make manifest the light, 

the life and the love of God. However, most men lack 

the wherewithal to turn the tide and find the upward 

stream, and so are carried by their thoughts and words 

and deeds further from whence they came. But a few, a 

very few, choose the Good and in doing so are          

victorious. The others must wait. 

The crew of the little boat had sailed on many seas to 

many different lands. Wanderers of the world they 

were, as restless as the seas they sailed. One or two 

among their number fled a broken heart and sang their 

songs of sorrow alone in the dead of night. For some 

few, adventure spurred them on. They were the         

intrepid souls who entered the deepest waters and 

dared to do or die, and so deserve in full their lot. A 

priest was with them too, and sought in every eye he 

met forgiveness for his sins; while his brother, a poet, 

spent the long summer hours roaming the gardens of 

delight where the rosy fruit grows and the laughing boy 

sings. 

But he, the captain of the crew, only treasure sought;  
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for one day he hoped to pay a dowry in the England of 

his youth. And so as he sailed the star-robed night he 

saw in every star a jewel: a principle, a power, a law 

and a blessing of the light.  

On Earth the night is short and quickly cedes to day; 

but the mystic night will breathe its breath until the 

God-appointed hour. So for many lives, the long night 

through, he sailed his little boat, seeking out the     

precious stones of many lands.  

From an Indian trader two emeralds he had bought as 

green as an English mead in May. An African princess 

whose name was Ịmumu onu ochi Anya, which means 

smiling eyes, gave him, as a token of her love, a neck-

lace of red jasper. A string of aquamarine beads were 

pressed into his hand by an aged sailor as he died, and 

who with failing breath had whispered in his ear that 

from a mermaid they had come. A ruby saved, it was 

said, from the palace of Mindon Min, red as blood, or as 

holy wine upon a tablecloth, was bestowed on him by a 

one-eyed monk in Mandalay, and still burned as bright 

as a mother’s love within his leather treasure bag. 

O may all the kin uncover the inner force; may they 

purify desire; and reconcile each pair. May the        

captain’s voyage bring him to the harbour of his Lord.  

For long had he sailed, yet longer still to sail. O for a 

golden branch or a sun-stone to show the way back 

home; for the way is far, much further than is thought. 

The lands of light cannot be reached in a few short 

years; and the moth of night must die before the sun  
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once more shines down upon a placid sea. 

It was not yet time for princess dawn to rouse the fiery 

herald of the day. Not yet would the sky display the 

softened tints of her peach and rosy cheek, nor the 

primrose-coloured radiances that clothe the sprites 

which like children play around her hem. No, the spell 

of wakefulness was not yet cast, so he and all the     

unknowing Earth slept soundly on. The stone of the 

new day had not risen from ocean’s unfathomed deep 

to dazzle the heavens with golden light. The hour was 

not yet for the mind of God to descend from the throne 

of consciousness and decree the birth of a world made 

new. The mighty sovereign, king of cosmos, had not yet 

come forth through the eastern gate to bring his gifts of 

light and life and love to the awakened ones who greet 

the dawn; nor to the priest who offers up a morning 

prayer to the Lord of the Lands of Eternal Day. Not yet 

in the temple of glad heart had the priestess sang her 

songs of joy amid the many beauties of his rising.     

Nowhere had the gnosis of the new day been unveiled 

by the hierophant of Truth, for the new man to be was 

not yet born, but lay still in the tomb of material life. 

The banquet table was not yet set. The lover of high 

heaven’s beauty had not yet taken his place; and     

neither yet had the poet’s quickened thought stirred 

the matter of his dreaming mind. The lark had not   

risen to the blue sky to pour out on all its lovely song, 

and turn the wayward minds of men to God. For the 

time of victory was still as yet to come. 
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So the boat sailed on. And overhead the stars were like 

flocks of sheep making their way to the oasis; or like 

shoals of silver fish that glint within the deep; and all 

the while, the kin wandered the ways of the world     

below.  
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Cancer 

 

Just as the song of the sun brings forth the things of 

day, giving to each of them a name, the mother moon, 

the light of the nocturnal sky, brings to men her mys-

teries. O let the kin praise these two, for:  

“From these two lovers, the Heart was born, a child who 

attained the Caliphate.  
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The Heart to which the proclamation of kingship is read, 

is a union of the physical and the spiritual natures”1 

It was such a moon of mystery which shone that night, 

full and calm and high, inscrutable, enigmatic, as she 

cast towards the earth the mystic melodies of her 

realm; melodies that drifted through the starlit pines 

where fairies and woodland sprites danced to their 

heart’s delight; melodies like spells that echoed 

through the mystic caves and caverns of the earth, 

through prison cell and dungeon, through silver      

palaces and gold-capped pyramids, through all the 

homes and hearts of the many kinds of men.  

Two gates, represented in the constellations by Cancer 

and Capricorn, were called by some of the ancients the 

Gate of Men and the Gate of the Gods. Cancer was con-

sidered by them as the place at which the soul          

descends into material life and Capricorn the place 

where the soul found freedom from its material bonds.  

Aptly therefore, the crab was the creature which was 

said by some to have been sent by Hera to bite         

Hercules on the foot during his contest with the multi-

headed Hydra. The northern end of the constellation 

Hydra borders Cancer, and according to Greek myth 

the crab co-existed with Hydra in Lake Lerna, also 

known as the Alcyonian Lake. This bottomless and 

deadly pool was said to be the entrance to the under-

world; and Dionysus (Bacchus) used this entrance 

when he attempted to bring his mother back to life 

from the realm of shades. 
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“This, too, I heard. The water of the lake is, to all        

appearance, calm and quiet but, although it is such to 

look at, every swimmer who ventures to cross it is 

dragged down, sucked into the depths, and swept 

away. The circumference of the lake is not great, being 

about one-third of a stade. Upon its banks grow grass 

and rushes. The nocturnal rites performed every year in 

honour of Dionysus I must not divulge to the world at 

large.” 2 

In many of the world’s ancient mythologies the crab or 

the turtle is associated with death and with crossing 

between the lands of the living and those of the dead. 

In China too, a cluster of stars (Praesepe) included in 

this constellation is known by them as the Pile of      

Rotting Corpses. It was also often the case that the 

Egyptian mummifiers would replace the deceased’s 

heart with ‘a stony heart’ fashioned in the shape of a 

scarab beetle, associated by them with the constella-

tion we know as Cancer. 

But nevertheless, among the songs of Cancer, heard by 

but a few, are those that sing not of the fall of the kin 

to earth, nor of the destruction of death, but of their 

rise from there to home again. For they sing too of the 

self that finds again its rightful place; of the lost and 

wayward wanderer held safe once more in the bosom of 

the Lord. O thou mystic moon of high and low, thou   

mother of many names, thou nourisher of the child in 

the womb of the world, thou gateway to life and death, 

hear our prayer and lead all the kin to the safety of  
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their home.  

And so it was he prayed upon the deck of the little boat 

and heard, or thought he heard, the songs of death and 

incarnation fade. And in their place rose up the songs 

of rebirth. For he and all his crew are they who enter in 

as the blind and suffering child, but shall come forth 

from there as the rising phoenix in all its glory.  

O thou bird of Osiris, thou bird of regeneration, thou 

resurrection, down through all thy countless days thy 

wings waft frankincense, myrrh and cinnabar; the   

aroma of thy plumage is like that of billowing incense 

from holy fires. The flint-stone is struck and the spark 

awakens from its sleep; the flame rises and all the 

bonds of earth are burned. The fire of Sirius blazes 

within the heart of the phoenix as up into the heavens 

it soars to alight upon the golden branches of the 

dawning sun.  

Let the kin remember that from out of the star-crowded 

night, from out of the place of transformations there is 

one that soars or sails on high; one power, king of 

stars; one shepherd of the flock; one bull among the 

herd and one lion that roars upon the plain.  

“Homage to thee, O thou King of kings, Lord of lords, 

Prince of princes! From the womb of Nut thou hast ruled 

the world and the underworld. Thy body is of bright and 

shining metal, thy head is of azure blue, and the       

brilliance of the turquoise encircleth thee. O thou god An, 

who hast had existence for millions of years, who   
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pervades all things with thy body, who art beautiful in 

countenance in the Land of Holiness (i.e., the under-

world), grant thou to me splendour in heaven, might   

upon earth, and triumph in the underworld. Grant thou 

that I may sail down to Tattu like a living soul, and up to 

Abtu like the phoenix; and grant that I may enter in and 

come forth from the pylons of the lands of the under-

world without let or hindrance.”3 

The sacred scarab was the ancient Egyptian emblem of 

immortality.  Eternal life or life continually renewed, 

even amid the apparent dissolution of death, was the 

song of Kephera, the creator god of Egypt, whose name 

means to be, to exist, to become, to create, to emanate.  

However, creation for the Egyptians was not a single, 

never-to-be-repeated event, but a never-ending, cycli-

cally regulated process. The Horus-sun of dawn is 

transformed into the full majesty and power of the Ra-

sun at noon, only to appear as Tum setting in the West 

to enter the Osirian underworld, the place of the sun’s 

further transformation, and from whence he emerges 

as the victorious one: he who was once scattered but is 

now made whole, he who overcometh night and comes 

forth again as day. And likewise the scarab once buried 

in the earth is reborn and spreads its wings, rising 

again as the dawning day with the sun held tight   

within its claws. 

The kindred minds of long ago had no doubt that this 

was the good man’s destiny. Death held no fear for 

him; death was but the gateway to new life. Even as he 
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was surrounded by the darkness of apparent destruc-

tion he does not waver, for even then, as one student of 

the ancient Egyptians has put it: 

“He looks forward to being fed upon the food of Osiris in 

Aarru, on the eastern side of the mead of amaranthine 

flowers.” 4 

O let all prodigal sons find the father’s arms; let the 

wandering ewe be safe once more within the fold; may 

the scattered tribe be one again; and let us light a lamp 

and sweep the house until that which was lost is 

found. When all the buried treasure is in the saviour’s 

treasure chest; when the coin once lost is in the      

widow’s purse; when the garden gate is opened and the 

sheep let in the pen: then will all the kin rejoice and 

together sing the songs of home. 

The crab or scarab holds on to its possession, as the 

earth encloses the seed, as the mother holds her child, 

and the father embraces the returning son in the circle 

of his arms. And so the starry songs of Cancer sing.  

O thou collector of jewels that shine clear and pure like 

the stars of the mystic night, gather them to your    

bosom and return them to their place. O thou it is who 

descends like Ishtar to rise again in the arms of thy  

beloved; thou it is who seeks and finds; thou it is who 

draws the heavenly waters from the deep wells of     

material experience. Let not the seed fail untended in 

the night, but let it burst forth from the dark earth to 

shine as the eternal tree of heaven’s eternal day.  
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The Greeks called this constellation Karkinos, which 

the Latins translated as Carcinus, The Crab, from 

whence we arrive at Cancer. To the Babylonians in was 

Mul Al-lul, a name some scholars have traced back to 

the very ancient legends connected to the hero Ninurta 

whose escapades mirror those of Hercules in various 

ways. Hercules fought a many-headed serpent, as did 

Ninurta. The serpent was assisted by the crab in the 

Greek version, and by the turtle in the Babylonian.    

Also, according to White, the Sumerian name has been 

borrowed into Akkadian as alluttu, a crab, and the  

plural form of the Akkadian name may have been used 

to designate tongs or pincers.  The constellation is 

called in Hebrew, Arabic, and Syrian by names said to 

signify holding, possessing, retaining. 

Many of the stars in this constellation were considered 

by the Hindus to be located in the nakshatra they call 

Pushya, Flower, or Tishiya, Auspicious, with             

Brihaspati, the priest and teacher of the gods, as the 

presiding divinity. 

Rotting corpses aside, Praesepe, meaning multitude, is 

a beautiful cluster of stars on the Crab’s breast.       

Appropriate to its faint and nebulous light it has been 

called by its ancient observers Nephelion, or Little 
Cloud, Achlus, or Little Mist, Nepheloeides, Cloudy One 
and Sustrophe, or Whirling Cloud. In some parts of the 

world the little cloud or mist was said by the           

mystically-minded to produce the purifying dews of 

baptism. Praesepe has also been seen as a swarm of  
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stars and so attracted the popular title of the Beehive.  

However the Greek word for hive is also the word for 

manger; and either side of Praesepe are two stars 

known by the Greeks as Onoi, the asses. These are also 

known as the northern ass and southern ass, and were 

called in Arabic, Al Himarain, which means The Two 
Assess or Donkeys. And so a long time before the birth 

of Christ we have the figures of the manger set between 

two asses or donkeys, and located in a part of the sky 

associated with birth and rebirth.  The two asses have 

also been linked by some with the two cherubs of the 

Hebrews, and the two Egyptian lion-gods of the upper 

and lower hemispheres, between which two, it is said, 

the light is born. 

O may the Christ be born within each heart as the   

angels of Cancer sing the songs of laughing boy. 

While the dwellers of Earth could not cope, and the 
dwellers of the sun would not benefit, thou, my beloved 
sons and daughters, thou shall be shown the mysteries 
of Akar; for I shall hold each of thee by the hand and 
walk with thee along the oblong way unto the lands of 
eternal life. 

For I am the Eye of Ages; I am the Gateway; I am the 
Golden Frog and the Turquoise Butterfly; I, the Power to 
Transform; I, the Light that Enters the Cave; I the Wind 
upon the Water; I, the Maker of Pearls and Opener of 
Shells; I, the Phoenix God of Fire; I, the Self-producing 
Self; I, even I, am the Lord of Life whose time is soon 
and shall not be denied. 
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Ursa Minor 

 

The kin are mariners sailing the mystic night from sun-

set to blazing dawn. They live the lives of sailors, the 

singing stars their companions on the way. Each spark 

of stellar life, impelled by fire-tipped wings, glides - or 

so it seems - across the skies above. Each constellation 

rises from the deep to sing its song and dance its dance 

and then sets once more beneath the billowing seas.  

But to observers in the northern hemisphere the stars  
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of Ursa Minor never rise and never set. High in the high 

lands of the Northern sky they sing their everlasting 

hymns; they dance forever their graceful dance, and 

shine their eternal light upon the worlds below. They 

are the guardians of the enclosure; they are the      

wardens of the divine lands of the ever-living. Keepers 

of the great year, they each take up their watch,   

marking the seven stations of the pole.  

Whichever constellation marked the pole, for many 

thousands of years the kin have looked up to each of 

them in their turn as symbols of the dwellers in the 

heavenly paradise of the divine space, and so have sent 

forth to what they represent their songs of faith and 

trust and awe. 3,000 years BC the star at the pole was 

Thuban in the constellation Draco, but the current pole 

star is Polaris, the brightest star in Ursa Minor. 

The constellation’s name means the Smaller Bear, or 

the Lesser Bear, in contrast to its neighbour Ursa Major 

known as the Great Bear.  In Arabia too it was called Al 

Dubb al Asghar, the Little Bear. It contains the famous 

Little Dipper asterism, which in turn contains the North 

Star, Polaris, and so marks the celestial Pole.   

The constellation was either created or introduced by 

the Greek philosopher Thales in the 6th century BC 

and was also known to the Greeks as Phoenike, the 

Phoenician, because the Phoenician sailors used the 

constellation for navigation. It was associated by some 

in Greece with Arca, the mythological son of the Great 

She-Bear, Ursa Major. Others considered it to  
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represent one of the two nurses who some legends say 

nursed the infant Zeus when for safety’s sake he was 

hidden on the island of Crete. In an older myth, the 

stars that form the Little Dipper were said to represent 

the Hesperides, the daughters of Atlas. Numbering 

three, four or seven, they tended the garden where 

grew the tree of golden apples that bestowed  immor-

tality. These so-called ‘nymphs of the sunset’ were also 

often associated with wedding feasts.   

In parts of Northern Europe Ursa Minor was called 

Thor’s Throne or the Smaller Chariot; it is still known 

there today as Litli Vagn, the Little Wagon. These latter 

associations bring to mind the operation of axle and 

wheel, a comparison so apt to the fixed pole and the 

whirling stars that circle it. 

Through the centuries it has been given countless 

names and titles, some of which are now lost, uncer-

tain or confused. Nevertheless, the stars still sing as 

they dance like angels around the pole of all that is; 

and the remnants of their songs still echo in the high 

ether, and still too, like half-remembered vespers, echo 

within the heart of all who sail the starry seas.  

To the ancient Gaels it was Drag-blod, the Fire Tail. In 

Egypt it was the Jackal of Set and the Guide of Ways, 

and is associated by some with the sun’s journey 

through the night, a journey which ultimately ended in 

the safety of their circumpolar paradise. 

“The Jackal in the Egyptian representation is the guide 

of the Sun upon his pathway in Amenta, who takes up  
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the young child-Horus in his arms to carry him over the 

waters.” 1 

A very early Greek title was Kunosoura, the Dog’s Tail, 

from which we derive our name for the same,           

Cynosura, and also the name of one of the nurses of 

Zeus. Others associate it with the Euphratean constel-

lation An-ta-sur-ra, the Upper Sphere, or An-nas-sur-ra, 

meaning High in Rising, or the High Place. 

There were some old Arabic titles that represented 

stars in both Ursa Minor and Ursa Major as a Fold or 

Enclosure. Some interpreters say that the adoption of 

the figure of a bear for both Ursa Minor and Ursa Major 

was a result of the mistranslation of the Hebrew word 

for Sheepfold. Consequently they consider the bear 

constellations as representing the Lesser and Greater 

Assembled Flock.   

Hindus said that the constellation as a whole repre-

sented Meru, the mountain which is the seat of the 

gods; and the Norsemen called it Himinbiorg, the Hill of 

Heaven. The Persian star-priests called it Ihlilagji, 

meaning Myrobalanum, or Date-palm Seed or Fruit. 

In the ancient myths the mountain and the tree       

frequently represented the pole. The typical tree of life, 

growing on top of the holy mountain was sometimes 

bedecked with stars, their jewelled light sparkling in 

the mystic night. Up the eastern side of such a tree 

climbs Horus to bring forth day; and then its golden 

fruit hangs from emerald boughs amid the waters of  
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life in paradise. 

“The beautiful green tints on the horizon at day-break 

and at the sunset are mythologically represented by the 

‘Sycamore of Emerald’, through the midst of which the 

sun god advances into the firmament” 2 

After the sun sets in the West the tree becomes one of 

the hidden sources of nourishment offered by the god-

dess to the wanderer in the night. 

Some of the names associated with Ursa Minor are 

shared with Ursa Major, producing confusion to the 

mind. Its stars gleam as if behind a delicate veil. The 

echoes of their ancient songs are less clearly defined 

than once they must have been, like memories of 

dreams dreamt long ago. But they linger still; and still 

they cast their mystic light upon our path. For what is 

time to the divine soul of man? The long centuries do 

not impinge upon the eternal spirit. What seems to be 

a thousand lives on earth below is but the blink of an 

eternal eye in paradise, a fleeting series of fragmented 

dreams, shadows on a wall, by which we come to know 

the folly of our ways.  

However, there is nothing indistinct about the meaning 

of the most important star of Ursa Minor. The long ages 

have not been able to dim its light, and nor have the 

tides of time erased the beauty of its song. For the kin 

of long ago and now, and of those still yet to come, it is 

the song of songs and light of lights. 

“Chaldaean shepherds, ranging trackless fields, 
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Beneath the concave of unclouded skies                 

Spread like a sea, in boundless solitude,                

Looked on the polar star, as on a guide                      

And guardian of their course, that never closed           

His steadfast eye.”3 

The old nations of North America had a legend about 

the guiding star that shows the way back home:  

“A hunting party lost their way, and being in doubt 

which way to proceed they prayed to the gods to direct 

them homeward. During their deliberations a little child 

appeared in their midst and proclaimed herself to be the 

spirit of the Pole Star and their guide. Following her they 

reached home safely, and thereafter called the Pole Star 

'the star which never moves’.”4 

The Pole Star or Polaris was ever the type of utter      

stability. To the kin of long ago it represented the  

highest of gods and principles. It was the pivot around 

which turns everything which is or seems to be.  

“…constant as the northern star,                                   

Of whose true-fixed and resting quality                     

There is no fellow in the firmament.                              

The skies are painted with unnumbered sparks.       

They are all fire and every one doth shine,                  

But there’s but one in all doth hold his place”5 

It always was and still is heaven’s help to travellers, the 

divine guide of all who seek. O thou singer of the cycles 

may thy song be heard by seeking men for evermore. O 

thou lord of light and life we sailors in the night put all  
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our faith in thee to steer us to our home. 

Chinese sages named it Tien Hwang Ta Ti or Great    

Imperial Ruler of Heaven:  

“He who exercises government by means of his virtue 

may be compared to the pole star, which keeps its place 

while all the stars turn around it.”6 

The ancient Mayans of Yucatan knew it as the Star of 

the Shield; and to the older astronomers of Arabia it 

was Al Ruccaba, the turned, or ridden on, and the hole 

in which the axle of the earth was borne. It was known 

by the Finns as Taehti, the Star at the Top of the    

Heavenly Mountain. It was the constant companion of 

the Badawiyy, the travellers of the desert night who put 

their trust in it in years long gone as Na'ir al Farka-

dain, The Bright One. It was the star that led the flocks 

to the safety of the fold. 

Anchored off the sandy coast of Porto Santo he sat   

upon the deck with his backbone resting against the 

mast and a night light shining high upon the mast-

head. He gazed upon the Northern Star and sighed as 

he thought of home, remembering the gentle hills 

through which he had often walked to greet the rising 

sun. He remembered the sound of last year’s frosted 

bracken beneath his feet as across the open hill he 

would stride, not pausing until he heard the herald, 

the announcer, the fire-bird, crow to chase the night 

and proclaim the birth of day. Full of wonder he would 

watch a single ray turn Ettrick’s waters gold. And soon  
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enough the light would flood the mossy floors of oak-

woods, and filter through the stands of ancient pine 

where taloned hawk and soft-eyed doe live out their 

lives, shunning the haunts of men. Trees would reach 

up from the earth like flames towards the dome of   

paradise; and clouds as white as day old lambs would 

begin to take on the holy tints of dawn. Soon enough 

the whole glen would glow in the morning light; and 

soon enough a dewy haze would clothe the purple 

earth and as it drifted up from the dell would brush 

across the gilded hills a wash of mauve and peachy 

rose.  

And as he headed back, rainbows would shimmer in 

the splashing spray of snow-fresh burns on whose        

emerald banks were strewn the pure and gentle prim-

rose. The morning’s dew would shine like jewels on the 

trees that hid from sight the deep and silent loch. On 

one such precious day he heard upon the breeze, or 

dreamt he heard, a voice that sang the sweetest songs. 

And now as he sat alone upon the deck of his bonny 

boat those now distant melodies lingered still to calm 

his mind and lift his heart to God. 

And amid those lingering melodies of his youth he 

heard the song of laughing boy. 

While the men of earth are lost, adrift on a senseless 

sea; those who look to me shall find their home. And 

while the fool wanders the deserts of the world in 

search of tombs to rob, those who keep my laws shall 

find the treasures of my paradise.  
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For I am he who descends the Mountain of the Blest to 

spread my Message amid the Purple Hills; I, the Guiding 

Star; I, who Sends Forth and Receives; I, the Teacher 

True; I, the Guarding Angel; I, the Eternal Star that   

Never Sets; I, who Dwells in the Enclosure of Light; I, the 

Holy Source of the Divine Waters; I, the Bird in the Tree 

of Gems; I, the Light of the Candlestick; I, the Child in 

the Mountain Cave; I, the Saving Star of those who Sail 

the Deep; I, even I, the Imperishable Crown whose time 

is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Ursa Major 

 

For the past 5,000 years or so the constellation Ursa 

Major has also been counted among the non-setting 

stars. Consequently, like Ursa Minor, from time to time 

it too has been associated with the tree or pole, with 

the divine garden or paradise, and with the home or 

birthplace of the many kinds of men. 

Both Ursa Minor and Ursa Major were known as     

wagons, wains or ploughs by some nations. They were 

said to revolve around the pole, making them also    

important constellations for navigation among ancient 

seafarers.  

The Zodiac of Dendera shows in this part of the     

heavens a Thigh which is thought to symbolise the 

Great Mother as the primordial birthplace in the North. 

Seven Sons of the Mother were said to be the seven 

gods of the precessional polestar, and characterised as 

‘rulers of the realm of eternity’.1 

These seven stars form the asterism recognised by 

many as the Big Dipper or Ladle. In the Hindu tradition 

they are associated with the Seven Sages or Rishis. In 

the Vedas the seven were known from one aspect as 

the  divinely inspired poets and original singers of the 

Vedic hymns. They were said to be ‘seers of thought’ 2 

or in other words knowers of truth, and were consid-

ered to represent the highest and purest expressions of 

the creative intelligence.  
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"The northern region is adorned with these stars, as a 
beautiful woman is adorned with a collar of pearls 
strung together, and a necklace of white lotus flowers, a 
handsomely arranged one. Thus adorned, they are like 
maidens who dance and revolve round the pole as the 
pole orders them." 3 

The same seven stars were in Egypt associated with the 

Coffin of Osiris, and so to some were a representation 

of the place of rebirth or resurrection. Similarly for the 

Arabs it was known as the Bier, with the three stars on 

the bear’s tail or on the handle of the dipper designated 

followers of the coffin or mourners. 

In China it was known as Beidou, the Northern Dipper. 
The whole of this region of the sky was very significant 

for ancient Chinese sky-watchers as the circumpolar 

constellations were associated by them with the central 

palace or house of the Heavenly Emperor, known as 

the Purple Palace Enclosure or sometimes as The Pur-

ple Forbidden Enclosure. The asterism containing the 

stars of our Ursa Major was also sometimes figured by 

them as the chariot of the Emperor, revolving around 

the pole as he issued the decrees necessary for the  

regulation and balancing of the heavens.  

Some of the star names associated by them with this 

region reveal their significance: Tianshu means     

Heavenly Pivot; Tianji is the Star of Celestial Shining 
Pearl, and Yaoguang means Twinkling Brilliance. Tian-
quan, translates as the Star of Celestial Balance, and 

the meaning of this latter title also contains the sense 

of he who holds the reigns of authority. Kaiyang, was  
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the opener of heat or in other words the regulator of the 

seasons; and as its title indicates, it signifies the intro-

duction of masculine energy called by the Chinese 

‘Yang’.  

There were also stars nearby associated with the       

instrumental means whereby distant stars could be  

observed and celestial events recorded. Examples of 

these include Yuheng, or jade sighting-tube, a viewing 

instrument which was sometimes fitted with a     

spherical  template of the heavens, so that stars’ move-

ments could be more readily tracked and measured, as       

figured by the star Tianxuan, which means celestial  

rotating jade or celestial template.  

Elsewhere in the Chinese conception of Ursa Major are 

figured the various officers, judges, administrative  

centres, ministers, soldiers, wardens and so on, that 

one might expect to see surrounding the Palace of the 

Emperor. Included in these are Taiyangshou, or guard 

of the Sun; and marked by a group of five stars, there 

was Tianli or Judge for Nobility. Interestingly, another 

asterism in Ursa Major formed by a group of paired 

stars is called by the Chinese Santai, meaning three 

steps. These refer to the steps used by the Emperor to 

travel between the heavenly realms and earth. The 

same group of stars is called by the Arabs the three 

leaps of the gazelle. The tracks of the gazelle, which 

was said by some to have been startled by the lash of 

the lion’s tail, were represented by the same stars that 

mark three of the Great Bear’s paws.  
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And it is as a bear, usually a she-bear, that the con-

stellation as a whole has been most often represented. 

However the name given to the constellation by the   

ancient Hebrews was dohver, meaning sheepfold.     

Because their word for bear is dohv, some say that the 

representation of the two Ursa constellations as bears 

was the result of a simple mistranslation into Greek of 

the older Hebrew names. 

Whatever the origins of their names, the Greek myths 

furnish us with plenty of allusions to the constellation 

known by them as the Great Bear.  Zeus, the Greek 

equivalent of the Roman Jupiter, was said to have been 

nursed by nymphs in a Cretan cave. Some versions of 

this tale identify the two nurses as Helice and Melissa. 

However Aratus relates that they were named Adrasteia 

and Ida, and that their reward for their service was 

translation to the heavens as the two bear constella-

tions Ursa Major and Ursa Minor.  

More commonly though the great bear was considered 

to represent Callisto, while the lesser bear was imag-

ined to be her son, Arcas. Notwithstanding the various 

versions of the story, Callisto was said to be one of the 

nymphs of Artemis. She was pursued by Zeus, and   

ultimately gave birth to a child called Arcas. As punish-

ment she was transformed into a bear either by        

Artemis or by Zeus’ wife Hera. Later, in order to save 

them, Zeus translated mother and son into the skies as 

Ursa Major and Ursa Minor.  

The Greeks knew the constellation as both bear and 
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chariot: 

“… the Bear, surnamed the Chariot,                           
That turns about heaven's axle-tree, holds ope a         
constant eye                                                                  
Upon Orion, and of all the cressets in the sky               
His golden forehead never bows to the Ocean's           
empery”.4  

To the indigenous tribes of North America it was Okuari 

and Paukunawa, both words also meaning bear. It was 

also the Al Dubh al Akbar of the Arabs, meaning the 

Greater Bear. 

The brightest star in the group was likewise called by 

them Dubhe meaning Bear or She-Bear. Considered  

together with the next brightest star, Merak, the two 

were called the Pointers and Keepers. This referred to 

their very ancient use, along with the dog-star, Sirius, 

as the keepers of time and the measurers of the ages 

and cycles. The two stars Pherkad and Kochab were 

considered to be the Wardens of the Pole, while these 

two were also members of a group of nearby stars 

called The Dancers.   

The mother principle has been represented in count-

less ways since very ancient times.  As the wet-nurse 

who brings forth, suckles, sustains and protects, she 

has been figured as a milch-cow, a sow, a hippopota-

mus, a she-bear, and many other ‘types’ of mother-

hood, often depending on the identity of the polestar. 

Yet she is also the containing Earth, the receiving 

Moon, the Sun-bearer and the Space Divine of         

Paradise. She is the place, the realm, the city and the  
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house. 

And so perhaps it is not so surprising if on the one 

hand her stars represent to some the Great She-Bear 

who conceives, brings forth, nourishes and protects, 

while representing to others the enclosure, the place of 

safety, the heavenly realm where gather the assembled 

congregation, the redeemed who have fought and won 

their freedom in the high heaven of the Northern Pole.  

Before the leader of the heavenly host was represented 

by the sun, the mother principle held sway. She was 

venerated as the Great Matrix, the divine womb from 

which sprang her children, the gods, the creators and 

rulers of the worlds.  The kin also know her constella-

tion as the place of birth and re-birth. She is to them 

the womb-like Ark which carries the seed of life amid 

the whelming waters of the cosmic deep. 

O thou Light of the Supreme, thou dwellest in the  

highest heaven and rule all below in His Name; thou 

Ark that holds the seeds of life; thou Lotus afloat on 

the heavenly waters; thou Rose of many petals; thou 

Cup of the waters of rebirth; thou Mystery, far beyond 

the meagre things that man can know. Let the kin sing 

of Thee forever. And let each of their songs chime with 

the song of Laughing Boy: 

The men of earth hang like many kinds of bitter tasting 

fruits not yet ripe upon a stunted tree; though you, my 

beloved children, shall be as golden apples on the   

bending boughs that stretch across the fields of         

paradise.  
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For I am the Child of the Most High; I, the Presence of 

the Father-Mother; I, the Fruit Brought Forth; I, the  

Mother’s Messenger; I, the Bird from the Crescent Moon; 

I, the Gazelle who Leaps to the Sun; I, the Point of the 

Dragon Sword; I, even I, the Son of Wisdom whose time 

is soon and shall not be denied. 

Seven great creative forces were said to have been born 

of the Mother. They were represented, among many 

other symbols, by seven cities, seven spirits, seven  

sages, and the seven stars of The Great She-Bear, Ursa 

Major.  

O thou mistress of divine protections the kin approach 

thee. They stand at thy gate; they sing thy songs in the 

garden of lilies and roses; and they hymn thee in the 

city, in the temple and in the holy place of God. O thou 

Mother of All, hear our prayer and open thy Book of 

Wisdom that we might all be saved. Dispense thou thy 

waters from the Fountain of Light.  

O Lady of Heaven thy stars shine down on all, bright in 

the high lands of the North, like a crown of many    

jewels, flashing gleams of seven colours towards the 

waiting Earth. Thy sons labour in thy mansions. The 

goldsmiths, silversmiths, blacksmiths, the beaters of 

many kinds of metals, all strive to make a living book 

that sings their praise to thee. O thou kindler of sparks 

in the night, O thou rainbow of the day, hear our   

prayer and sow thy seeds of hope and love and      

kindness in the humbled hearts of men. 
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Argo Navis 

 

And so it was he prayed on the deck of a little boat 

afloat upon the open sea, until at the end of his watch 

he retired to dream of home and all the kin he had left 

behind to embark upon his quest. It was a voyage that 

had taken him to many lands and to many kinds of 

men, good and bad, but mostly neither. And it was a 

voyage that still had far to go, for the constellation Argo 

Navis is one of the largest and stretches all the way 

from Cancer to Capricorn. It was so long since he had 

left home that sometimes he feared that he would be a 

sailor for all his days, criss-crossing the waters of the 

world, amid the labyrinths of the night sky, seeking 

treasure lost in the faraway and long ago. 

Argo Navis is no longer an officially recognized constel-

lation. It has been split up into three: Carina, the Keel, 

Vela, the Sails and Puppis, the Stern. But so long as 

there are living men on Earth there will be voyagers to 

embark on the glorious journey and the great adven-

ture. The sailors, the company of travellers, are       

kindred spirits who have ever sought their home by 

sailing via lactea, the white waters of the Milky Way, 

known by the ancient Egyptians as The Inaccessible 

Stream. They are the few who seek that which was lost, 

but which shall one day be found again. Argo Navis is 

the vessel that ascends the stream. It is a mystic 

stream; the journey is a mystic journey; and the boat a 

mystic boat.  
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One of many descriptions of the vessel might go as   

follows: it is a large cedar-wood ship of ancient design.  

Its prow is surmounted by a ram’s golden head, and 

the stern ends in a fish’s golden tail. It is three decks 

high, and on its mast hangs an enormous square sail. 

Four huge oars of ebony decorated with gold are      

fastened to the vessel’s ribs, while one gigantic timber 

forms the keel, the backbone of the ship. Its rudder 

steers the way to the realm of rest and a stone-anchor 

is double-tied to its mooring post. 

Many of the ancient songs of Argo Navis centre on the 

mysterious ship of the legendary Argonauts who      

embarked upon their expedition to recover the Golden 

Fleece. It is a ship sailed by those who dare, and built 

by those who know. 

“From all parts they come together, fifty in number, like 

the children of Danaos and Aigyptos, of Thestios and 

Asterodia, to the building of the great ship Argo, which 

Athene endows with the gift of speech and the power, 

possessed also by the Phaiakian barks, of understand-

ing the thoughts of men. But before they could leave 

their own land there was need of yet further help to    

enable them to tame the fury of savage beasts, birds, 

and creeping things; and thus Jason betakes himself to 

the harper Orpheus, whose sweet tones no living thing 

can withstand. He alone can find his way to the utmost 

bounds of darkness and return in safety; and the       

tidings that Orpheus would accompany them scattered 

the gloom which was gathering thickly on the hearts of  
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the Argonautai.”1 

O may the Orphic harp of harmony accompany the 

song of laughing boy:  

The hopes of men are dashed upon the moving rocks of 

fate by the crashing waves of unruly passion; or are 

swallowed in the night by the ever-wakeful Dragon of 

Regret. But those who sail with me shall find the safety 

of the golden shore; and the sun of a new day shall yet 

rise to shed its light on all their ways. 

For I am he who Moves amid the Waters; I, of the Gliding 

Ship and the Peaceful Sea; I, the Captain of the Crew of 

Seven Flaming Stars; I, the Pilot of the Billowing Ways; I 

who sail the Boat of Return; I, The Snake in the Ship of 

Light; I, the Treasure in the Hold; I, even I, whose time is 

soon and shall not be denied. 

Like City and Temple, the Ship or Ark was often      

considered a sacred bearer of a divine principle. It is 

with the building of such a vessel that we are all       

engaged. It was also for some the cista mystica, the  

sacred receptacle which contained one or more      

symbolical representations of renewal and regenera-

tion. As such it was and is the focal point for male and 

female principles. Cosmically, it is the Womb of Nature 

in which the seeds of a future manifestation float upon 

the waters of the abyss until the time for a new         

creation arrives. 

Cosmos with its company of divine travellers sails the 

waters of eternal space. The man who knows the   
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second birth floats upon the lotus-flower in the bosom 

of the heavenly waters.  

In Egypt it was sometimes connected to the ark that 

bore Isis and Osiris over the deluge; The Hindus 

thought that it performed the same office for Isi and 

Iswara; and their ancient tradition made it the ship  

Argha for their wandering sun. The Druids of ancient 

Britain represented the sacred vessel in their         

Mysteries. It became for the old British astronomers 

the circle or enclosure of the zodiac. 

O may all the kin build such a boat, an ark to carry 

life. May they learn the name and operation of each 

component part. May they name their ship light-bearer 

and dedicate it to Her, the Mother of us all. And may 

the sun take up its long-appointed place to sail the 

vasty deep with the seven as its crew.  

The Mother presides over the birth of the Child; and 

the babe on board the bark sails the Milky Way or the 

constellation Eridanus, avoiding or overcoming the  

perils of nearby Cetus. The journey begins with the 

birth of the child and results in the emergence of the 

adult from the mystic stream close to the constellation 

Orion. 

The pilot, helmsman or steersman of the ship is the 

star Canopus. He it is who plumbs the depths with line 

and weight. The universal Arabic title of this star was 

Suhail, which word among the Persians is a synonym 

for the light of wisdom. It is also used as a personal title 

in Arabic, and means that which is brilliant, glorious,  
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beautiful, desired. The Bedouin knew it, and used it 

and Polaris as the two principal stars for navigation at 

night, for apart from Sirius, Canopus is the brightest 

star in the night sky. 

In Vedic literature, Canopus is associated with the sage 

Agastya, the steersman of the Argha, and one of the 

ancient rishis who are by some figured in the constella-

tion Ursa Major. Among other attributes he is remem-

bered as the producer of cures for diseases and many 

other ills. Agastya, the star, is said to be the cleanser 

of waters and its rising coincides with the calming of 

the waters of the Indian Ocean. 

An Egyptian hymn of the time of the 18th Dynasty re-

fers to it as Karbana, the star 

Which pours his light in a glance of fire,                   

When he disperses the morning dew; 2 

Canopus was an important star to the ancient      

Egyptians. As the traveller through the night sky it was 

sometimes associated with the moon-god Khonsu or 

Khensu. As the steersman of the boat it was one of the 

stellar equivalents of Horus. And as the constellation 

Argo was associated with the Nile, it was sometimes  

associated with Osiris, and so its great star Canopus 

became the Star of Osiris. But though the singers may 

differ, the song remains remarkably similar. It sings to 

kin of the light at springtime and at the beginning of 

the month; it sings of the light’s renewal and of resur-

rection; it sings of victory. The constellation also   
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includes a star Asmidiske, which name is said by some 

to mean the released who travel. 

But let the kin beware, for some of the songs of men 

still sing of Canopus as the helmsman of the Greek 

King Menelaus. Returning from Troy with Helen, his 

fleet was driven off-course by a storm and landed in 

Egypt, and there Canopus died of a snake bite. 

 

 

Notes 

1. Cox 

2. Brugsch  
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Leo 

 

The brightest songs echo through the darkest night. 

Behind night’s sacred veil, beyond her labyrinth of 

stars, through the gate, within the holy city’s flaming 

walls, dwells the sun, enthroned in royal majesty. In 

the last fair hour the night closes her starry eyes and 

with grace gives way to day; and the fire-bird declares 

the god of light is born to make the world anew.  

The angel of the dawn, the night’s bright child, soars 

up from the deep on rose-tipped wings to sing to men 

of purest love and beauty, and bears their heavy hearts 

above this world where nothing lasts, or is what seems. 

O, how that first, softly flaming, gentle radiance can 

carry the self away to better things; how the scent of 

heaven and the rosy glow and the sound of the singing 

lark combine above the dewy meadow to tame unruly 

passion to perfect peace, while the flood-star itself is 

overwhelmed in waves of golden light.  

And then, with the way prepared, the Sultan steps 

from his royal tent and splendour fills the holy air. 

Trumpets of gold ring out, the banner of beauty is 

raised to the sky, and the morning is unfurled. The 

twelve attendants of His royal court swing golden    

censers and strew the path with jewels of many        

different kinds, and all created things rejoice. And amid 

the symbols of His victory the kin raise their voice in 

song, sending forth their prayers to Him, Lord of Fire  
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and Mystic Light. 

The songs of Leo sing of day. They sing of triumph. 

They sing of power and of glory. It is the constellation 

in which the sun, whose dazzling rays shoot forth from 

the centre of the cosmos, is in its greatest force. And it 

is in Leo in which 

“When rising fiercely from his eastern lair,                   

The Lion shakes the dewdrops from his hair,” 1 

From the standpoint of the earth and the other planets 

of our system the sun is the nucleus of the cosmos. 

However it is said that it too orbits a higher, invisible 

centre, a divine sun of yet greater power and glory, the 

point of potential around which all else moves, the 

eternal, unchanging now at the back of past, present 

and future times. This divine fire is, they say, the    

hidden source, the one life of all that lives; it is the  

dazzling glory of undifferentiated light; and it is the 

heart of the all-conquering power of love. In Persia it 

was represented by Mithra. 

“In Persia's hallowed caves the Lord of Day              

Pours through the central gloom his fervid ray;          

High wrought in burnished gold the Zodiac shines,    

And Mithra toils through all the blazing signs.”2 

Elsewhere, they sang the songs of Krishna: 

“Thou, Son of Mahadeva, I tell thee: Thou and I are One 
in Him.  Go forth and seek thy Destiny and gather thine 
inheritance, and do not fail in thy Quest, for thou are the 
young lion of the tribe of Saki, the conquering lion of the  
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Sun. Therefore I admonish thee: Seek, go forth, Seek!”3 

And others sang of Christ: 

“And one of the elders saith unto me, Weep not: behold, 

the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the Root of David, hath 

prevailed to open the book, and to loose the seven seals 

thereof.”4 

Who among the kin has not felt the heat of elemental 

resistance, or the sweating brow of the one who        

labours in the field of lower self? Who among them has 

not cried out as they endure the magnetic push and 

pull of the rosy cross? And who is there that has not 

sent forth prayers of thanks for the lightning bolt 

which in a flash enlightens the darksome mind?       

Behold the son of the father and mother, represented 

by the man-faced lion of Leo. 

There is an old belief that the young lion is born dead 

and is only awakened into life after three days in       

response to the roar of its parent; and perhaps this was 

one of the reasons for its adoption in some quarters as 

an emblem of the resurrection.  

In ancient Egypt the sun was at times Ra and at others  

Osiris. However, it is also true that Horus was some-

times the solar force as the young lion in Leo. In the 

Papyrus of Nebseni two lions supported the young    

solar god in his resurrection on the horizon. He was  

also figured as the source of food and plenty brought 

each year by the great stream, the Nile. 

“King is Horus who came forth from the Nile”5  
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The lion and the inundation were closely connected in 

several ways, and the lion’s head was commonly used 

as a waterspout in Egyptian temples because half of 

the new water supplied by the Nile’s inundation was 

when the sun was in the sign of Leo. It was especially 

significant and a new creation was said to take place at 

the point of the heliacal rising of Sirius with Leo at the 

vernal equinox; and 

“The blending of these two fiery luminaries gave forth 

intense heat.”6 

When the day is reconciled with night and vernal fresh-

ness invigorates the air, the breath of God warms the 

moist to productiveness, and all the sleeping seeds 

begin to sprout. Sirius rises with the sun in the house 

of the Lion; and the land is soon to flood. And lo, the 

song of laughing boy echoes in the cave: 

The fickle of heart shall sink in the waters of the night, 

but those who keep their faith in me shall rise again 

from the lotus, the opening flower of dawn. The           

unrighteous are swept away in a deluge of their own 

making; and the rebellious man crackles like dry wood 

on the fires of raging passion. But you, my sons and       

daughters, you shall know the blesséd waters of peace 

and the golden light of the day-star shall shine soft upon 

your brows. 

For I, I am the Secret Power and the Hidden Glory; I the 

Keeper of the Eternal Flame; I, the Lion of Love; I, the 

Light of the Living Sun; I, the Fiery Breath of the Dragon  
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of Life; I, even I, am the Conqueror at the Gate, whose 

time is soon and shall not be denied. 

The Persians called the constellation Ser or Shir; the 

Turks, Artan; the Syrians, Aryo; the Jews, Arye; and 

the Babylonians, Aru, all meaning a Lion. To the Akka-

dians it was Pa-pil-Ink, which is said by Hewitt to mean 

the Sceptre, or the Great Fire; and the Assyrians identi-

fied it with their month Abu, which is equivalent to our 

July-August, and means the Fiery Hot. 

In Greek myth Leo represented the Nemean lion slain 

by Hercules as the first of his twelve labours, giving the 

titles for this constellation: Nemeaeus, Nemeas Alum-

nus, Nemees Terror, Nemeaeum Monstrum. From this 

standpoint, and to the mystically-minded, Leo has 

therefore sometimes symbolised to some the lion of the 

higher self, of the tribe of Judah, prevailing over the 

Nemean lion of the personal self. Elsewhere, this     

contest between the higher and lower was figured as 

the lion versus the unicorn, bull, ox, serpent and so 

on.  

“Hence, Hercules being purified by sacred initiations, 

obtained at length a perfect establishment among the 

gods”.7  

It is interesting in this context to note that the Hebrew 

equivalent of Hercules, Samson, discovered honey in 

the carcass of the lion slain by him prior to his wed-

ding feast.  

There is no doubt that the stars and asterisms of Leo  
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sing ancient songs of royalty, of rulership, of light and 

of fire. Regulus, one of the four royal stars, was known 

by the ancients as King-star because, they said, it ruled 

the affairs of heaven. However, it was also reckoned to 

be the diminutive of the earlier Rex, and was therefore 

considered by Ptolemy to be the equivalent to the 

Greek Basiliskos, or Little King, or Prince, a title       

perhaps appropriate to a star associated with the      

divine son as well as with his father. In Rome too, it 

was Basilica Stella, or Little King Star. In Euphratean 

astronomy it was Gus-ba-ra, the Flame, or the Red Fire 

of the House of the East; in Persia one of its names was 

Miyan, meaning the Centre, while in Khorasmia, a 

province of Persia, it was Achir, which means Posessing  

Luminous Rays. In Arabic its name is Qalb al-Asad and 

in Latin, Cor Leonis, both meaning the Heart of the    

Lion. In India it was known as Maghā, the Mighty or 

Bountiful. In a Babylonian star-list it is listed as Lugal 

meaning the star that stands in the breast of the Lion: 

the King. This word Lugal was used in the Sumerian 

language to refer to a ruler of a city state, or to the 

owner of, for example, a field or a boat, and also to the 

head of a family or group.   

Other names associated with this constellation include 

Mikid-isati, the Burning of Fire, and an Assyrian name 

of the star Denebola; while the same star was known 

by the Akkadian names Lamassu, The Flaming-one, 

and Bildara, meaning White-fire. There was also a    

Mayan festival of the renewal of fire which was held 

amid the burning heat as the sun was passing out of  
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Cancer into Leo. 

In Egypt the two stars in Leo called Zosma and Coxa 

were known by them as Mes-su, or the Heart of Su. 

Messu is Egyptian for anointed one, from which it is 

said the word messiah comes. The child Horus was the 

messu of the inundation. 

A group of stars in Leo are associated with a curved or 

bow-shaped weapon or sickle. The asterism is consid-

ered by some to represent the weapons of the light 

powers in their struggle with darkness. The light is  

majestic they say, but like Athena it is also sometimes 

terrible, 

“…understood as fury by the bad, but wisdom by the 

good” 8 

Indeed from the standpoint of Night, the Day is the all-

conquering one who prevails. Men with darkness in 

their hearts fear and hate the light, and to them it is a 

dreadful thing. For selfless Love consumes in burning 

heat the sprouting seeds of malevolence; Wisdom 

drowns all ignorance in a deluge of Light; and Eternal 

Life spells death to Death itself. 

“Who is she that looketh forth as the morning, fair as the 

moon, clear as the sun, and terrible as an army with 

banners?" 9  

From one aspect the sun, like so many of its mythical 

representatives, signifies: 

“…the supreme force that combats, subdues and     
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dissipates whatever tends to obscure the light and     

disturb the harmony of the universe.” 10  

So may all the kin find Peace, the surest of all           

defences; and may the rebellious one repent in full, for 

the Lord will not suffer defiance of His rights. 
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Hydra et Corvus et Crater  

 

Sometimes on a clear winter’s night the captain of our 

boat would wake to watch the sky, entranced by the 

countless beaming stars, until for a moment or two he 

would seem to sail among them, gazing down from 

above on the distant Earth. The vessel floats upon the 

water, and like a halcyon in its nest it calms the rest-

less waves to peacefulness. And thus he views the little 

Earth below, where sisters joy and pain cast their 

spells of merriment and tears; Earth, where winter 

winds chill to the bone, and clouds like cavern walls 

shut out the light. The self-same Earth, where all 

seems well when sunshine fills the dell; and where the 

kin come forth to sing their songs, and for a time at 

least are happy amid the precious, careless hours, as 

they softly tread the flowery path beneath the blossom-

ing trees.  

To the watchers of the skies from Earth and to the 

singers of her ancient songs it will come as no surprise 

that there are not one, but two dragons, snakes or   

serpents: one of goodness and light; the other of evil 

and darkness. Ultimately, however the two are recon-

ciled in the ouroboros, or the snake eating its own tail. 

The birth and career of the light power or sun god is for 

a period inextricably connected with his opposition to 

and conflict with the so-called serpent of darkness, 

represented - in this instance - by the constellation  
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Hydra. There are few who have not heard of the well-

known ancient type of the sun-hero overcoming the 

dark oppressor  

“By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 

Of vapours that did seem to strangle him”1 

And it is a type and a tale to be found represented in 

more than one constellation. 

The constellation Hydra is now thought of as self-

contained, but in ancient times its stars were          

considered together with those of Corvus and Crater 

and consequently was called Hydra et Corvus et Crater. 

It is sometimes said that in the figures assigned to 

these constellations can be seen the snake protecting 

the cup of heavenly waters from the thirsty raven. 

As a creature the Hydra is sometimes depicted as a 

great sea-snake; at others as a seven, nine, or even a 

hundred-headed monster, most often abiding in wet or 

moist conditions. In spite of variations in its portrayal 

at different times and in different places, there is wide 

agreement that it is one of the prototypes of the evil 

dragon.  

However, it is also easy to find plenty of examples 

where snakes or serpents are used to portray the    

contrary. For the serpent was also a representation and 

instrument of wisdom, life, healing and renewal. In the 

form of the monster-snake Apap or Apep it was a     

personification of all that was evil; but the serpent or 

snake was also the crown of Egypt, the all-seeing eye  
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and the protector of the gods. The Egyptians were also 

said to have associated the serpentine form with the 

course of the Nile.  

In China the divine Fo, or Fu-hsi, and his female  

counterpart Nüwa, also known as Nügua, were some-

times depicted as intertwined snake-people. Among 

their many legendary accomplishments it is said that 

they established marriage for the first time in China. 

Considered from one standpoint, the many headed   

Hydra is associated with the matter aspect: that which 

clothes and restricts the inner spirit. Under normal 

conditions it cannot be completely destroyed, and its 

slaying is purely allegorical; but its destructive or      

rebellious nature can be overcome, ruled, improved 

and even perfected by its spiritual counterpart. Its    

essence can be subordinated; its power curtailed; and 

its forces resisted or directed.  

There are various phases inherent in each and all of 

these processes; and there are also many aspects to 

this most important of subjects. Perhaps this is one 

reason why the snake as a symbol has been put to so 

many uses. 

The divine hero as a type, although destined to rule, is 

ever threatened and sometimes wounded in his contest 

with the so-called monster; but he eventually prevails. 

The songs of all the kin of long ago, of now, and of 

those still yet to come, sing of the contestants. They tell 

of Humbaba, slain by Gilgamesh, Apap, conquered by 

Horus; and Vritra, the swallower, victim of Indra’s  
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thunderbolt; they sing of Kaliya tamed by Khrishna, 

and of Jörmungandr, the Midgard Serpent and enemy 

of Thor; of Python, the guardian of the stone, victim of 

the sun god Apollo; and of the glistening Tiamat in her 

character as bringer forth of monsters, overcome in the 

end by Marduk. 

The Lernaean Hydra of Greek and Roman mythology, 

killed by Hercules as the second of his Twelve Labours, 

is perhaps its best known depiction. Its lair was the 

lake of Lerna, said to be the entrance to the Under-

world; and the monster served there as its guard. Its 

breath and blood were poisonous and even its scent 

was deadly. The Hydra possessed many heads and 

each time one was lost it was replaced by two more. In 

one version of the myth it had nine heads, one of which 

was immortal. After slaying the monster Hercules   

buried its immortal ninth head under a huge stone. 

Hydra was also the sister of the dragon that protected 

the apple-bearing tree of Hesperides. 

Elsewhere, the Babylonian hero Gilgamesh sets out to 

discover eternal life and finds a miraculous plant of  

immortality growing at the bottom of the sea. He 

plucks it, but leaves it unguarded, and it is stolen by a 

water snake. 

The Euphrateans called Hydra the Source of the     

Fountains of the Great Deep. Other names associated 

with it include: The Kakkab Tsir, which means The 

Constellation of the Snake; Coluber, the Snake, and 

Echidna, the Viper; the Arabians similarly called it  
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Al Hayyah, another word for a snake. In Hindu         

astrology the 9th nakshatra or mansion of the moon is 

Ashlesha. It is  also known as the Embracer, The   

Clinging Star, Nāga, this latter word meaning snake. 

The 9th nakshatra's symbol is a coiled serpent.  

Hydra’s most conspicuous star, Al Phard or Al Pard 

meaning separated or solitary was thought to be       

derived from the title Al Pard al Shuja, the Solitary One 

in the Serpent. It was considered solitary because no 

other bright star was near it. Another name associated 

with the star has been interpreted by some as Minchir 

al Shuja, piercing of the deceiver. 

O, may all the kin follow the feathered serpent which 

carries the sun, and may the sons of wisdom shower 

blessings on their way. Let them reconcile fire and 

lightening and wind and rain; and in doing so, may 

they escape the hundred-folded Hydra which lives and 

breathes each poisoned breath so that it might         

suffocate the light. And in the end may each of them, 

hand in hand with the laughing boy, sing their songs of 

victory: 

The rebellious man is crushed by the Serpent of     

Temptation, but you, my sons and daughters, shall not 

suffer their fate. The evil man is dragged to the Temple 

of Victims, but you shall know Peace in the Sanctuary of 

the Sun.   

For I, I am the Dragon of Light; I, the Compassionate 

One; I, who Corrects the Wicked; I, the Seizer of the  
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Snake; I, who Turn men from their Ways; I, the Closer of 

the Jaws of Darkness; I, even I, the Vanquisher, whose 

time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Crater 

 

Shall we tonight sing of the sun’s golden bowl? Shall 

we drink long from the star-encrusted chalice; or lift to 

our trembling lips the crystal cup? Shall we fly to the 

light-filled heavens of wisdom, peace and purest love to 

slake our thirst for truth and vision and virtue? Shall 

we leave the realm of shadows behind to dwell in the 

sun-filled high lands of honey and wine; shall we follow 

the Shepherd who leads the thirsty flock from the     

deserts of the world to the living waters of the grassy 

meadow?  

Or shall we instead be compelled to drink from the   

bitter cup of deep regret; and exchange the juice of   

immortality for the cup of wrath poured out upon our 

paths by the inner lords of uncontrolled desire? Shall 

we, the kin of our kindred, sing this night of victory or 

of defeat? 

Both good and bad are poured into the mixing bowl of 

earthly life. As in the cosmic cup in which the warring 

elements churn and the waters boil, the slave of low  

 

139 



desires lives out his stormy fate, until the time for     

inner peace is come. When the waters of the self are 

clear and calm the light within begins to dawn. 

One ancient tale relates that Ares was chained and 

cast into a vessel of bronze by two giants for thirteen 

months, where he struggled in vain until Hermes, hear-

ing of his plight, released him. This vessel is connected 

by some to Crater.   

Others sing of the Cup of Jamshid or the Cup of Kai 

Khosrow and connect it to Husravah of the Avesta, who 

was aided by the god Hoama, the Soma of the Vedas. 

The singers tell that this cup was filled with an elixir of 

immortality. It was, they said, a cup of divination too, 

as it was believed that all seven heavens of the        

universe and the reflection of the whole world were 

contained in it. It was for the Sufi the cup that brought 

spiritual ecstasy. 

“Come Cup-Bearer! that water, ruby-like,                    

Cast into the cup, ruby-shedding.                                    

A cup of earthenware of which wine is the life,-          

The earthenware of the earth is the dust of its           

odoriferous herb.”2 

It is called by some Krater or Kreter, the Mixing-bowl. 

The Akkadian name for the constellation Lut Tsir-na 

has been connected with the Semitic Karpat Tsiri, 

meaning Bowl of the Snake. Manilius referred to it as 

gratus Iaccho Crater, or welcome wine bowl, thereby  

associating it with Bacchus. At one time or another it  
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was linked with many mythological characters          

including Apollo, Bacchus, Hercules, Achilles, Dido, 

Demophon, and Medea. It was known by the Jews as 

Coa, a Cup, and by later Arabs as Al Batiyah, the     

Persian Badiye, and the Al Batinah of Al Achsasi, all     

signifying an earthen vessel for storing wine. 

The same stars which mark the bottom of the Cup are 

part of the body of the Hydra. The only named of these 

is Alkes or Al Ches, also called Fundus vasus, the latter 

title meaning the Base of the Cup. 

From the beginning come forth two tendencies: the   

expansive, radiating power of creative light; and the 

tendency to resist, limit, secrete and cover that light. 

Until their final reconciliation these opposing     

tendencies result in contention and struggle; and then 

we have the hero and the opposing monster. This con-

tention lasts only for a time; but nevertheless the story 

of the light and its containment or occultation is a 

theme of interest to the kin of every age. It is a mystic 

theme that forever echoes in the seeking heart. It has 

been conveyed in countless ways. Here, and also else-

where in the zodiac, it is to be detected in allusions to 

the pourer, the wine and the cup. 

O, may all the kin find their place in the company of 

the Lord. For they have drunk from the cup of renunci-

ation and learned the bitter lessons of experience. May 

they now pour freshly pressed juice through snowy 

wool; and quench the burning thirst of the many kinds 

of men. May they fill each cup with the liquor of the  
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living so that the seeking man might drink therefrom 

and know at last the sweetness of the light. And above 

all, may they give thanks for the songs of laughing boy: 

The brutish man is like the unripe grape which produces 

bitter wine; and the one who lacks restraint is like a  

broken vessel. But you, my beloved sons and daughters, 

you shall fill Golden Cups at the Well of Life. 

For I, I am the Sap of many Stalks; I am the Procreative 

Ray; the Elixir of the Sun; I am He who bestows the Eye 

of Insight; I, the Vintage that fills the Grail; I, the Holy 

Wine whose time is soon and shall not be denied.  

 

 

 

Corvus 

 

Some of the songs of the ancient kin are all but lost, for 

the memories of men are short. They are now but    

distant echoes on the gentle breeze. Each echo is like a 

strange little bird from another country, separated from 

its flock, lost and exhausted, frozen, nearing death,  

until one day caught in the net of an enquiring mind. O 

sing little bird, sing the songs of thy happier days; sing 

of thine own country, when the rising sun was yet 

warm upon thy back. Sing again of the meadow and of 

the dell and of the spreading branch at morning time, 

when the perfumed day kissed thy brow and thou  
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poured out thy magic melodies into the holy air. O, 

poor little bird, where now the golden days when the 

breath of a thousand singing larks trembled within the 

new-born heart of self; where now the hour when thy 

songs of joy signalled the dawn and broke the feathery 

silence of the peaceful night?   

The raven is no song-bird. Its feathers, dark as the 

womb, tell of the night that brings forth day, the death 

that brings forth life. Cosmically, the raven is the      

pre-cosmic darkness which was upon the face of the 

deep. But from another perspective it was also the    

raven that Noah sent from the ark in his search for 

land. 

“…and he sent out a raven, and it flew here and there 

until the water was dried up from the earth”3 

Some connect this raven with Nepthys; and her sister 

Isis with the dove. These two sisters in the form of two 

hawks conducted the ark through the waters of the 

heavens. 

Apollo too sent forth the raven, but in his case the    

object of the search was water. The Greeks thought 

crows or ravens capable of prophecy and so it is not 

surprising that they connected them in various myths 

to the god Apollo.  

 The old tales tell also of the raven as messenger. It was 

said to have the power of speech and the freedom to fly 

to and fro between the realms of night and day. Odin 

had two ravens that perched one on each shoulder.  
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These he sent forth each day to fly around the earth 

and on their return relate to him news of events from 

the world of man, adding to that god’s wisdom. 

The velvet wings of the night embrace the seed of the 

sun. A wave of radiant energy thrills through the dark 

earth. The bright-eyed crow flies between the two trees 

of above and below. Thus, as typical go-betweens, they 

were considered by some to be messengers of wisdom, 

for, it is said, the light of true wisdom is as darkness 

unto the minds of men.  

The Egyptians knew that between each period of joy 

and plenty, represented in both myth and fact by the 

Nile’s inundation, there was a time of dearth and   

hunger, characterised by Apap, their type of the    

monster Hydra. Horus was the bringer of plenty in the 

waters and was said to drown Apap at the birth of each 

year as the land was once more renewed by the life-

giving waters. The appearance of scavengers and eaters 

of carrion was a sign to them that the monster of 

drought was dead and the new creation nigh. Death 

and rebirth are never far removed. 

The depiction of Corvus ‘pecking at the folds of Hydra’, 

as Aratus has it, is also in accord with the Euphratean 

assertion that the raven was one of the monster-brood 

to which ‘Tiamat gave suck’. So, from this standpoint 

Corvus becomes one of the great storm-birds, the 

bringers of disaster, or one of the maleficent ‘birds of 

the desert’, ever associated with drought, disease and 

death. 
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O, may each of our kin emerge from the dead of night 

and rise on the rays of the life-bestowing dawn, like the 

far-seeing hawk, up to the golden lands of the sun; or 

like the swan of purity returning swiftly to her mate 

who awaits her coming amid the limpid lakes of para-

dise.  

The dreams of men of unrestrained desire are eaten like 

carrion at the gates of despair. But the pure wishes of 

the kin shall carry them home; for I shall lead them to 

the inner door of the tower, and to the mountain of the 

winding stair. 

For I, I am the Lion who roars from the grave; I am the 

fire of the Dragon with a Serpent’s Tail; I am the bright-

eyed Raven in the Night; I am the soaring Eagle of the 

Day; I, the Child of Sun and Moon whose time is soon 

and shall not be denied. 

Thus did laughing boy sing as the little boat sailed the 

wide ocean of the sky.  

The name of the constellation of the Raven is derived 

from the Latin corvus, and from the Greek korax, 

meaning crow, raven. The Arabians called it Al Ghurab, 

Al Gorab, the Raven, while the Hebrews knew it as 

Orebh, or Orev, also meaning the Raven. The stars    

included by western astronomers in Corvus represent-

ed a portion of the great Chinese stellar division the 

Red Bird. Interestingly, the three-legged crow or raven 

was a bird associated by them with the Sun. However it 

was also often referred to as ‘the golden crow’, and  

 

145  



usually depicted as red.  

As far as individual stars in the constellation are     

concerned, the Arabic name for  the star Alchita or Al-

chibah is Al-Khiba, and means the tent, although Ulug 

Beg and the Arabian astronomers designated it as Al 

Minhar al Ghurab, the Raven's Beak. Five of the stars of 

Corvus: Alchita, Kraz, Al Gorab, Gienah and Minkar, 

were grouped by the Hindus into the lunar asterism 

called Hasta, the Hand.  

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Shakespeare 

2. Nizami 

3. Genesis 8:7 
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Virgo 

 

The mother principle is an essential constituent on  

every rung of the ladder of existence. It is also the      

so-called womb from which all created things and     

beings emerge. On the highest rung it is Universal       

Nature, known as Prakriti, Mother of the Gods. In India 

she is known as Sri, Maia, Lakshmi, Sarasvati, and 

many others beside. She is the material counterpart to 

the spiritual male. 

“It is enough to say, in a word, of gods, animals, and 

men, Hari (Vishnu) is all that is called male; Lakshmi is 

all that is termed female; there is nothing else than 

they."1  

The kin of all ages and in all places have sought to 

raise their thoughts up to her, the Holy Spirit and 

Queen of Heaven; for in her higher aspect she has ever 

drawn the mind of man to Goodness, Light and      

Harmony. But her names are countless, as are her 

forms and functions, for she it is who brings forth,   

sustains and renews on every level of manifestation.  

“Srī, the Mother of all beings, seated on her Lotus 

Throne, with eyes as beautiful as full blown roses, filled 

with glorious lights, She reclining on the breast of    

Vishnu…   

…She, who is Siddhi, or superhuman power; who is 

Swadhā and Swāhā: the oblation and the offering, 
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ambrosial Purifier of the Universe; ‘Who is evening, 

night, and dawn; the embodiment of Power, intellect,  

and faith: who is Saraswati, the Goddess of Poetry and 

Letters: The beautiful Goddess and Mother and Holy 

Spouse, whose being is filled with true Knowledge of  

devotion, great knowledge, mystic knowledge, and that 

spiritual knowledge which confers eternal Liberation;  

She, who is the very Science of just reasoning, and the  

Inner Soul of the three Vedas, the Arts and Sciences;”2  

To the Egyptians she was Isis, who, according to one 

record asserts: 

“I am All that is: I am All that hath been;                          

I am All that will for ever be:                                        

And my Veil no mortal hath drawn aside…”3 

Many are the kinds of men. Many too are the aspects 

and manifestations of the mother principle. Although 

not always appropriately, she was to be honoured in 

almost all the world’s religions, and there associated or 

identified with countless goddesses like Astraea, Rhea,          

Persephone, Tethys, Athena, Minerva, Ceres, Venus,      

Proserpine, Maia, and so on. She was often worshipped 

in her capacity as the fruitful Earth and as the goddess 

of grain. Elsewhere the kin have raised their voices and 

sang their songs to Kwan-yin, to Ishtar, Cybele, Dana, 

and many, many more. The Christian virgin mother of 

the saviour is also in some respects a late expression of 

this very ancient mystery. But the ancient Egyptian 

type of the Great Mother of All has never been         

surpassed.  
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“Isis was the great and beneficent goddess and mother, 

whose influence and love pervaded all heaven, and 

earth, and the abode of the dead, and she was the    

personification of the great feminine, creative power 

which conceived, and brought forth every living creature, 

and thing, from the gods in heaven, to man on the earth, 

and to the insect on the ground; what she brought forth 

she protected, and cared for, and fed, and nourished, 

and she employed her life in using her power graciously 

and successfully, not only in creating new beings but in 

restoring those that were dead. She was, besides these 

things, the highest type of a faithful and loving wife and 

mother…”4  

When Osiris had been slain and Isis restrained or     

imprisoned by her brother Set, Thoth instructed her to 

be obedient; and to hide her son, Horus, who would 

one day grow strong enough to avenge his father,   

overthrow the usurper and take possession of the rank 

of ‘Prince of the Two Lands’. When Horus was             

subsequently stung by a scorpion, Isis came to his aid 

and brought him back to life: 

“I will protect thee; I will protect thee, my son Horus. 

Fear thou not, fear thou not, son, my glorious one. No 

evil thing whatsoever shall happen unto thee, for in thee 

is the seed whereof things which are to be shall be    

created… No reptile that stingeth shall have the mastery 

over thee, and no lion shall crush thee or gain the     

mastery over thee.”5  

She was the Egyptian giver of life, the sustainer and  
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renewer of all created beings; and these included the 

dead, who hoped through her assistance to receive a 

new life, just as she had reconstituted her husband 

Osiris, and saved her beloved child Horus. This child in 

his coming forth is compared with the lotus or papyrus 

issuing from the waters of the great stream. And his 

mother, the great lady of the underworld, she who    

assisted in transforming the blessed dead, was called 

Ament, or ‘hidden’ goddess.  

After death the two sisters, Isis and Nephthys, were 

said to provide protection and nourishment to the     

deceased in the form of the water of life and in the 

fruits and grains of the harvest. Isis was the heavenly 

waters of the dawn, while Nephthys was the protector 

in the night: light and darkness, day and night, East 

and West, between which the crew on their little boat 

sailed. 

The virgin mother Isis with her child is the source of 

everlasting ideas which have inspired and enlightened 

seeking men for aeons. May the kin of today and of   

tomorrow, take the thought of her to their hearts. Let 

them offer up the fragrant lily and the rose of many 

petals to her, the Holy Mother of All. She, the virgin 

mother of the divine child; she who is crowned with the 

glittering stars that sparkle like jewels in the mystic 

night; and she, whose reflected radiances shimmer 

within the mind like the tail of the peacock in the 

morning sunlight.  

Aspects of the divine female were also celebrated in her 
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character as the goddess of wisdom, a central theme of 

the so-called sapiential books, some of which were         

included in the Old Testament. 

“Happy is the man that findeth wisdom, and the man 

that getteth understanding. For the merchandise of it is 

better than the merchandise of silver, and the gain 

thereof than fine gold. She is more precious than rubies: 

and all the things thou canst desire are not to be      

compared unto her. Length of days is in her right hand; 

and in her left hand riches and honour. Her ways are 

ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace… For 

she is the breath of the power of God, and a pure        

influence flowing from the glory of the Almighty:      

therefore can no defiled thing fall into her. For she is the 

brightness of the everlasting light, the unspotted mirror 

of the power of God, and the image of his goodness. 

And being but one, she can do all things: and remaining 

in herself, she maketh all things new: and in all ages 

entering into holy souls, she maketh them friends of 

God, and prophets. For God loveth none but him that 

dwelleth with wisdom. For she is more beautiful than 

the sun, and above all the order of stars: being         

compared with the light, she is found before it. For after 

this cometh night: but vice shall not prevail against   

wisdom.”6  

O, Let the kin stand upon the snowy peak, where  

heaven joins with Earth. And there, let them celebrate 

in all sincerity her rites of purity and love and peace; 

and in the silent heights of the within will they hear the 
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song of the laughing boy: 

Those who take evil to their hearts and repent not shall 

return anon to the mother of their hearts; but those who 

learn to stand with me shall return with me to the Lady 

of Heaven, whose Love Divine protects us all.  

For I am He, of the Holy Mother; I, of the Heavenly    

Garden; I, the Fruit of the Tree; I ,the Suckler at Her 

Breast; I, the spangling Light of Her Rainbow; I, the 

Golden Child of the Spotless Shekinah; I, the Herald of 

the Beloved Virgin; I, the Dispenser of Her Waters; I, the 

Wheat-ear of Her Mysteries; I, even I, am the Son of the 

Rising Star whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

Now, while the ancient sages often claimed the Moon 

as the sacred symbol of the Holy Mother, they knew  

also her many symbols among the stars. Consequently, 

all of these ideas are connected in one way or another 

to the constellation Virgo, the Virgin. One of her titles 

was Parthenos Dios, the Virgin Goddess, and she has 

almost universally been known by names meaning, 

Maiden, Virgin, etc. Many of her other titles reflect the 

various characters in classical mythology said to be 

identical with her. She is usually depicted as holding in 

her hand an ear of wheat or a spike of corn. 

Some of Virgo’s stars are also said to form a constella-

tion known to the Arabs as the angle, or enclosure of 

the barking dog. However, while there are various     

ancient associations between the goddess and dogs as 

her assistants, guardians and proclaimers, it may be  
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that in this instance the connection is to a time when 

some of these stars formed part of an old asterism in 

Leo called the retreat of the howling dog.  

Their later astronomers adopted the Greek figure, and 

are said to have called it Al Adhra al Nathifah, the      

Innocent Maiden. Unwilling to depict her form, they 

chose instead to draw the stars as Al Sunbulah, a sheaf 

of wheat. In Persia she was known similarly as       

Khusak, Ear of Wheat. The Hebrew name of the con-

stellation was Bethulah, the Virgin, and was supposed 

to have been assigned to the tribe of Asher.  Lastly, the 

month of Ki Gingirna in the Akkadian calendar is the 

month, coinciding with the Sun entering Virgo, when 

Ishtar goes forth on her errand to find and recover the 

water of life.  

Although the connection may seem obscure in some 

respects, it is interesting to note here that the name of 

the star Zavijava, the second brightest in Virgo, is said 

by some to have been derived from a title which means 

little mosque, distinguishing it from a larger mosque 

nearby. Apart from their religious function mosques 

are important centres of authority and power. Al Araf is 

another name for this star, and is supposed to convey 

the idea of sending forth others to carry out orders, or 

of being sent forth by others in a position of authority.  

So let us turn away the mother of monsters from the 

door of the little mosque. But let us open to the sky a 

window in its dome; and may the mercy of our mother 

like summer showers fall soft upon our heads. Let us  
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clean the floor of earthly dust and purify the air. Let 

the call to prayer ring out from the greater mosque on 

high; and let him who would bear witness be guided by 

the one who sent him forth. 

Other individual stars in Virgo also have their songs to 

sing. Spica is the most common of the names used to 

denote the star marking the ear of wheat in the Virgin’s 

hand. In old English it was designated the Virgin’s 

Spike. The Hindus knew it as Citra, meaning Bright, 

which was associated with their 12th Moon Mansion, 

and which was figured as a Lamp, or as a Pearl. The 

Chinese call it the Horn and allocate it to the area of 

the sky ruled by the Azure Dragon of the East. Being 

such a bright star it was said by them to represent the 

Eye of the Dragon. Other names include, according to 

some, the Persian Cpur, the Cparegha of the Avesta, 

the Iranian Shaghar and Khorasmian (east of Persia) 

Akhshafarn, all meaning a Point.  

To those of a mystical bent Spica represents the child 

of light and life brought forth by the mysterious and 

holy mother in Virgo. In the agricultural symbolism of 

Ceres ‘an ear of corn reaped in silence’ represented the 

reborn initiate of the sacred mysteries. The Egyptian 

title of this star translates as The Beautiful Boy, and in 

this context is identified with Horus, the child of the 

virgin, Isis – although this title was also sometimes 

used to refer to Osiris as the son of Ra.  

The star Vindemiatrix or the older Vindemiator is     

usually translated as the Grape-Gatherer due to its    
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rising at the time of the harvest, and consequently, was   

identified with the god of wine, Bacchus. Also, the 

Egyptian Horus was at times figured as the red shoot 

of the vine in Virgo. 

At night, standing on the deck, looking up to the stars 

as the boat drifted on a calm sea, the captain’s 

thoughts rose swiftly up to the velvet sky. Like sparks 

from a desert campfire, each brightened thought flew 

up, as if in search of where it longed to be. O Mother, 

he prayed, O Holy Mother who carries the hearts of 

men to God, unfold in me this night the purity of Thy 

perfect peace. As the spike of wheat from seed unfolds, 

so the golden child is born from Nature’s womb. O 

Mother, praise be to Thee, the nurse of all; praise to 

thy sons, the softly shining stars whose splendour veils 

with light thy form divine; praise be to thy priests, the 

openers of the way; and praise to the kin, who sing thy 

everlasting songs, and so keep alive the hope that sets 

men free. 

 

Notes 

1. Vishnu Purana 

2. Michaud 

3. Plutarch 

4. Budge 

5. Ibid 

6. Proverbs 
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Coma Berenices 

 

The constellation of Coma Berenices or Berenice’s Hair 

was not in ancient times universally recognised as a 

separate constellation However, in the 16th century it 

was promoted to a constellation in its own right by the   

cartographer Caspar Vopel. Originally, it was           

considered by the Greeks to be an asterism in the   

constellation of Leo, and represented to some of their        

astrologers the tuft of hair at the end of the lion’s tail. 

The name relates to the Egyptian Berenice, the wife of 

Ptolemy Euergetes, who, it was said, offered up her  
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hair to Aphrodite on condition that her husband       

returned safe from the wars. The hair was placed in the 

temple but when it was discovered to be missing it was 

claimed that Aphrodite had taken it to the heavens to 

form a constellation. More recently, some have       

reckoned the same stars to represent the child in the 

lap of the seated women figured on some Egyptian star 

maps; while other modern researchers believe that they 

were anciently known to the Egyptians as the constel-

lation of Many Stars.  

As stars from the constellations Virgo and Coma      

Berenices are said by the Chinese to form the left wall 

of The Supreme Enclosure, perhaps it is fitting here to 

make the briefest of notes on some of their old ideas 

and beliefs about the stars.  

So let us leave the world a little while and enter the 

hall of light to offer jade and silk, flowers and perfumed 

wine, as well as meats of many kinds. Let us follow in 

the train of the star-hatted. Let us climb the sky      

ladder. Let us behold the bathing pool of seven jewels 

shining within the full moon which floats upon the four 

seas of a tranquil sky; as self, like a star-raft amid the 

heavenly palaces, navigates the Great Sky River. Or let 

the chosen one soar aloft like the red-crowned crane, 

homeward to the City of God; for he in his exaltation is 

like the Peng that flies free and knows at last the 

things unknown by other men.  

May the beneficent stars shed their blessings on our 

heads and lead us all to the felicity of the Tao. The fire- 
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globe captures Yang from the atmosphere of heaven; 

the bowl of the earth collects the crystal-dews of Yin; 

and the celestial pole reconciles the two in the pearly 

palace of the Emperor. So let us rest easy and behold 

the three-legged crow amid the branches of the      

mulberry tree. Let us gather in our arms the flowers of 

the four seasons; and in the central palace of the Son 

of Heaven let us consult the tablets of the kin who have 

come and gone before us, and who now joy in the     

radiance of eternal happiness.  

Three main schools were responsible for developing  

ancient Chinese knowledge and ideas about the stars. 

Because the stars revolve around the celestial pole, it 

was seen by them as the centre of heaven, and beyond 

all direction. Three regions of sky surrounded the     

celestial pole: the Purple Forbidden Enclosure, the     

Supreme Palace Enclosure and the Heavenly Market  

Enclosure. The Purple Forbidden Enclosure, sometimes 

translated as the Purple Palace, was the most           

important as it housed among its stars the celestial  

image of the emperor surrounded by his family and his 

most important civil and military officials. 

The Chinese Emperor was titled the Son of Heaven and 

his power, influence and authority radiated from his 

imperial palace in all directions, just as his divine 

counterpart radiated an even higher power throughout 

the celestial globe.  The emperor had a mandate from 

heaven; and like other ancient civilisations the      

heavenly regions were reflected on Earth in the  
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structure of the dynastic hierarchy. Earthly govern-

ments were established and maintained with reference 

to a divine template. They shaped their institutions and 

administrative departments of government as earthly 

representations of the higher realms; and it was by  

replicating the heavenly regions and the beings that 

ruled therein that the earthly empire derived its power 

and legitimacy. 

“The divine mission of the Son of Heaven was reflected 

even in the roles of his officers, and accordingly of the 

titles they were given, which magically achieved the 

great ends of cosmic coordination”.1 

Some of the stars were given names associated with the 

gods supposed to reside in them. Others took their 

names from parts of a palace or some other celestial 

building, such as the ‘hall of heaven,’ ‘the celestial 

door,’ and so on. 

If in the night sky the stellar representation of the     

divine emperor inhabited the Purple Palace, during the 

day he was the sun: the image of the divine centre of 

light and life.  

“The sun is a jewel; the embryonic essence of the Grand 

Yang, which does not wane".2  

On Earth similar qualities were represented in the   

person of the Son of Heaven. Unperturbed within the 

inner chamber of the Forbidden Purple Palace, the    

imperial sovereign power was the unseen source of all 

guidance and wisdom, the higher clarity regulating the  
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actions of his officers; and it was too, the guarantor of 

peace, happiness and prosperity to all the peoples 

spread across the many countries of the empire.  

The sky was also divided into four quarters represented 

by the so-called Four Symbols, each of which relates to 

a direction and a season: the Azure Dragon (spring, 

east), the Red Bird (summer, south), the White Tiger 

(autumn, west) and the Black Tortoise (winter, north). 

The Blue Dragon of the East - sometimes described as 

green rather than blue - is associated with spring. It 

consists of stars contained in our constellations Virgo, 

Libra, Scorpio and Sagittarius. The dragon’s heart was 

represented by what the Chinese called the fire star, 

Huo – believed by some to be the star Antares. The 

symbolism of dragons is vast. However it has for many 

centuries been used by the Chinese as an emblem of 

royalty. It is also sometimes connected by them to the       

admonisher and consequently used as a warning 

against vice, particularly greed. Chinese dragons in 

general are often connected to water and to the coming 

of rain at springtime. In artistic representations a ball, 

or ‘pearl’ surrounded by clouds and flames, is some-

times shown near the dragon’s mouth. Some have 

claimed this ball represents the sun. 

The Red (or Vermilion) Bird of the South is connected to 

summer, warmth and abundance. It consists of stars 

in the constellations Gemini, Cancer, Hydra, Crater and 

Corvus. It is sometimes depicted as a type of pheasant, 

while at others it resembles a peacock. Because it is 
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said to be continually covered in flames, it is often - 

and sometimes inappropriately - compared to the  

phoenix.  

The White Tiger of the West is linked with autumn. It 

was formed from stars in Andromeda, Pisces, Aries, 

Taurus and Orion. To the Chinese, the tiger was the 

lord of all land animals, contrasting with the dragon 

which ruled water. The tiger is said by some to symbol-

ise military prowess. It was an object of special terror 

to demons, and is therefore painted on walls to scare 

malignant spirits away from the vicinity of houses and 

temples. 

The Black Tortoise (or Turtle) of the North is associated 

with winter. It is also known as the Black Warrior, 

some say because the tortoise’s shell resembles a suit 

of armour. It is sometimes depicted with a large snake 

wrapped around it. The Black Tortoise was formed from 

stars in Sagittarius, Capricorn, Aquarius, and Pegasus. 

It is said to be a messenger from the gods to humans. 

To those who can read them, the markings on its shell 

are said to reveal the eternal mysteries of the universe; 

and, together with the dragon-horse, it was just such a 

messenger that revealed the Eight Trigrams to Fo, who 

was also known as Fu Hsi. More generally, the tortoise 

is associated with longevity. 

In addition, Chinese astronomers identified twenty-

eight segments in the sky known as mansions or   

lodges. Each of the four directions contained seven 

mansions. These stretch vertically from pole to pole  
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and marked coordinates through which the moon 

passed during its journey around the Earth. Many of 

the most important constellations were contained in 

these mansions. It appears that the whole Chinese  

system gave more emphasis to the celestial poles than 

it did to the ecliptic. 

“Many European scholars have found it almost           

impossible to believe that a fully equatorial system of 

astronomy could have grown up without passing 

through an ecliptic (zodiacal) phase, yet that undoubted-

ly happened”.3  

The Chinese constellations were often no more than a 

handful of stars; and were not represented by the    

picture-shapes we see in western zodiacs. They were 

instead representations of the heavenly agents of the 

supreme being.  The stars clothed the unseen gods that 

ruled and regulated the cosmos. Their philosopher-

astronomers believed that the stars revealed the     

purpose of the supreme being and that their move-

ments were a signal of his intent. The science of      

correspondence helped them to define the relationships    

between heaven and earth; and the high priest,         

hierophant, emperor and son of heaven, was the     

conduit between the two.  

To establish harmony, equilibrium and an appropriate 

balance between the contrary forces of Nature requires 

the perfect alignment of heaven and earth. So let all the 

kin look to the shining heavens and build in accord-

ance with the divine laws. May the heavenly gardens  
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find a true reflection in the peaceful waters of their 

hearts. And there, in the holy place, like swallows     

rejoicing in the spring, shall they hear the song of  

laughing boy. 

The man of earth is born from an earthly mother, and 

the cycles of his tear-filled births are without number. 

But you my children, you shall know another birth; for 

those who follow me shall be born anew from fire and 

sunshine in the Palace of the Lord. I will lead them by 

the hand through the Golden Door of the Mountain of 

Pearl and on to the Palace of Exalted Purity. 

For I am he who ascends the Path; I, the Opener of 

Gates and Maker of Ways; I, the Light of the Eye of God; 

I, the Golden Lad; I, the Sage without Stain; I, the True 

Son of Heaven; I, the Bright Messenger of Hope; I, the 

Light whose Holy Breath pervades the Cosmos; I, the 

Rider of the Dragon through Clouds of Flame; I, even I, 

the Golden Essence whose time is soon and shall not be 

denied. 

 

 

Notes 

1. Schafer  

2. T'ai p'ing yü lan  

3. Needham  

 

 

164 



Centaurus 

 

The centaurs in Greek legend are of two kinds. To the 

one belong Chiron, who acted as teacher and guardian 

to heroes such as Achilles and Jason in his cave on Mt. 

Pelion, and Pholus, who entertained Heracles on Mt. 

Pholöe; to the other, the wild and lawless monsters 

who laid violent hands on women, hurled trees and 

rocks, and were conquered or destroyed by Heracles or 

the Lapithae. 

The Lapiths were a legendary people of Greek myth and 

kindred with the Centaurs. Tradition credits them with 
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inventing the bridle's bit. Their king, Pirithous, was 

marrying the horsewoman Hippodameia, ‘tamer of 

horses’ and, perhaps unwisely, invited the Centaurs to 

the wedding feast. The mere smell of wine was usually 

enough to stimulate the base elements of the Centaurs’ 

nature and during the feast one of their number,     

Eurytion, made a lustful attempt to assault the bride. 

With the assistance of the hero Theseus, the ensuing 

battle resulted in defeat for the Centaurs and their ex-

pulsion from Thessaly. 

Chiron, however, had a different lineage to the others, 

and was said to have been fostered or instructed by 

both Apollo and Artemis. He was the wise and gentle 

teacher who had long since reconciled the two aspects 

of himself. He was the instructor and mentor of a long 

list of heroes including Asclepius, Aristaeus, Ajax,    

Aeneas, Actaeon, Caeneus, Theseus, Achilles, Jason, 

Peleus, Telamon, Perseus, and some say Heracles. He 

was the teacher and adept of many sciences, arts and 

skills. His disciples held him in high esteem and loved 

him for his wisdom, patience, loyalty and kindness. His 

teachings were those of knowledge, virtue, compassion 

and healing. It was said of him that he was able to: 

“…recognise betimes a sick body not yet conscious of its 

sickness.”1 

His academy was centred on his home, which was a 

cave on Mount Pelion. Aristaeus, a son of the sun, will 

provide example enough of the results of his wise tute-

lage: 
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“…and his (Apollo’s) son he brought while still an infant 

to be nurtured in the cave of Cheiron. And to him when 

he grew to manhood the Muses gave a bride, and taught 

him the arts of healing and of prophecy; and they made 

him the keeper of their sheep, of all that grazed on the 

Athamantian plain of Phthia and round steep Othrys 

and the sacred stream of the river Apidanus”.2  

O, let the kin give thanks unto the true teachers of 

light, for where would we be without them? And may 

the great lords who oversee the destinies of men pour 

blessings upon their ways, and repay their sacrifice a 

million-fold. For the true teacher gives but scant regard 

for the treasures of the world; yet rich in wisdom, he 

flings precious jewels as the wind strews the leaves at 

autumn time. And as the summer sun’s rays warm the 

happy meadow, so do the disciples of the true sage 

bask in his benevolence.  

O may the pupil learn the lessons of his life and be ever 

grateful for the guide upon the way. May he harken to 

the Message, and may he find a way to evoke once 

more the voice of laughing boy: 

The man who serves his lower instincts and base       

desires dwells in a hell of his own making. But he who   

listens to the loving wisdom of my words shall be made 

true; and by and by he shall know the Treasury of Light 

in the Kingdom of God. 

For I am the Fountain of Truth; I, the Master of Inner 

Law; I, the Jewel that shines in the Silent Within; I, the 

Healer of Ills; I, even I, the Sovereign Self whose time is  
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soon and shall not be denied. 

Throughout his watch, while the bonny boat sailed 

through the shadow of the night, besprent with     

sparkling points of light of many different colours, his 

thoughts were of the dawn, when the song of the day-

star would flow like a crystal stream unhindered 

through the world. Then would he marvel as the angels 

of the sun soar from beyond the wide horizon of the 

settled land to weave with fire and air the heavenly 

forms that glide above the gilded ocean to herald the 

coming lord of day. Then would the snow-capped 

mountains don their gold and purple cloaks; then 

would the gentle flower of the dell drink dew from a  

living cup; then would the mists of dreams and         

delusion melt into nothingness; and all the earth would 

wake.  

Centaurus, from Kentauros, was a universal title with 

the Greeks; and the association of the constellation 

with Chiron was so strong with them that the names 

Chiron, Cheiron or Chyron occasionally appear in the 

constellation’s title. However, some confusion still     

remains in the nomenclature as well as in the various 

mythological connections to both Centaurus and     

Sagittarius.  

Some star maps depict Centaurus, the Centaur, as 

holding a thyrsus in his hand, a symbol of creative 

power; while others show it as a speared wand on 

which is impaled the constellation Lupus, the Wolf. 

Those who prefer this version explain that the centaur  
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is in the act of making a sacrificial offering of the beast 

at the nearby constellation Ara, meaning Altar. Others 

represent the intended offering as wine, or sometimes 

refer to the centaur as holding a fruiting palm branch. 

The depiction of Chiron wielding a lance links him in 

the minds of some commentators to the biblical Cain 

whose name is said by them to signify to strike fast as 

with a spear; and, they say, he too was a father of the 

arts, sciences, and of civilisation in general.  

The name of the star Rigil Kentaurus is derived from 

the Arabic for centaur’s foot. It is the brightest star of 

the constellation, the third brightest of the night sky, 

and at 4.4 light years is the closest of any star to the 

sun. Alternative names for this star include Toliman 

and Bungula and it is said by some to be the same star 

known to Chinese as Mah Fuh, the Horse's Belly.  The 

next brightest is Hadar, from an Arabic name signifying 

one of two stars. An alternative name for it is Agena, 

believed to be derived from the Latin word for knee. 

These two mark the front legs of the centaur, and act 

as pointers to the modern constellation Crux, the 

Southern Cross, which lies under the centaur’s rear 

quarters, and which in ancient times was part of Cen-

taurus. The only other named star is Menkent, a name 

derived from the Arabic for shoulder. 

Though faint as near-forgotten dreams, the kin hear 

still the distant songs of Centaurus; for still they    

wander, seeking out the hero’s way; still they tame the 

lawless centaur of the wildwood and rein in their  
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wayward passions; and still each bridled one pulls the 

car of Dionysus through the mystic night to the altar of 

the day.  O let us wander no more, let us cease for a 

little while, close our outer eyes and withdraw from 

here to the hills of home, where kindly Chiron still 

roams the sylvan slopes and the peaceful valleys       

beneath the sun-topped peaks of paradise, instructing 

all who come to him in the sovereign laws of light and 

life and love. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Manilius  

2. Apollonius Rhodius 
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Boötes  

 

The songs of Boötes are many and varied; so much so 

that their melodies now appear somewhat confused. 

Down through the long ages, generations of lore-

keepers seem to have added and subtracted, though 

not always wisely.  

Boötes has often been represented as the Cultivator or 

Ploughman who drives the bears, Ursa Major and Ursa 

Minor around the Pole Star, Polaris. The bears, tied to 

the polar axis, are pulling a plough behind them, tilling 

the heavenly fields. This presents a composite picture 

of the constellation with two main elements: Bear-

warden and Husbandman; and the many and some-

times contradictory tales and traditions associated with 

Boötes usually relate in some way to one or the other of 

these characterisations. However, despite the contra-

dictions remnants of truth still inhabit both.  

Let the kin trace the golden thread that leads the   

wanderer home; for the seeker’s path is rarely straight; 

and nor is the way made easy. For who is there among 

the many kinds of men who can discern the gleaming 

clue amid the shadows of the lower self without a guide   

upon the way? So, let us put aside our selfishness and 

let us sing to the high heaven our gratitude to them, 

the guardians of our flock, the pastors of our congrega-

tion, and the fathers of our house. And when the time 

arrives, let us join the crew of our little boat that sails 
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the night; and trust that the distant stars will sing 

their songs and shed their light to show the way. The 

stars that seem to men but tiny flickering points, yet in 

truth are countless blazing suns that if approached 

would turn our bodies to ash. 

Boötes was referred to by Aratus as Arctophylax, which 

means Bear Keeper, Bear Guard, Bear Warden. Some 

say this association with bears derives from the Greek 

legend of Arcas, who was the son of chaste Callisto. 

Some such stories have it that both son and mother 

were placed in the heavens as the bear constellations, 

or as the greater bear, Ursa Major and its warden,     

Boötes.  

The songs sung of Arcas, like those of so many others 

of his ilk, appear in part at least of the tragic sort. Con-

forming to a well-known type, he was as a child hidden 

away for safety’s sake; and therefore was ignorant of 

his true lineage – some say he was fathered by Zeus, 

others by Apollo. Despite being hidden away, he was, 

at the hands of a cruel king, either burnt on the sacrifi-

cial altar, or cut into many pieces - depending on 

which version of the legend is believed - before being 

reconstituted by Zeus. In his regenerated state, he    

became king and, like his mother, a great hunter of 

wild beasts. Callisto, his mother, had earlier been dis-

guised by Zeus as a bear. Eventually, in order to save 

them both from calamity they were transported to the 

heavens in the constellations of the Bear and Bear 

Watcher or Warden. 
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A number of lines also connect Callisto to Artemis, 

known by the Romans as Diana. While some of the old 

tales say that Callisto was a companion of Artemis and 

that she met her death at the goddess’s hand, there are 

others who believe that in fact the legend of Callisto 

was originally told of Artemis and that both were repre-

sented by the She-Bear of Ursa Major, making them 

both types of the Mother. Certainly, there was a very 

old cult in Attica centred upon the Cave of the She-

Bear where, it is said, Artemis was worshipped. Plato 

seems to have believed that the name of the goddess 

was derived from a pre-Greek language and accordingly 

referred to her by a name meaning ‘pure, unharmed 

and the spotless maiden’. In this light it is not surpris-

ing that she was also associated with the Moon and in 

very ancient times was called Diktynna or ‘the emitted 

ray’.  

So it seems Arcas, the divine son of the chaste mother, 

is represented by our Boötes; and from the night sky 

still he sings his mystic songs to all the kin. On one 

such night, on the star-lit deck, the captain of our little 

boat heard, or thought he heard, a distant echo of such 

a song and in reply whispered a prayer of gratitude. 

‘O, thou great Wardens of Wisdom, thou Sons of the 

All-illuminating Light, thou Chiefs, I send forth this 

night, upon the crystal air, my thanks to thee. Thou 

who descend through the regions to sing the songs of 

light and life and love; thou who bring the sunny ray to 

banish the shadows of a worried world; and thou who  
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open up the way for erring man; may thou be blest by 

God for evermore. 

But the song of Boötes contains a contrapuntal motion; 

for not only was the constellation considered to repre-

sent the Bearward, but it has also been closely       

connected with the type of the Husbandman.  

Above Spica, shining high in the sky with a sickle in 

his hand shines the harvester, one of the phases of the 

husbandman, who can also be discerned at various 

times of the year sowing seed, ploughing and tilling, 

tending sheep, herding cattle and so on.  

To the historian such things might reflect the develop-

ment of agricultural practices among previously       

nomadic peoples, or some similar cultural phenome-

non. To the kin, however, their significance is of a    

different order, for they are also used as symbols of   

inner mystical processes. They can be considered from 

many standpoints including the material, mythical and 

eschatological.  

Among many other representations of the Son of the 

Immaculate Mother, the biographies of Horus, Krishna 

and Christ, each have light to shed on the subject; but 

it seems to be in the character of the elder Horus that 

we find most clearly the origin of Boötes. 

“At his second coming, Horus is the reaper in the fields 

of harvest. This is he ‘whose fan (or flail) is in his hand’ 

when he rises from the sepulchre”.1  
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The ancient mystical songs of cultivating the fertile 

land sing to the kin of a cosmos in seasonal harmony, 

a cosmos at peace in which each second of time is the 

appointed time. They sing of a time for preparation, for 

sowing, tending and harvesting. The ‘gathering in’ of 

the harvest represents the culmination of the mystical 

path from darkness unto light. 

“The object of the beatified deceased is to attain the  

harvest-field in Hetep, that he may take possession of 

his allotment there, and be in glory there, and plough 

and sow and reap the harvest there for ever…”2 

Hetep means Peace. Amsu-Horus herds his flocks to 

the green pastures and the still waters. He is lord of 

the pastures and of the green meadows of Aarru. And 

there the victorious one is at ease beside the waters of 

peace in the far-stretching gardens of the abundant 

sun.  

The stars of Boötes sing of the cycles of birth and death 

and regeneration. After the labour in the fields, after 

the experiences of material life, the humiliation of de-

feat, the struggles to climb the mountain of Self, the 

pains of reconciliation, there comes the time of harvest, 

when the barns are filled with golden grain, the fruits 

hang heavy upon the tree, and the happy labourer 

sups holy wine in the company of his kin. And there 

and then his work shall be the work of the Lord. 

Though let the many kinds of kin beware, for Boötes 

has also been identified by some with Icarius, who  
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served to inexperienced shepherds the wine of Diony-

sus. Thinking themselves poisoned, they turned on 

Icarius and killed him.  

The name of the constellation’s main star Arcturus    

derives from the ancient Greek Arktouros which means 

Guardian of the Bear. It has been of interest as far back 

as our historians can tell. In very early times it seems 

that it may have been the name of the constellation   

itself. In the character of guardian, the warrior          

elements of the type represented by this star were 

sometimes emphasised; for it has been truly said that 

if required the guardians of heaven can appear terrible 

in their aspect.  The star was also famous with the sea-

men of early times, though its influence was often   

considered with dread as it was generally associated 

with stormy weather. It is tempting to speculate that 

perhaps its stormy reputation was earned mostly    

during the periods of its rising and setting.  

Based on evidence from an Egyptian calendar from the 

15th century BC, Renouf associated Arcturus with the 

star Antares, and placed them both in their large con-

stellation Menat, one of the names of Hathor. In India it 

was known as Swati or Svati, the 13th lunar mansion. 

It was known there as the real pearl, and in the Hindu 

epics it represented one of the wives of the Sun. The 

Arabs knew it as Al Simak al Ramih translated in some 

quarters as the Lofty Lance-Bearer. Al Haris al Sama, 

the Keeper of Heaven was another name, and was iden-

tified with titles relating to the Patriarch or Mentor of  
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the Train of Stars. Some researchers identify it with the 

Chaldean Papsukal, the Guardian Messenger; and   

others with the Euphratean Sib-zi-anna, meaning  

Shepherd of the Heavenly Flock, or the Shepherd of the 

Life of Heaven. Not surprisingly therefore, some writers 

in the Christian tradition identify Arcturus with Christ, 

their Good Shepherd and Keeper of the Flock. He is at 

the same time the Harvester of Souls and so it is wholly 

appropriate that Boötes wields the sickle as a symbol of 

his role. In ancient China, Arcturus was known as    

Dajiao, great horn, and is said to mark the horn on the 

head of the Blue Dragon, a constellation which also 

contained the star Huo at its heart, known in the west 

as Antares. It was also said to symbolise the throne of 

the celestial king, Tian wang, who they said held court 

in that part of the heavens. 

Other names and stars associated with the constella-

tion include Izar among whose titles were Al Mintakah 

al 'Awwa', the Belt of the Shouter. This may refer to its 

position in the constellation, while the kin of old also 

knew the wearer of the girdle as a Priest of the Sun. 

The shouter or caller is reckoned by some to be a name 

associated with Boötes as herdsman. 

O, may all the kin hear the Call. Let the jubilant songs 

of angels ring out across the starry night; and let our 

reply be one of truth and beauty and love; for such is 

the song of laughing boy. 

As the men of earth sow, so shall they reap, and the 

weeds of the wilderness shall be their reward. But those 
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who follow me shall not know hunger in the night of 

winter, for they shall labour in the fields, and shall fill 

their barns at harvest time; and by and by we shall    

together rest content amid the happy peace of paradise. 

For I am the Resurrected Son; I, the Sower of Good Seed 

and the Force of Germinating Life; I, the Cultivator of 

Fields; I, Lord of Abundance; I, the Vine-dresser; I, the 

Divine Harvester who Wields the Flail and Sickle; I, the 

Son of Divine Nature; I, the Lord of Processions; I, the 

Guard at the Gate; I, the Husbandman; I, the Chastener; 

I, even I, the Master of My House, whose time is soon 

and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Massey 

2. Ibid 
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Interlude 

 

Tales of sorrow, suffering and sacrifice give way at the 

appointed time to power and glory; and so the rain-

bow’s child is born. The royal son of heaven takes up 

his task. The day star shines forth from the blue sky 

above the dewy meadow; and at night the glittering 

stars like angels attend unto their queen.  

Through the city we process, through the gold and    

silver streets we stride, through the orchards and the 

vineyards, on the strand and on the river’s mossy 

bank, in the temple, in the oaken grove and on the 

craggy mountain top, the laughing boy sings and the 

happy kin dance their dance of victory. The whole 

world is ours; the wealth of heaven is in our hearts; 

and the dirge of  the doleful Earth is dumb. 

The shipwrecked man drowns in the waters of low     

desire. But those who follow my star shall succeed; and 

soon enough the seafarer shall know the happiness of 

Home.  

For I am the Spirit of Everlasting Light; I, the Power that 
Overcomes; I, of a Thousand Names; I, the Singer of a 
Thousand Songs; I, even I, whose time is soon and shall 
not be denied. 

A boat once came to the assistance of another while 

sailing in the Strait of Hormuz. During their time in 

port the two captains became friends and on parting 

exchanged gifts. Our captain received from his friend, 
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who was a native of Khorāsān, two beautifully           

illustrated volumes of Ferdowsi and Omar, and also a 

piece of Persian turquoise inlaid with gold which was 

inscribed with three holy names: those of the Father, 

the Mother and the Divine Son. This latter gem was  

duly deposited in our grateful captain’s treasure bag.  

He often thought of his friend, and since the moment of 

their parting he had never doubted that they would 

meet again beyond this place, in the everlasting lands 

of peace. And there they would embrace; and his heart 

would melt again with joy. Remembering his dear 

friend, holding the turquoise in his hand, he recalled 

above all the twinkle in his eye which somehow con-

densed into a little gleam of light, the love and wisdom 

of a thousand, thousand lives.     

And there in the safety of his treasure bag the precious 

turquoise lay through the long voyage together with 

other prizes gained along the way. There was a fire opal 

from the mountains of Mexico, by which he would     

remember his friend Paloma, an old lady he had met in 

Tecolutla, The Place of Owls. Though she had long since 

gone to meet her reward, in her youth she and her  

family were Arribeño performers who had for many 

long years filled the air with dance and song and 

laughter. They were from the tiny state of Querétaro, 

whose sons and daughters were renowned for their 

quick and fiery temperament. As he held the jewel in 

his hand he remembered how the light flashed in her 

eyes when she reminisced about ‘the good old days’.  
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And there was also a golden topaz from Brazil. It had 

been found in the belongings of a Portuguese priest  

following his sudden death. It was given to the captain 

years later by a member of his crew, Salomao, the 

youngest and most innocent of the priest’s brothers. 

But whenever memories flowed unbidden, sooner or 

later he’d return in his mind to the England of his 

youth. The sights and sounds and scents of his native 

land lingered with him still: of the haymow and the 

rose garden, of lilies and the perfumed jessamine, 

borne on a breeze as soft as love’s caress. He remem-

bered too each turn of the solitary paths he had once 

walked through the thickest woods, hidden from all the 

ways of men, where the ground itself seemed holy. And 

he could still recall each and every clearing where the 

crowded stars could be glimpsed shining above his 

head like diamonds shine in candlelight.  

These memories of home, the gentle, gem-like flowers 

of the margin, the glittering loch, the beauty of the 

riverbank and the splashing stream, the billowing   

surface of the silver sea, the gently lapping waves and 

golden sands, the chorus of singing birds at sun-break, 

and the high-hymning lark that poured out its liquid 

song from the blue sky above the happy meadow all 

appeared to him now like the sights and sounds of 

some other life glimpsed in the mirror of a mystic 

dream. Yet still they fed the flame and calmed the 

mind, until eternal peace, like the wings of an angel, 

spread to shield with Love the blessèd Earth.   
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O, throughout the realms of peace profound and their 

shadows of experience, let the  bright-eyed singers 

sing, and the nimble dancers dance; and let them, like 

the stars above, perform to the rhythm of the soul     

serene that beats within their hearts, and then 

“At once the silken Tassel of my Purse                       

Tear and its Treasure on the Garden throw…”1 

for when all that needs to be is said and done we shall 

drink of the holy wine and break the holy bread and 

breathe the holy breath of God, the Giver of Life to All. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Omar Khayyám  
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Libra 

 

One evening, at sunset, the captain watched the skies 

from the deck of the boat and saw, or thought he saw, 

the very last glimmerings of light in the west. The stars 

were as yet but the faintest specks of light. The breeze 

had dropped. All was still and silent. The sea was flat. 

No land was in sight. He could just discern the thin 

line of the horizon which stretched as far as his eye  
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could see. It seemed to him such an insubstantial   

partition between the infinite dome above and the    

unfathomed deep below. 

Let the kin follow in the train of their Lord of Light, 

from the west unto the east. Let them balance the sun 

and moon at the place of weighing. Let them stretch; 

let them straddle above and below, yesterday and     

tomorrow. Then will their thoughts and words and 

deeds endure; and all the empire will be as one in 

peace. Then will they sing the songs of the nations, of 

east and west, of north and south, in accordance with 

the times; and by and by they will dance the dance of 

the bride before her lord as they process through every 

district of the land. 

“For he is our peace, who hath made both one, and hath 

broken down the middle wall of partition between us; 

Having abolished in his flesh the enmity, even the law of 

commandments contained in ordinances; for to make in 

himself of twain one new man, so making peace; And 

that he might reconcile both unto God in one body by the 

cross, having slain the enmity thereby: And came and 

preached peace to you which were afar off, and to them 

that were nigh. For through him we both have access by 

one Spirit unto the Father.”1 

The scales were by some ancient cultures associated 

with the sun as the god of truth and justice. In Meso-

potamia, for example, they were sacred to Shamash 

who was responsible for standardising weights and 

measures. In Egypt the figure of the scales was some- 
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times reduced to the yoke or beam representing in one 

aspect the nilometer, the instrument used to measure 

the height of the waters of inundation. 

It is by many now accepted that the region associated 

with the stars of Libra was in more ancient times      

occupied by the claws of the scorpion which figures the 

constellation Scorpio. It has been said by some that 

even earlier than this the Virgin and the Scorpion were 

not considered separately, but formed one huge con-

stellation that stretched across the space now taken by 

Virgo, Libra and Scorpio. The separation of scorpion 

and virgin, together with the introduction of the scales 

between them, is said to have adjusted the number of 

constellations from ten to twelve. Whether this is the 

full truth or not, the introduction of the scales seems to 

have been in order to signify the autumn equinox; and 

it is a wholly appropriate symbol, they say, because at 

this time of year day and night are equal to each other. 

 Perhaps unsurprising given its position and its       

history, there still remain connections between the 

scales of Libra and the constellations on either side, 

Virgo and Scorpio. On one side is the pure Astraea, the 

star-maiden, the Greek goddess of innocence         

commonly represented in the constellation Virgo. She 

was closely associated with Dike, which means Justice, 

a goddess often depicted carrying scales. On the other 

side was the death-bringing scorpion, the dweller in the 

desert. The stars which form our Libra were sometimes 

referred to by classical astronomers as the Scales and 
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sometimes as Chelae or the Claws. Some of the names 

of Libra’s individual stars still refer to the scorpion’s 

claws. The placement of the scales between these two 

constellations is significant. 

“Th' Eternal to prevent such horrid fray                    

Hung forth in Heav'n his golden Scales, yet seen         

Betwixt Astraea and the Scorpion signe,                

Wherein all things created first he weighd,                  

The pendulous round Earth with balanc't Aire               

In counterpoise…”2 

The Arabian mansion Al Jubana contained stars now 

associated with Libra, but whose names refer to one or 

other of the scorpion’s Claws. In the Hindu system four 

stars from our Libra form the moon mansion Visakha 

which means forked, having branches. Its symbol is  

described as a decorated arch or triumphal gateway. 

In the Chinese sky, these same four stars represented 

Di, the name also given to the third Chinese lunar 

mansion. It is associated with the Azure Dragon. A    

literal translation of the term is root or base, as in the 

base or roots of a tree. However, while Di or Ti is often 

translated as ‘earth’ and contrasted with its comple-

mentary principle ‘Tian’ or ‘Tien’, usually translated as 

‘Heaven’, a word of warning is needed about the terms; 

for while they are generally translated as heaven and 

earth they can and often do embrace other meanings 

too, many of which depend on context. 

Another among many such cautionary examples is the 
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so-called ‘little heaven of k'ung-tung’, which although 

referred to as a heaven is also located below the earth: 

“In many graphic variants k'ung t'ung or k'ung-tung was 

the name given both to the vast subterranean caves and 

also to the mythical mountain in the far west - a place of 

rebirth, initiation, and enlightenment where Huang Ti is 

said to have been given instruction about the nature of 

ultimate reality.”3 

While in the present context these may appear some-

what obscure allusions, let the mystically-minded note 

the importance to the Chinese of balancing yin and 

yang, however they might appear to manifest: moon 

and sun, earth and heaven, base and apex, root and 

crown; moist and dry, and so on and so forth.  

Creativity arises from the interaction of the two. So let 

the phoenix alight upon the tree, and let the sleeping 

dragon wake; and lo, the golden child of spontaneity 

shall reach up to pluck the ripened peach.  

However, Libra also signifies in one aspect the          

approaching ‘tipping-point’ of the year when the day-

star, shorn of its beams, falls into the flaming west to 

tread the long and lonely road to find again its rightful 

place on high.  For the songs of Libra sing to the kin of 

balance, of law, of justice, judgement and of discrimi-

nation. They sing of truth and right; they sing of the 

weighing of word and will and deed; they sing the song 

of conscience from within the light of Self. O man, 

when thy time has arrived will the weight of thy world  
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weigh heavy upon thee, or wilt thou rise, like a bird 

from the net, to the scented air? 

In the Egyptian eschatology the weighing of the heart 

took place in the Hall of Judgement, sometimes called 

the Judgement Hall of Osiris, or the Hall of Two 

Truths. Osiris was the Lord of Heaven and of Maat, and 

as such was considered to be the just judge of the 

dead. 

“The primary meaning of Maat is ‘straight’ and as far as 

we can see the same ideas which were attached to the 

Greek word κανών (i.e., a straight rod, a mason's rule, 

and finally a rule, a law, a canon, which governs men 

and their actions) belong to the Egyptian word Maat. The 

Egyptians used the word in a physical and moral sense, 

and thus it came to mean ‘right, true, truth, real,        

genuine, upright, righteous, just,’ etc. Thus in the       

Precepts of Ptah-hetep it is said: ‘Great is truth (Maat), 

the mighty and unalterable, and it hath never been    

broken since the time of Osiris.’ Ptah-hetep exhorts his 

hearers to ‘make the truth (Maat) permanent’. The just 

and upright man is Maat and ‘God judgeth right’."4 

Behold Maat, Mistress of Amentet, with a feather in her 

hand. And before her a beam of gold that stretches 

from the turquoise sky to lightly rest upon the ruddy 

Earth below. O let us speak truth before the jury of the 

gods when the time of our weighing is upon us. And let 

our ancestors sing with joy when from there in triumph 

we come forth to day. And there and then the sunlight 

shall dance amid the waters and the song of laughing 
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boy shall echo in our hearts. 

Just as Hate will swallow hate, the man ruled by his 

low desires is devoured by the dark shadow of his    

destiny. He falters on the way. But you, my belovéd 

sons and daughters, you shall not fail. For just as the 

Good doth bear the good above the whelming wave, the 

man who reaches the harbour of his Soul is granted the 

protection of my Peace. 

For I am the Moving Balance in the Stretching Ray; I, the 

Beam of the Golden Scales; I, the Sceptre of Equity; I, 

the Sun of Truth and Justice; I, Lord of the Horizon; I, 

the Holder of Hands whose time is soon and shall not be 

denied.  

 

 

 

Notes 

1. St, Paul 

2. Milton 

3. Schafer 

4. Budge 
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Crux 

Crux, or The Southern Cross, is the smallest of all the 

constellations. Because of the effects of precession it 

can no longer be seen by observers in the northern 

hemisphere. It is a modern constellation, and was   

considered by ancient astronomers to be part of      

Centaurus.  

However, even if the constellation is not very old, the 

cross itself is a very ancient symbol. It contains many 

 

191  



meanings for all the various kinds of men; and has 

been widely used as a holy blessing or as a powerful 

protection against negative influences. 

The so-called celestial cross is formed by the intersec-

tion of the celestial equator by the ecliptic. This       

produces the vernal and autumnal equinoxes, the 

points of balance between daylight and darkness.  

However, to untold generations of the kin it has also 

been the sign of resurrection and the coming forth from 

trial and death unto eternal life.  

Out of the one comes forth two; and in order to achieve 

harmony and balance between these two a divine third 

is born at their intersection. Spirit manifests and      

expresses itself through matter. Out of the union of  

father and mother comes the son. This is one meaning 

of the cross.  

We also have come forth from our bright estate to  

combine with the realms of generation, to rise again 

full-laden with experience unto our rightful place; and 

this ‘coming forth’, either in generation or in regenera-

tion, is another meaning of the cross. 

In one sense, there is a cross for every kind of man, 

each according to his task. However, the son of God 

stands at peace, supreme at the centre. The forces of 

the four corners are held in masterly tension by      

wisdom and by living law. The Bull, the Lion, the Eagle 

and the Man each have found their place. He restrains 

and releases; he resists and complies; he divorces and  
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mixes; he separates and combines. Balance through 

wisdom and law; and wisdom and law through balance. 

O let the kin devote the north, south, east and west of 

themselves to the service of their Lord; and so shall the 

flowers of wisdom and love, pure and innocent, bloom 

upon the cross.  

When the cross represents the triumph of the spirit 

over bodily matter, the soul over materialism, we have 

then a holy symbol of the Son and Messenger of God 

who comes forth selflessly to redeem the foolish man 

ensnared in foolish ways. But few indeed there are of 

these, for 

“Who under this heaven is trusted with the secrets 

veiled by the curtain of solitude”?1 

The unwise man on Earth is also upon a cross, but his 

is one of self-inflicted suffering. Amid the bewildering 

push and pull of the material world, his light shines 

dimly on a path of tears and bitter regret as it stretches 

out before him. To the right lies rejection; or else the 

hollow victories and fleeting vanities of a dreaming 

world. To the left of him beckons temptation, while   

behind him lurk degradation and malevolence. Lo, how 

complacently he totters, this way and that, on the very 

edge of his demise. 

And between light and shade, above and below, left and 

right, the kin sail the starry night towards the dawning 

of the day. Though the effort may sometimes seem    

beyond them, and though the price at times too high to 
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pay, sail they must; and though their lives be heaped 

with cruelties, though they live and breathe among 

fierce and lawless men, still they sing the sacred song 

and dance the holy dance right unto the end. 

The Nightingale’s Lament  

 

The Nightingale doth bleed with bitter cares,  

While Sings he sweetly to the scarlet Rose,  

A bitter cup, that none but he may drink  

With silvered nerves all bathed in Fire.  

Meanwhile, the Bee is free to come and sup,  

Whilst he must sit and wet the Earth with tears;  

Crucified with many a sharp and blackened thorn,  

Till sweet extinction return him to his Love. . .  

Who waits within the Sacred Gardens of the Sun!2 

 

Our captain, enfolded in thoughts too sad for tears, 

had sailed amid the stars throughout the purple night. 

All the while, the Earth had sung to him a soft and 

sombre song, and he had heard. And its song was the 

song of sorrow.  

But now, as the hour approached, the moon shone 

clear and the southerly wind was mild and odorous. Its 

aroma was to his heart and mind like the balm which 

soothes the traveller’s aching limbs; and slowly with 

the unfolding promise of day his mood lifted. The year 

had turned and the care-free days of summer had 

passed, yet the spirit endures; and so on towards the 

dawn he sailed the bonny boat; for he knew that  
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ashore by now burnished leaves would be falling to the 

ground, that the grape would be slowly ripening on the 

vine, and golden corn would be shining in the field. 

So let the stars of the Southern Cross sing; let new 

songs tell an ancient tale; and let their glittering     

message unfold in every man his full potential. Let 

each sparkling ray of light form a starry bridge stretch-

ing from the four-fold world to the truth and beauty 

and goodness of his spiritual home. And each hour of 

the day the angels of the seven churches shall pour 

down on him their blessings.  Behold, the wheels turn, 

and the Breath of God blows from the four corners of 

the world to fan the flame divine within his beating 

heart. And in that holy place let each note of every    

aspect of his being harmonise itself with the sunny 

song of Laughing Boy. 

Each day the men of Earth, lacking faith in me, are slain 

at dawn upon the Stone of Sacrifice. But you, my        

beloved sons and daughters, you shall make it through. 

You shall live and stand square and straight upon the 

cube; and the four corners shall be as a strong founda-

tion for the building of a church; and its steeple shall 

stretch from the Earth unto the realms divine.  

 

And together with thy kin in the Gardens of the Sun you 

shall be as the unfolded bud upon the stem, the ear of 

corn ripe upon the stalk, and the rosy fruit upon the 

bending bough. 
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For I am the Unfolding Potential; I, the Balance of the 
Pairs; I, the Creative Force; I the Son of Wisdom and 
Love; I, the once-rejected Stone; I, the Forsaken Son who 
was Glorified; I, who reconciles the Four Directions; I, 
even I, the Rose upon the Cross whose time is soon and 
shall not be denied. 
 
 
 
 
Notes 

1. Nizami 

2. Sutherland 
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Lupus 

 

Along with Crux, in ancient times the constellation    

Lupus, the Wolf was considered to be an asterism with-

in Centaurus. The constellation of the wolf is a modern 

one. However, the various symbols long associated with 

the wolf, just like those relating to the cross, have gen-

erated many ancient stories told for the benefit of men.  

In the second century B.C., four hundred years before 
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Ptolemy, the astronomer Hipparch first separated the 

stars we now know as Lupus from Centaurus and 

named them Therion, which translates not as wolf, but 

as the non-specific term beast. It was not until the 

twelfth century translation of Ptolemy’s work into Latin 

that the constellation became known as Lupus, the 

Wolf.  

It is thought that the Greek constellation is probably 

based on the Babylonian figure known as UR.IDIM, 

meaning wild dog, although here again, the cuneiform 

sign 'UR' simply refers to any large carnivore, and so 

includes lions and wolves as well as dogs. In some 

mythological contexts it is found in association with 

the sun god Shamash and another mythical being    

often referred to as the Bison-man or Bull-man, a     

figure which White believes to be the original root of 

the Greek constellation of Centaurus. Like the centaur 

this bull-man, perhaps not surprisingly, had two      

aspects: one was represented by the type of the         

demonic destroyer, while the other reflected his role as 

guardian of the gate of dawn, and he who held open 

the gate for Shamash to come forth as the light of day. 

As far as the Greek figure of the beast goes, it was  

generally figured as a wolf impaled upon the centaur’s 

spear or thyrsus. Most commentators believe that it 

was about to be offered as a sacrifice by Chiron at the 

nearby constellation Ara, a name which means altar.  

However, interpreters of the bible have associated the 

constellation with various sacrificial figures, including  
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Christ, and refer to it by the title Victima; and, they 

say, this is confirmed by its ancient Hebrew name, 

Asedah, and the Arabic Asedaton, both of which they 

translate as to be slain. 

There is also the sun-wolf or messenger of the sun,   

associated with the winged Mercury; and therefore with 

aspects of Hermes. The wolf, dog or jackal was in very 

ancient times used by the Egyptians to represent the 

son principle; and in one aspect conformed, particular-

ly in the case of the jackal, to the type of the under-

world guide of the deceased souls who sought entry  

into heaven. 

“…the jackal was the guide of roads in Amenta who led 

the people through its wilderness, and showed a way 

for them to ascend into the world of light.”1 

The jackal is present in the Judgement Hall of Osiris; 

and so too is Ammit the devourer of the dead, eater of 

souls. The mythologies of old provide countless         

examples of ‘the greedy devourer’, who was when 

viewed from one perspective a representation of the 

day-swallowing night, or the water-swallowing drought.  

Each bright destiny, each particle of light, is in one way 

or another paired with its light-devouring shadow.  

Everywhere, the hero of light and the monster of dark-

ness contend for supremacy. Similarly, waiting on the 

judgement in the hall of Osiris lurks the devourer, the   

monster who was said to eat the hearts that did not 

make the weight on the scales of truth. 
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O, may all the kin find victory in the Hall of Two 

Truths. May the guide of ways lead them by the hand 

and may the witnesses of truth and justice speak on 

their behalf. May the greedy devourer go hungry and 

may the shadow of their destiny be dispersed forever in 

a flood of joy and kindly light.  

The wolf Fenrir was one in a long line of devouring 

monsters forever seeking to devour the sun. 

“He was reared by the Aesir, but only Tyr had the   

courage to feed him. Knowing what damage was to be 

expected of this wolf, the gods resolved to chain him. He 

broke two chains, but the third was a magic one, 

worked by dwarfs. It was made of the noise of a cat, the 

beard of a woman, breath of fish and spittle of bird. It 

was smooth and soft as a silken thread, but the wolf 

would only allow himself to be bound with it so long as 

one of the gods placed his hand between his jaws as a 

pledge. Only Tyr dared do this; he lost his hand, but the 

wolf was bound and will not break loose before the  

Ragnarok, when he will be the death of Odin.”2  

Meanwhile, the cruel spell cast by the spreading gloom 

of twilight had brought sadness to our captain’s heart. 

He longed for home and for the happy hours he once 

had spent in the company of his kin. Sighing grief and 

tears too hot to endure drove him once again to prayer. 

‘O my Lord, seed of light, serene in divine space, lend 

me thy light, so that all those who, for good or ill, are 

connected to me may know the sweetness of its    

blessings’. 
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And as he prayed he heard, or thought he heard, from 

beyond the darkness of his sorrow, the distant song of 

laughing boy. 

The greedy wolf stalks the night and devours the    

straying lamb; and the shadow of its shadow conceals 

the light from the many kinds of men. But you, my      

beloved sons and daughters, you shall find safe       

passage; and my light shall be as a lamp in the       

darkness to show the way. 

For I am the Watchman of my Flock and the Guardian at 

the Gate; I, the Golden Dog; I, the Sun-Wolf; I, the Leader 

of Souls through the Night; I, the Witness in the Hall of 

Judgement; I, even I, the Messenger of Day whose time 

is soon and shall not be  denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Massey 

2. Turville-Petre  
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Corona Borealis 

 

Sometimes the moon rises early and her moonbeams 

show the way, weaving patterns in the twilight amid 

the sprouting wands of willow that line the river’s 

mossy bank; or in the dark woods where berried ivy 

climbs in spirals up the white branches of the silver fir; 

and where, concealed within its leaves, the secretive 

wren sends forth its call to all probationers who  
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wander the woods alone in search of a path to take 

them home.   

For unknown millennia the wisdom, imagination and 

folly of men have populated religion, myth and fable 

with innumerable goddesses, the counterparts of the 

masculine gods. They are the mothers and wives,     

sisters and daughters, with each of them having their 

own peculiar characteristics, traits and attributes. 

However, whether maiden, mother or crone, they can 

but symbolise, reflect, or as is so often the case, distort 

aspects of the Universal Feminine Principle, the highest 

and most perfect expression of which is that of the    

Divine Mother.  

On a lower level one of the countless aspects of her   

divine nature has often been symbolised by the moon, 

queen of night, who, it is sometimes said, superintends 

the birth, death and rebirth of the many different kinds 

of men. She is the queen, while the sun is her king. It 

is believed by some that immediately before their    

marriage their sacred dance is danced in a manner 

which traces the pattern of a labyrinth. 

The old dances sometimes represented just such a  

pattern. Female dancers circled the pole moon-wise, 

the counter-clockwise direction sacred to women, while 

male dancers progressed in the other direction, sun-

wise. They represented the interpenetration of        

masculine and feminine powers. Lo, as the dancers 

dance, how the ribbons stream like the light of the sun 

and moon and stars. 
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Similar braiding figures can be detected in some of the 

old square-dances, in which men and women weave in 

opposite directions around a circle, with or without 

touching hands as they pass. Like the maiden who 

braids her hair, as red as copper, or as black as a 

moonless night, or as golden as the shimmering dawn, 

so do the kin braid the round of destiny. O how this 

mystic life of ours mysteriously begins, and like a 

dance, processes and returns; how a right arm is 

hooked through the crook of another’s left elbow; how 

the whole wheel turns as the seasons change in accord 

with the holy year. 

All the while the stars of Corona Borealis softly sing. All 

the while the chaste queen weaves the ways of wisdom. 

All the while her jewelled light carries the hearts and 

minds of men away. And all the while dazzling points of 

fire and dew illuminate her brow. 

The constellation has long been associated with the 

Cretan story of Ariadne, Theseus and the labyrinthine 

trial in which Theseus entered the labyrinth to slay the 

Minotaur, and then retraced his steps using the golden 

thread furnished by Ariadne. Having supposedly been 

deserted by Theseus and left on an island, she was 

there discovered by Dionysius. The two fell in love and 

were duly married. It is said by some that it was her 

jewelled wedding diadem made by Hephaestus, the god 

of fire, which was set in the heavens as the constella-

tion Corona Borealis or the Northern Crown.  

The mother-goddess Arianrhod, is believed by many  
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researchers to have been the Celtic equivalent of       

Ariadne.  She was known as 

“keeper of the endlessly circling Silver Wheel of the 

Stars ... Some gave the Goddess herself the title of 

‘Silver Wheel That Descends into the Sea.’ Arianrhod's 

wheel was also the Wheel of Light, Wheel of Fal, or Oar 

Wheel. It was often likened to a vast ship carrying dead 

warriors to the Moon-land…”1 

Consequently, in Celtic mythology, Corona Borealis is 

known as Caer Arianrhod, or the Castle of Arianrhod, 

where the goddess was said to live. 

The name of the brightest star in the constellation is 

Alphecca, the bright (star) of the broken (ring of stars). 

The same star was also known as Gemma, a name    

derived from the Latin word for jewel. The Cheyenne 

called the whole constellation the Camp Circle because 

its shape is similar to the semi-circular arrangement of 

their camps. 

O, how the whirling stars weave patterns unknown by 

man; and unseen the angels dance creation’s dance 

and sing creation’s song as the sacred ship of cosmos 

sails upon its way. And all the while the kin gather 

flowers in the mystic garden, entwining stems to make 

them into garlands. And lo how countless shining    

petals, like the stars themselves, are strewn along their 

path. 

And so the song of the laughing boy travels unhindered 

through the upper air, while here below a golden  
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thread gleams amid the veil of mystery.  

The cruel men of earth are blinded by their selfish       

desires. They see not the tangled path that leads them 

unto death. And like the crone who walks with a bended 

back, they walk beneath the low ceiling of their stony 

hearts.  

But those who are faithful unto death shall bye and bye 

be judged; and being found to be true they shall be 

crowned with eternal life; and my splendour, like that of 

flashing jewels, shall light the path before them, the 

path within, and the path that leads them Home.  

For I am He who knows the Root, the Heart and the 

Crown; I, Creation’s Gleaming Thread; I, the Central   

Axis; I, the Living Light of Many Colours; I, the Jewelled 

Diadem; I, the Crown of Glory whose time is soon and 

shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Walker 
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Scorpio 

 

The little boat sailed the darkest night on a storm-

tossed sea; and the crew, afraid for their lives, prayed 

for their deliverance. This region of the sky draws into 

sharp relief the very heart of the matter. The contest is 

now here; and the appointed time is upon us. Dark-

ness and treachery once again seek to prevail over light 

and love.  

Phaeton falls; and nature struggles with nature. The 

gods wage war; and no man can foretell the outcome; 

but the unworthy man is in jeopardy. 

“Dazed, he knows not what to do; he neither lets go the 

reins nor can he hold them, and he does not even know 

the horses' names. To add to his panic fear, he sees 

scattered everywhere in the sky strange figures of huge 

and savage beasts. There is one place where the     

Scorpion bends out his arms into two bows; and with 

tail and arms stretching out on both sides, he spreads 

over the space of two signs. When the boy sees this  

creature reeking with black poisonous sweat, and 

threatening to sting him with his curving tail, bereft of 

wits from chilling fear, down he dropped the reins.”1 

The sun descends into the underworld to grapple with 

the powers of darkness. 

“And mist, and exhalation fanged with gall.                                                                            

Spectres innumerable, glancing hate.                                                                                         
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And fury, and revenge: and every dread                                                                                       

And horrible passion, floated on this mist                                                                             

Wreaking their deadly frenzies, each on each.”2  

But all is never lost. Destruction is but one stage in a 

greater creation; and apparent death is but a precursor 

to a higher life. There too are the helpers along the 

way.  

There is a good for every evil and an evil for every good. 

There is a king for every subject and a subject for every 

king. And who has raided the honey without also     

suffering the sting? Let the kin labour in preparation 

for the contest. Let them trust in the all-protecting 

light, for no man, even the best, can know victory with-

out divine assistance, well deserved. Let them have 

faith and trust in the light, for thus shall they know 

that 

“… useless and in vain it is for evil to assail virtue when 

the Gods have spoken and stretched out their protecting 

hands above the good.” 3 

And so it is that singing their songs and dancing their 

dance of mystery, the stars enthral with dreams of 

good and bad the minds of seeking men. Most dream 

on. Yet some, a few, awaken; and they rise up from 

earth and from all that earth entails, to build a nest 

high upon the crag.  

The bad and wayward man is devoured by the shadow 

of his destiny; but in the good and deserving man that 

same shadow is itself devoured at last by the light of  
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eternal life. These two aspects were sometimes symbol-

ised on the one hand by the evil serpent or scorpion; 

and on the other by the serpent-slaying eagle or bird of 

prey. 

For the kin, their ascent is in truth a re-ascent, a      

return home to the light.  

“I sung of Chaos and Eternal Night,                                                                                          

Taught by the heav'nly Muse to venture down                                                                                  

The dark descent, and up to reascend                     

Though hard and rare: thee I revisit safe,                                                                                   

And feel thy sovran vital Lamp;”4 

O, let the kin listen in the stillness of the night for the 

sweet voice of the heavenly muse; let them raise up 

their minds to the divine light; and as a child is happy 

in the arms of its loving mother, there they shall know 

joy; and there they shall hear the song of the laughing 

boy.  

The house of the evil man is like a nest of  scorpions, 

though in his dreams he knows it not; but those judged 

to be good of heart shall  awaken and I shall take them 

by the hand, and shall show them the way to Love and 

Wisdom and Peace. 

For I am the High Priest of the Western Gate; I, the Good-

ness in the Night; I, the Eagle of the Sun; I, the Heavenly 

Bird of Day; I, the Climber in the Tree; I, the Flying    

Serpent of Wisdom; I, the Judge of the Twelve Pyramids; 

I, the Bearer of Fire and Light; I, the Heart; I, even I, the      

Divine Messenger whose time is soon and shall not be 

denied.  
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Scorpio, or Scorpius, the Scorpion was in Greek myth 

the slayer of the great hero Orion.  

It is sometimes said to have been sent in response to 

Orion’s boast that he could overcome any of the beasts 

of the Earth. Some say it was sent by the Earth itself, 

while others claim that it was sent by Artemis following 

the hero’s unwanted advances. The constellation of 

Scorpio rises as the constellation of Orion falls below 

the horizon. 

The Sumerians called it GIR-TAB, the scorpion, and in 

Babylonia it was associated with the sacred region in 

the West and hence with 

“… the serpent-bodied guardians of the underworld who 

guide the spirits of the dead ever onward towards their 

final resting place among the stars.” 5 

The scorpion-man was a form of the Babylonian chaos 

monster Girtablili, guardian of the gateway to the sun. 

In the Gilgamesh Epic scorpion-men and women guard 

the sacred mountain through which the hero has to    

traverse on his quest for immortality. It relates that the 

guardians allow him access to the subterranean path 

because they recognise him as a favourite of the sun-

god.  

It is said that the Egyptians fixed the time of the       

entrance of the Sun into Scorpio as that of the betrayal 

of Osiris and the commencement of the reign of Sut.  

“In some of the Greco-Egyptian planispheres, given by 

Kircher, Sut is also identified as the scorpion which slew 

Osiris”6  
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However, it is also the case that the scorpion-goddess 

Serkhet was identified as an ally of the god of light in 

his struggle with the Apap  monster of darkness. Hence 

it was claimed that she had the power to both open 

and close throats as the giver and taker of the breath of 

life.  

The Persians, as did the Egyptians, identified this time 

of year with the emasculation of the bull. The Chinese 

associated some of the stars in Scorpio with their Azure 

Dragon, while in the Hebraic-Christian tradition the 

scorpion is a symbol of evil, treachery and conflict. 

The Mayan priests were among those who considered 

Libra and Scorpio as one constellation. They also seem 

to have identified the stars in this area of the sky with 

ideas of death and rebirth. In an old manuscript per-

taining to the Mayan zodiac a scorpion is depicted over 

an altar. Lying beneath it is a human figure in a dark 

chamber. 

“On the left a green plant with blossoms is  growing   

under the night sky, suggesting the  Mayan uinal 

Yaxkin, or Green Tree Sun”.7  

Taken together the imagery suggests connections      

between scorpion, tomb, death and life after death.   

Also, the death of Kukulcan and his ascent to the sky 

were celebrated during one of the periods associated 

with Scorpio called Xul or end. Kukulcan was a feath-

ered serpent god and was, along with Gucumatz of the 

Popol Vuh, the equivalent of Quetzalcoatl, the plumed 

serpent of the Aztecs. He was also sometimes depicted 
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as an eagle or a jaguar. 

Death and rebirth are also associated with Scorpio in 

the Vedas. The constellation is  mainly represented 

there by two symbols: the Scorpion and the Eagle. The 

Vedic tradition sometimes portrays the scorpion as 

dwelling in a dark pit, where there is also hidden a       

precious jewel. The Hindu Kali Yuga, the Dark Age, is 

calculated to have commenced some 5,000 years ago 

when the constellation Scorpio marked the autumnal 

equinox; and each of the lunar mansions or 

nakshatras associated with Scorpio denotes a radical 

change of one sort or another. 

Another creature sometimes associated with Scorpio 

was the basilisk. It was said that the breath and glance 

of this creature was enough to kill. It was so noxious  

“that if a man on horseback killed one of these animals 

with a spear, the poison would run up the weapon and 

kill, not only the rider, but the horse, as well.”8 

Some of the medieval alchemists, claiming the          

authority of Hermes Trismegistus, believed that the 

ashes of the basilisk converted silver into gold.  

As far as the individual stars of Scorpio are concerned, 

the supergiant red star Antares dominates. This Greek 

name is sometimes translated as rival to Mars,         

although some modern authorities prefer like Mars.  

Either way the name may refer to the redness of both. 

Several names are thought to have been associated 

with this star in ancient Mesopotamia. It was Urbat, 
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Bilu-sha-ziri, the Lord of the Seed, Kak-shisa, the      

Creator of Prosperity, Dar Lugal, The King, Masu Sar, 

the Hero and the King, and Kakkab Bir, the Vermilion 

Star. In Persia, it was known as Satevis, one of the four 

royal stars believed by them to be the watchers or 

guardians of the heavens. One of its Chinese names 

was Huǒ, meaning fire star. In India, it formed with two 

other stars the Jyeshthā nakshatra. The Babylonians 

listed it as GABA GIR.TAB, meaning the Breast of the 

Scorpion; and in Latin its name is Cor Scorpii, the Heart 

of the Scorpion. In ancient Egypt, Antares was the    

representative of the scorpion-goddess Serkhet or 

Serqet; and according to Budge the scorpion was      

sacred to Isis. 

Other names associated with the stars of Scorpio      

include Acrab, from the Arabic for scorpion, sometimes 

called Graffias, Latin for claws. Dschubba, is derived 

from the Arabic for forehead; and Shaula, from the    

Arabic meaning the sting, lies at the end of the       

scorpion’s tail.  

Lo, how the songs of Scorpius echo through the western 

gate as the sun, shorn of his beams, descends. Behold 

the ruddy watcher at the gate, the light-bearer in the 

darkness, the Laughing Boy of Isis. O may all the kin 

be  proven true. Let the searching god be answered by 

each of them in full; and may their answer be one of 

light and fire and purity. May the treasures of the 

Earth be like dust to the dusty earth returned; and if 

God willeth, let the sun of our Love rise swiftly within 
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our hearts  

“…to trample underfoot serpents and scorpions and all 

the powers of the enemy”.9   

 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Ovid 

2. Kenealy 

3. Michaud 

4. Milton 

5. White 

6. Massey 

7. Hagar 

8. Pliny 

9. Luke 10:19  
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Serpens and Ophiuchus 

 

The constellations Serpens, the serpent, and           

Ophiuchus, the serpent holder will be considered side-

by-side. 

In the deep blackness of a night                                                                                             

which, like a snake, devoured light;                                                                                         

A night which quenched all lamps, when plain                                                                                 

and hill were blacker than crow’s wing; 

…The bright-hearted sky in black silk was dressed,                        

like a wine-jar of gold closed up with pitch;                                                                                   

On such a night of ambergris so pure                                                                                         

Bahrām waged Bahrāmian war.1 

The hour of our destiny descends almost unnoticed, 

like starlight that shines soft in the velvet night, or like 

the crystal dews of the dawn which feed unseen the 

flowers of the meadow. Lo, how the appointed hour 

comes, carried across marble waters by a singing spirit 

from the sun. O thou, my angel of the hour, bring me 

not palaces with gold and silver domes; bring me not 

riches or fame or power; bring me not garlands; but 

bring me strength and courage to rend the mystic veil; 

bring me the right to break the holy bread; bring me 

simplicity and virtue; bring me the blesséd light of love; 

bring me peace. 

But there is a snake hidden in the grass; and another 

glides silent through the sea; or lies on guard, coiled  
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within its putrid hole. And there are serpents too that 

assume the shape of men and glassy-eyed with hate 

they slither across the world, seeking innocence to    

destroy; or with eyes that glow with the fires of lower 

worlds, they hiss the whispered hiss of dark and   

shadowed thoughts that tempt men from the way. 

Life on the Earth and all the experiences that this     

entails is the means by which we may learn as best we 

can the difference between good and bad, right and 

wrong, truth and untruth. For more than three years 

our captain and his crew sailed a troubled sea. On land 

a great war waged; and the rivers which flowed from 

the interior to the coast were red with the blood of the 

many kinds of men. Some of these men seemed good 

and others bad, but mostly they were neither. 

Men’s thoughts and fancies about the constellations 

and their symbolisms are without end. The subject of 

the serpent alone could fill countless volumes. But   

beware, for all books are lies; and are but the shadows 

of a shadow of heaven-dwelling truth.  

The unfathomable ocean of divine light and life         

together with its shadow or sediment produce all that 

is or seems to be in all the realms below. Aspects of 

this essential duality have often been represented by 

two serpents or snakes: one realised and experienced 

as good, the other bad. 

Some have attributed to the serpent wisdom, secret 

knowledge, magical power, healing properties, and  
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inspiration. It was also for some the cause of fertility 

because it was said to give or withhold water. Interest-

ingly, the serpent or snake has often been associated in 

one way or another with water or with the sea. Even as 

an animal dwelling in holes in the earth it often        

became the guardian of the secret source of a spring. 

However, it was also at times the embodiment of an 

earth-spirit; hence also a guardian of hidden treasure 

or metals. When represented as a dweller in the earth 

its chthonic character was also suggested.  

In one aspect the serpent is a type of time and          

periodicity2, and therefore the serpent with its tail in its 

mouth is an apt symbol of eternity, time without begin-

ning or end. It has also been used to characterise the 

period of chaos and disorder which precedes that of  

ordered creation. Among various other associations is 

its connection to the tree, particularly the roots of the 

tree. 

However, it also symbolised the mother or Maya, she 

who gave birth to seven sons. Over time this mother 

principle came to represent to the minds of men the 

powers of evil and treachery; and consequently, as one 

of her symbols, so did the snake. 

However this was not so everywhere or at all times. 

Among some of the ancient peoples of America a drama 

was enacted which depicted the coming of the plumed 

serpent, of whom an image was carried in procession. 

Water and grain were made to drop from it, and the 

water was drunk by candidates for initiation. The grain 
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of this sacred serpent was planted separately from the 

rest of the seed.  

In some Orphic sects the serpent represented not their 

tempter, but he who introduced Adam and Eve into the 

mysteries of wisdom, which were represented by the 

fruit of the tree. The Greeks located their version of the 

tree in a garden to the West, tended by the Hesperides, 

the nymphs of the evening light. Although its golden 

apples were stolen by Hercules they were subsequently 

returned by Athena to their rightful place.  

The great god of the Druids, Hu, was typified by a    

serpent, and they were themselves 

“…known to the Welsh bards as Naddred, or Adders, in 

allusion probably to their supposed regeneration as     

Initiates, an allegorical reference to the serpent which 

casts its skin…” 3 

In an old Egyptian story the truth, in the form of the 

Book of Thoth, was said to be concealed below the   

waters of the Nile. It was contained in a series of seven 

boxes, the final one of which, made of gold, contained 

the holy book.  The boxes were guarded by snakes and 

scorpions, and coiled around the first of the boxes was 

a snake which could not die.  

In Egypt the uraeus serpent of life was worn as a crown 

to represent, among other things, benign rulership and 

authority. However, at other times, Horus, the divine 

son, was represented in conflict with his brother Set, 

who  
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“…took the form of a mighty hissing or roaring serpent, 

and hid himself in the ground, in a place which was   

ever after called the place of the roarer. In front of his 

hiding-place Horus, son of Isis, stationed himself in the 

form of a hawk-headed staff to prevent him from coming 

out.”4 

Elsewhere, some of the ancient songs once sang of the 

Queen of the Great Earth or Queen of the Underworld 

whose emblem was a snake or a serpent. Echoes can 

be heard still in the mystic songs of Innana or Ishtar 

and of the Greek Persephone. 

In India the kundalini energy or 'serpent power' is said 

to reside at the base of the spine and is represented 

symbolically as a snake coiled up upon itself, some say 

three-and-a-half times. Also, in the Bhagavat Purana 

we can read that Rahu was an immortal serpent       

demon who was subsequently severed in two. Rahu  

became the head of the demon and Ketu became the 

tail. Consequently, the moon’s nodes are referred to as 

the head and tail of the serpent or dragon, and are by 

some associated with eclipses or ‘swallowers of light’.  

In Greek mythology the monstrous Gorgons had hair of 

living, poisonous serpents. However, it was also said 

that a Gorgon’s blood had magical properties, and that 

while blood taken from the left side of their bodies was 

deadly, that taken from their right side was life-

preserving. 

Ophiuchus, known also as Serpentarius, the snake-

holder, along with Serpens, the serpent, are most often  
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identified with the snake-inspired healer Asclepius. He 

was a son of the sun-god Apollo, and was raised and 

instructed in the art of medicine by the wise centaur 

Chiron. A famous story tells us that Asclepius observed 

how a dead snake was restored to life when another 

snake placed on it a certain magical herb. Using the 

same technique he found that he too could restore the 

dead to life. He was also one of the crew of the Argo. 

His emblem, the staff of Asclepius, is a snake-entwined 

rod. The figure of Ophiuchus is sometimes represented 

as treading underfoot Scorpius, the scorpion. 

The two constellations Ophiuchus and Serpens are 

thought by some to represent a struggle between light 

and darkness, spirit and matter, and so on. Conse-

quently, Ophiuchus’ bruising of the serpent’s head  

represents a shift in the balance of powers. It does not, 

they say, represent the serpent’s destruction. 

"Ophiuchus means 'he who holds the serpent' and that 

is how he is depicted. The struggle will last forever, 

since they wage it on equal terms with equal powers".5 

The brightest star in Ophiuchus is Ras Alhague, derived 

from the Arabic for the Head of the Serpent Collector. 

Other stars include one of those which mark the left 

hand, Sinistra, from the Latin sinister, meaning left, 

Yed Prior, the front hand and Yed Posterior, the back 

hand. The latter red star is often associated with death. 

Other stars of note include Sabik, the Preceding One, 

on the left knee; Marfik, or Almirfaq, the elbow, situated 

on the left elbow, and Han, near the left knee. 

 

222 

 



Serpens, known to the Greeks as Ophis, is sometimes 

considered as two separate groups of stars. These rep-

resented the head and tail, and are referred to as     

Serpens Caput, the Serpent’s Head, and Serpens     

Cauda, the Serpent’s Tail. It is almost always depicted 

with the constellation Ophiuchus, or Serpent-holder. 

The star Alpha Serpentis is called Unukalhai from the 

Arabic term meaning the serpent’s neck, where it is   

located, although sometimes it is called by the Latin 

Cor Serpentis, the Heart of the Serpent to reflect its    

importance. The tip of the serpent’s tail is marked by 

the star Alya.  

In China many of the stars in this region of the night 

sky were said to represent two walls of Tianshi, the   

Celestial Market. It was claimed by the Chinese astron-

omers that public executions were once held within its 

walls. 

In more modern times a star cluster in Serpens has 

been photographed by the Huddle Space Telescope. 

This gaseous cloud is said to resemble a great bird, so 

has been named The Eagle Nebula. 

The sparkling clouds drift across the vastness of     

universal space. The spirit moves unseen dispensing 

life to every form. Milky streams flow from the moun-

tain of majesty across ethereal plains to meet their   

unknown destiny, as a billion suns fall and rise and 

fall then rise for evermore. And the melodies of a    

myriad of gods descend to Earth like star-shine, but  
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are unheard by sleeping man. 

O, Man, will your forked tongue sing forever thy songs 

of life-destroying hate, or will it learn the hymns of love 

and heal with light these broken hearts? The golden 

songs of dewy love are known to all the kin; but so too, 

alas, the deathly dance of doom. May the ru-ru       

progress like pilgrims through the starry circle of the 

snake to pierce the breathing dark and step from laby-

rinthine mystery unto truth. May gentle rain fall soft 

upon their heads; may they drink from the serpent’s 

living waters; and sing the songs of laughing boy. 

The rebellious man descends on the left-hand path to 

death and destruction, while the good man climbs amid 

star-dust to a better place. But you, my sons and  

daughters, you who follow me, you shall take the sunny 

road to paradise.  

The men of earth are in thrall to the living serpent of lies 

and illusion; and the deluded or the wayward mind    

invites the viper’s strike. But those brave souls who 

break the bonds of lower matter will accompany me to 

heaven. And there, in the company of their kin, they 

shall know Truth. 

For I am He who holds in check the Serpent of Dark-

ness; I, Nature’s Sacred Fire; I, the Man-of-Death who 

yet will Greet the Dawn; I, the Wrestler who Overcomes; 

I, Lord of Sunbeams; I, the Heart of Delight; I, Prince of 

the House of Peace; I, even I, the Overthrower, whose 

time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Hercules 

 

“… But know, thou noble youth,                                                                                               

The serpent that did sting thy father's life                                                                                 

Now wears his crown.”1 

The choirs are dumb and sable night seals up its songs 

in sorrow. The meadow’s fragrant breath has ceased to 

blow; the dying leaves of life and love tumble from the 

tree; and a wind as cold as Pluto’s heart bites us to the 

bone. Bitter tasting tears, distilled from what we are, 

run hot on ashen cheeks that once were flushed with 

joy. O Lord, what have we become? We totter on the 

edge and somehow know it not; we peer unto the 

chasm dark and, as in a dream, with selfish spells we 

summon from the depths the shadow of our destiny.  

Behold the kneeling man, bitten in the heel. Pray thou 

for his soul. A mob of rebel powers pours through the 

unbarred gate. The city is aflame; the proud king falls, 

his glittering court is swept away. Rash was his reign; 

and now poisoned is his realm. His crown lies filthy in 

the filthy ditch. The angel of his better self turns to flee 

its burning house; and in the country of faraway the 

Boat of a Million Years sails on… 

The ancient name of the constellation we know as   

Hercules was Engonasin, which means The Kneeler. 

However, tracing its origins has been problematic for 

researchers old and modern alike. Half way through 

the third century B.C. Aratus described the  
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constellation as  

“…like to a man that strives at a task. That sign no man 

knows how to read clearly, nor what task he is bent, but 

men simply call him On His Knees” 2 

and in the same passage he refers to nearby Corona 

which he says 

“…wheels beneath the back of the toil-spent Phantom”.3  

A marginal note made by a copyist of his manuscript 

records the belief that The Kneeler was Thamyris, a  

legendary Thracian poet who was blinded and had his 

supply of inspiration cut off as punishment for his 

boasts that his poetic creations were superior to those 

of the Muses.  

Manilius described the constellation as 

“…a figure on bended knee, the reason for whose pos-

ture is known to none but him." 4 

However Eratosthenes associated The Kneeler with 

Heracles, the Greek name for Hercules. He thought it a 

figure of the god-hero standing over the dragon that 

guarded the garden of the Hesperides, represented by 

the constellation Draco. Aeschylus on the other hand 

linked the constellation with a different tale, describing 

it as a figure of Heracles wounded during his battle 

with the Ligurians. Exhausted and fearing defeat, it is 

claimed that he is kneeling in supplication to Zeus for 

assistance. There have been several other interpreta-

tions of the figure, often linked to one or another      

episode in the life of Hercules. 
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There are also those who consider the Babylonian    

Gilgamesh to have furnished the model for the great 

Greek hero. Consequently, some researchers consider 

him to have also been the original Kneeler. Izdubar is 

an equivalent of Gilgamesh. 

“…the original Kneeler is plainly the Euphratean 

Izdubar, who is frequently depicted on the cylinders in 

this very posture, kneeling upon one knee when contest-

ing with the Lion.”5 

The ancient cylinder-seals in question do indeed some-

times portray Gilgamesh in a similar posture to that of 

the figure of Hercules as he was drawn in the early star 

maps and planispheres. In general he is often repre-

sented as a human figure fighting and overcoming   

various beasts: lions, ibex, bulls, dragons and so on. 

Consequently, some say that the figure of the Kneeling 

Man is Gilgamesh with the Lion held by him above his 

head omitted. In a similar fashion, some have consid-

ered him to be the Egyptian upholder of the sun, Shu, 

with the sun omitted.  

However, it is worth considering that there are also 

several other examples on the Babylonian cylinders 

where a human figure is clearly not conquering, but 

rather, is being conquered. These latter depictions also 

closely resemble the posture of The Kneeler: crouching, 

kneeling on one knee, with hands raised up in appar-

ent supplication. Some of the cylinders show a man 

subduing and even riding a dragon or a lion and so on, 

but others portray with the same posture as that of The 
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Kneeler 

“…a naked victim on one knee attacked by a dragon,  

occasionally a lion, which opens its mouth to take in the 

victim's head”6 

It may be that we have there portrayed representations 

of the eternal enmity between the seed of the woman 

and the creature who opposes. In one phase the man is 

conqueror, while in another he is overcome.  

However, it was as Hercules that the constellation      

became increasingly known. By the sixteenth and    

seventeenth centuries Western star maps confidently 

depicted the naked man on one knee as the Greek    

hero, complete with club and lion skin. On one map, in 

addition to the club, he held a branch of the tree of 

Hesperides; in another version instead of the branch he 

held the three-headed Cerebus; and in yet another, 

branch and monster were combined. 

The southern half of Hercules, and much of Ophiuchus, 

formed the Chinese Celestial Market, Tianshi. Centrally 

positioned in the market was the star Rasalgethi, 

known in China as Dizuo, representing the throne of 

the Emperor. In the West, Rasalgethi, from the Arabic 

Al Ras al Jathiyy, indicates the kneeler’s head. 

Kornephoros and Sarin are his right and left shoulders 

respectively. Because Kornephoros is a Greek term 

meaning club bearer it is a name sometimes applied to 

the constellation as a whole. 

Apart from their association with this particular con 
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stellation, the myths surrounding the life and career of 

Hercules are linked to the starry sky in another way.  

Some of the ancient authorities asserted that Hercules 

was an image of the sun journeying 

“From east to west endu'd with strength divine, twelve 

glorious labours to absolve is thine”.7 

Some of them considered him to be that aspect of the 

sun’s power which wards off the evils of the earth. The 

contests and challenges faced by the sun-hero were 

represented in the stars. 

“And they invented fables of his performing twelve          

labours, as the symbol of the division of the signs of the 

zodiac in heaven”8  

Some of the more mystically-minded interpreters have 

considered this journey and these labours to be con-

nected to a process akin to the initiations of the old 

mystery religions. 

But alas, whether this is the case or not, the songs of 

The Kneeler sing of wretched dreams and heavy-

hearted sighs; they sing of lower thoughts that billow 

up like smoke from oily fires to steal the breath of the 

innocent child; they sing of the vanquished man bitten 

in the heel. O let the kin be vigilant for there is a     

serpent in the grass. Matter-blind are its lifeless eyes, 

and it desires the upper hand. Let our labours not die 

un-blossomed in the night; but let the sunny ray bring 

them to fruit in the garden of our Lord. Let us take it to 

the very end in truth and love and loyalty. Let us win  
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our trials with righteousness and seal our ends with 

honour. Let us light the holy torches and put on our 

golden sandals. Let us send forth songs to Her, Belovéd 

of the Sun, clothed in the Moon’s white robes. And in 

the meantime let the songs of the laughing boy be meet 

for our amends. 

The men of earth will sell the pearl of their inheritance 

for a pittance; and the wayward man is tempted from 

his estate by an hour of pleasure or for a minute of 

fame. But you, my beloved sons and daughters, you 

shall be resolute; and your recompense shall be mighty. 

For I am he who Rebukes the Angel of Death; I, the     

Immortal Man; I, the Good Deed in a Naughty World;     

I, the Rider; I, Conqueror of the Host; I, who Shines     

Beyond the Starry Haze; I, even I, the Foe of Darkness 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

Notes 
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Sagittarius 

 

With a sigh he remembered the summer nights when 

the stars were like the clouds of gem-dust thrown up 

by the armies of the sun as they move across the great 

ethereal plain to dissolve the thoughts that confine the 

many kinds of men to Earth.  

Our captain was coming to the end of his watch on 

what had been a night as black as Layla’s hair. The 

clouds had swallowed every ray of starlight. But for all 

his dark and brooding thoughts, the star of hope still 

glittered in his breast. The gloomy clouds would clear 

again; and this time, perhaps, for evermore. Soon 

enough the bowl of night with its silver rim would be 

broken; and upon the silken curtain of day the hidden 

painter would paint the holy tints of an eternal dawn. 

The tears of the Nightingale would melt the cruel stars 

that blazed unseen behind their cloudy veil; and the 

dew, like pearls, would shine yet amid the grassy 

meadow that shimmers beneath the arrows of a golden 

sun. Soon enough, on his little bonny boat, afloat on a 

sparkling sea, he would sing again the happy songs of 

sunrise.   

Indeed, a hopeful thought well-thought is the light of 

an immortal star before which tremble the earth and 

all the things of earth. Yea, let the trumpets sound and 

let all the heavenly voices ring out in praise of hope. 

Let the angels, unseen by man, speed through the    
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jubilant air to make manifest the lights of love and 

hope. Suffer not despair to enter our hearts, nor let us 

regret the steps that brought us here; for it is not      

regret, but buoyant hope that will keep this little boat 

above these billowing seas; it is love and hope that glow 

like twin flames in the smile of the belovéd; it is love 

and hope that are the heavenly blessings bestowed by 

Her; and it is She, the Star of the Sea that forever 

shines above the heads of sea-faring men. 

The songs of Sagittarius sing of war and they sing of 

the peace that follows war. They sing of the archer   

upon his horse; he who in the midst of the raging 

storm shifts the balance of power; he who comes with 

silent but deadly force to establish the Father’s law. 

They sing of the end of the beginning; and of the begin-

ning of the end. 

They sing too of reconciliation, of the son of heaven and 

earth who comes to arbitrate. For he, like an envoy for 

two opposing camps, mediates between the queen of 

starry night and king of the golden day. He brings 

heaven’s sweet breath to Earth; he is the mild and   

fragrant breeze at the dawning of day which bears the 

Earth to paradise. He is the redeemer of the suffocating 

angel; and the saviour of the burning man.   

 The Babylonian Papilsag, sometimes called the Bull 

with the Brindled Thighs, or the Wild Bull with the 

Multi-coloured Legs, is thought to have been the basis 

for our constellation Sagittarius. He is depicted in    

various symbolical ways in the art of the ancients. His  
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wife Ninisinna, was often represented by the figure of a 

dog, and in Papilsag’s iconography the head of a back-

wards-looking dog is sometimes shown in addition to 

his own. Some representations give him wings and the 

head of a lion.  

He, it is said, journeyed to Nibru, a place associated 

with river crossings or ferry-boats, which seems at 

least in one aspect a reference to the equinox. These 

allusions have led some to interpret his role as that of 

the guide who gathers up newly departed spirits to 

heaven. Also, that Nibru was the city of Papilsag’s     

father Enlil, Lord of the Wind and Breath, is perhaps 

an echoing reminder of the Egyptian Shu, who          

incidentally like Papilsag was also sometimes depicted 

with a forward facing and a backward facing head, 

thus combining his own nature with that of Tefnut, his 

female counterpart.  

Papilsag and Ninisinna gave birth to Damu, the Meso-

potamian healing god who shared many characteristics 

with the typical divine child. He was associated with 

vegetation and rebirth, and was often represented as 

the annual return of the rising sap. He was the subject 

of a successful descent and return myth in which his 

mother and sister lament for him, pray for his return 

and seek him in the underworld. The search for Damu 

is also dealt with in a fragmentary composition where 

the sister follows him along the bank of a dry riverbed 

along which he journeys to the netherworld: 
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“The river of Hades lets no water flow -                                                                                     

water from it slakes no thirst.                                                                                              

The field of Hades grows no grain -                                                                                              

no flour is milled from it.                                                                                                   

The sheep of Hades carry no wool -                                                                                              

no cloth is woven from it.”1 

In another fragment the image of the parched riverbed 

is contrasted with that of the rising waters of the rainy 

season and with  

“…the child who comes out of the river”,2 

echoing the advent of Horus of the inundation.  

The ancient songs echo through the years, across the 

fertile plain, from the tops of sun-kissed mountains, in 

the dark caves of the wooded valley and across the 

wind-ruffled surface of the sea. Everywhere they sing of 

the divine principle joined with the animal. They sing of 

bull-men, bird-men, snake-men, of lion-men and even 

of man conjoined with scorpion. However, whatever the 

original may have been, for a very long time the con-

stellation of Sagittarius has been almost universally 

portrayed as a composite of man and horse, the man 

element of which is depicted as an archer taking aim 

with a bow and arrow. Some say that the archer aims 

his arrow at Scorpio. 

Incidentally, the British Museum’s boundary stone of 

Sippar shows a scorpion-man, wearing a cylindrical 

headdress, and shooting with a bow. The scorpion-man 

has the head, arms and torso of a man, while below his 
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girdle he has the body and tail of a scorpion, and the 

legs and claws of a bird. If we were to speculate that 

the constellation was once depicted as a scorpion-man 

rather than horse-man perhaps it might offer a side-

light to modern research which locates the Egyptian 

constellation of the Boat in the region of Sagittarius.  

“…the Boat with its Prow from Sagittarius to Libra, sail-

ing on the waters of the celestial river, the Milky Way”.3  

In the Prow of the Boat, they say, may have been the 

Egyptian star The Red One of the Prow, or in other 

words, the star at the Heart of the Scorpion, Antares.  

Elsewhere in the Egyptian wisdom, the arbitrating 

function is at times represented as Thoth; and at other 

times by Seb. However in the stellar representations it 

is often Shu –sometimes represented as a lion-man – 

who, as the reconciling equinox, depicts the separator 

of heaven and hell, day and night, Horus and Sut, and 

so on. 

“In some Egyptian zodiacs the Sagittarius, or Archer, is 

the compound figure of a centaur based on the lion     

instead of the horse, with the human face of Shu in front 

and the face of Tefnut the lioness behind”.4  

Here the twins Shu and his lioness counterpart Tefnut 

are depicted in a similar way to the Babylonian Papil-

sag and his dog counterpart Ninisinna noted earlier. 

In the Hindu tradition the twelve-named Arjuna,       

favourite of the Lord, was said to be the greatest of 

archers, and so is connected by them with Sagittarius. 
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“The epithet of Dhanvin was given to Arjuna when 

Krishna manifested his Divine nature to him to induce 

him to strive for his higher destiny. The dawn of this 

recognition is signified by Sagittarius.”5  

Dhanvin means ‘armed with a bow’. Famously,  

Chrishna acted as guide and charioteer for Arjuna in 

the Kurukshetra War, one of the main subjects of the 

Mahabharata. The philosophical conversations between 

the two form the Bhagavad Gita. Arjuna’s bow,      

Gandiva, was sometimes said to have been made by 

Brahma from a tree. 

The Greeks called this constellation Toxotes, the    

Archer, and from the Latin translation of this term we 

get Sagittarius. Some translate the Hebrew word for 

Sagittarius as bowman, while others assert that it 

should be read as rainbow. The Arabs use the term Al 

Kaus meaning arrow. 

The centaur-archer of Sagittarius has been confused by 

some with Chiron, the centaur connected to the con-

stellation Centaurus. However, most authorities agree 

that this is an error. In fact Eratosthenes believed that 

the figure depicted in Sagittarius should be a satyr    

rather than a centaur, identifying the figure with    

Crotus, son of Pan and a companion of the Muses.    

Also, it seems some of the old commentators consid-

ered Sagittarius to represent a more warlike character 

than that depicted by the wise and mild Chiron. 

A Chinese asterism in this part of the sky, called by  
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them Ji, the winnowing basket, represents the separa-

tion of grain and chaff; while another, Tianji, celestial 

cock, alludes to the end of night and the beginning of 

day. 

Significant individual stars in Sagittarius include 

Rukbat, from the Arabic rukbat al-rami, knee of the 

archer. The two stars Arkab and Urkab are from Arabic 

Al 'Urkub and represent the tendon above the ankle, or 

perhaps the Achilles’ tendon. Alnasl, from the Arabic 

meaning the point, refers to the tip of the archer’s     

arrow. The Babylonian star-name NUN-KI was given to 

a group of stars representing their sacred city of Eridu 

and has sometimes been used to refer to the constella-

tion as a whole. 

O may all the kin dare to love; and may our love shine 

as light to the minds of those we know; and may we all 

do right together in this the starry womb that some call 

life. Hand in hand let us journey to Nibru. Let us      

establish ourselves there at the point of crossing. 

There, between height and breadth; and there, in peace 

among our brothers and sisters, let us behold to one 

side of the streaming waters the star of the Herald; and 

to the other, the star of the Shining Father of us all.  

And there, may we hear the echo of an echo of the  

spirit of the morning breeze in the song of the laughing 

child: 

The man born on earth is buried in a grave of dreams; 

and the whole night through, the rebellious man flees in 

vain the arrows of his self-inflicted fate. But you, my  
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sons and daughters, you who tarry not, shall expand 

unto the horizons and rise again with me on the scented 

breeze at the dawning of the golden day; and like a   

garment the darkness of the night shall be cast aside.  

For I am the Warrior for Light; I, the Uplifter; I, the      

Liberator; I, the Slayer of the Slayer; I, the Golden Child 

of Life and Consciousness; I, of the Stretching Bow 

whose Aim is True; I, the Double-Breath; I, the Middle 

Way; I, the One-pointed; I, the Bridge of Lapis Lazuli; I, 

the Star of Passage; I, Hope’s Silent Proclaimer; I, the 

Spirit in the Morning Breeze; I the Sweetness in the   

Water; I, even I, the Rider of the Horse whose time is 

soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

 

Notes 
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Lyra 

 

Beauty is a light from God, and leads the mind, stair 

by stair, to realms of purest peace. Natural beauty is 

like a divine song sung in sevenfold harmony with   

universal law.  

Musing thus, our captain remembered again the days 

of his youth, wandering the enchanted wood; or lying 

at its edges, careless in the arms of the open hill amid 

the harebell, the wild thyme and forget-me-not. He    

remembered with a sigh the rainbowed shimmer of the 
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crystal spray above the tumbling stream; and the green 

and yellow suited sprites he saw, or thought he saw, 

among the dewy flowers. He remembered the             

miraculous wings of sapphire-like damselflies casting 

iridescent light on the petals of water lilies floating on 

the loch. He remembered the dell where beneath    

blossom trees the honey bee hummed and all the earth 

was holy. Listen! Like a sweetly scented breath, an elfin 

harp is on the breeze and casts its magic spell. He    

remembered thoughts which flowed in golden measure 

like songs which well up from who knows where to   

inundate our world; or like those which fashioned from 

fire and light rise up and stretch from heart to mind 

like a palace of the sun; and as he reminisced, they 

shone again within our captain’s mind like half-

remembered dreams.  

“Oh fairest of the Gods Thou art                                                                                             

Arising from out the Lake of Sleep,                                                                                          

Shaking thy dewy locks that weave fair patterns                                                                        

Upon thy rose-misted brow;                                                                                                      

Leaping to thy feet                                                                                                          

As sprightly as the meadow daffodils.”1 

The possessor of the seven-stringed lyre or harp is an 

ancient type of attainment. It also represents perfect 

harmony and the building of heaven and earth.      

Cosmically, it represents the 

“…seven chords of 'Universal Consciousness', those 

chords that run along the sounding-board of Kosmos, 

vibrating from one Eternity to another;”2 
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Greek myth identifies the pupil of Apollo, Orpheus, as 

the lord of song, the original singer and poet. He, it was 

said, was the possessor of the Lyre, the heavenly music 

of which charmed all who heard it. Men and wild 

beasts alike, even trees and stones, found the divine 

instrument irresistible.  

“The denizens of the unseen world and the princes of 

Hades rejoiced at the tones of his harp. Companion of 

the Argonauts in their famous expedition, the good ship 

Argo glides gently over the peaceful sea at the will of  

his magic strains; the fearsome moving rocks of the 

Symplegades, that threatened Argo with destruction, 

were held motionless; the dragon of Colchis that 

watched the golden fleece was plunged in sleep         

profound.”3 

When his wife, the nymph Eurydice, was bitten by a 

snake in the grass and died, Orpheus travelled to the 

underworld in an attempt to rescue her. Such was the 

power of his lyre that Hades agreed to her accompany-

ing Orpheus back to earth on condition that Orpheus 

must not look back. The couple had almost reached 

the light when, tragically, Orpheus looked back and his 

beloved disappeared 

“…straightway from his sight, like smoke mingling with 

thin air”4 

Whether or not there was ever an historical Orpheus, 

that is, an individual personality, his name has come 

to represent to some a tradition, a symbol, an office 

and a function. Thus, he is sometimes considered to be 
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the source and compiler of the sacred teachings; he is 

the instructor and divine teacher; he is the initiator 

and hierophant. In this sense, all sincere students of 

the sacred arts and sciences are students of the great 

master of harmony, Orpheus. He it is who establishes 

the teachings in accordance with cyclic law. Both Plato 

and Pythagoras are believed to have been students of 

the Orphic Mysteries; and at least one aspect of the  

nature of these mystery-teachings is indicated by the 

fact that 

“Dio, Maximus, Heraclides, Quintilian, and Macrobius, 

say that it was not the wild beasts that were charmed, 

so much as that men of a wild and unruly nature were 

brought back to a milder form of life by Orpheus.”5 

The constellation we know as Lyra was called by 

Aratus the tortoise, a reference to the animal whose 

shell was said to have been used by Hermes to create 

the body of the first harp. In the Hindu and Egyptian 

systems the constellation is associated with an eagle or 

a vulture; and in star maps it is often depicted as a lyre 

held by or superimposed on one or another of these 

birds. Interestingly, Zeus was said to have sent an    

eagle to retrieve Orpheus’ harp after the singer’s violent 

death at the hands of the women of Thrace.             

Consequently, the constellation has sometimes been 

called Aquila Cadens or Vultur Cadens, the falling eagle 

or vulture. The Celts called it Talyn Arthur or King      

Arthur's Harp, although it has also been associated by 

them with David’s Harp. 
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The main star in Lyra is Vega or Wega, and in around 

12,000 BC it was the polestar. It has attracted titles 

which include Mother of Life and Messenger of Light. It 

is one of the brightest stars in the sky, and its light is 

the colour of sapphire. Along with the stars Deneb from 

Cygnus, the Swan, and Altair in Aquila, the Eagle, it 

forms the so-called asterism of the Summer Triangle, 

sometimes called the Great Triangle. 

These same stars are also represented in the well-

known Chinese tale of the weaver girl and the herd 

boy. Separated by the Milky Way, the two lovers are 

said to meet up on the seventh night of the seventh  

lunar month when a flock of magpies forms a bridge 

from one side of the stream to the other. In China  

magpies symbolise the joy of marital bliss, and the 

meeting up of friends and family. Elsewhere it is said 

that the journey from one side of the starry river to the 

other is possible at the fording or crossing place,     

identified by the Chinese astrologers with the star   

Deneb in Cygnus. For the mystically minded, the     

normal means of navigating the Chinese heavens was, 

and presumably still is, by star raft.  

While the herd boy is represented by the star Altair, 

our star Vega represents the weaver girl. It was said 

that she was the child of heaven, and at other times its 

grandchild. Some of the poets assert that she was the 

starry child of the moon, and indeed, its stellar equiva-

lent. She was the weaver of destinies. She was the    

patroness of brides, of spinning and of embroidery. 
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“…the Weaver Woman was ‘a collector of yin’ - that is, of 

the substance of the moon - and it was its flimsy beams 

as much as the feathery cirrus clouds that made the    

filaments of her divine damasks.”6 

O let the kin climb the mast and unfurl the banderole 

of seven stars. Let them strum the seven-stringed lyre 

of attainment on the seventh night of the seventh 

month. Let them board the starry raft to cross the 

heavenly stream at Rainbow Bridge, amid the crystal 

star-palaces of the white moon and the red sun.  

And there, among the kin of their kindred, shall they 

join the wedding guests in joy and happiness amid the 

songs of laughing boy. 

The men of earth neither behold the dance, nor hear the 

song. And the rebellious man is caught fast in the star-

net of his fate. But you my sons and daughters, you 

shall yet sing the song of seven strings and dance the 

dance of seven stars in the company of thy kin. 

For I, even I, am the Father of Song; I, the Voice in the 

Dome of Perfection; I, the Beauty of Truth; I, the         

Harmony of Law; I, the Living Lord of Life; I, the Singer 

of all Created Things; I, a Denizen of Paradise; I, the 

Bringer of Gladness to the Heart; I, whose Harp          

Enchants Unruly Beasts to Sleep; I, the Lord of Dance 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Ara 

 

Shall we raise a voice of joy to the morning sun; or 

shall we sing out our hearts to the evening moon?  Or 

shall we once again board our little boat this night and 

sail it like a star-raft through the crowded skies. Shall 

we roam the mystic seas, wherever the wind blows, and 

visit starry altars, set up by long-forgotten men in days 

gone by? Or shall we shun the seafarer’s meandering 

way; and instead be still, and build up an edifice of our 

own, in certainty, on solid ground, true and straight,  
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with blood and flesh and bone? Or shall we build it of 

cedar wood, or of brass, or of gold and silver bright? 

Shall we adorn it with twelve flashing jewels? Shall we 

call forth builders and blow trumpets and sing and 

dance at the setting of the stone; or shall we veil it from 

all sight? 

And where shall we build? Where, in this circle of 

stars, shall we make a sacred place, holy and inviolate? 

Shall we climb to the high places of the world and light 

a beacon there? Shall we go to the silence of the woods, 

to the oaken grove where the green grass grows lush 

and soft; or out onto the wide plain; or to the meadow, 

where the lark sings from the blue sky at morning 

time? Shall we go to the temple and light a golden 

flame; or shall we build our altar-mound upon an     

island, amid the waters of our mother, our lady of the 

living stream? Shall we raise it to the high heavens, to 

the One, to the Unseen Power that lights the stars; or 

to some cruel or kindly god?  

Shall it be here or there, to the east or west; or in the 

centre where all directions disappear? Shall it be as it 

was then, or as it will come to be in future times; or 

shall we build on the stone that spurns all time? And 

spurning time we shall have our returning sun forever. 

Hush! Like a young deer emerging from the forest, 

springtime, shyly at first, steps from out the shadow of 

winter. The gods of light renewed chant their sacred 

songs not heard since last the Earth was born anew. 

Once again the spirits of flowers dance in the dell like  
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the stars above that whirl across a moonless sky. The 

year turns and then turns again; all Nature begins to 

unfold; and the first buds burst into dewy bloom. 

Forgotten now is the season of growing shadows and of 

the ever-shortening days.  Forgotten now is the waning 

sun which like an aged hero wounded on the battlefield 

resigns himself to fate. O shed a tear for the great one, 

the mighty, the king of power and glory, shorn of his 

hair, his beams too weak to disperse the clouds and 

mists of autumn time.  

Many are the kinds of men; and many are the altars 

they raise. A very ancient song, no more than a distant 

echo, suggests that the zodiac once contained a      

constellation called the Flaming Altar or Holy Altar. A 

stellar representation of the sun, this altar was shown 

as being held in or seized by the claws of Scorpio, the 

Scorpion. 

“The original golden seed of heaven is the Sun, which, 

as in various mythologies, is seized and swallowed by 

the darkness in monstrous and dracontic form. This is 

the primary meaning; and it is in the month Tisri that the 

waning autumn Sun begins to succumb to his foes.”1 

These days our constellation Ara, the Altar, sings a 

somewhat different song. Nevertheless, some of the 

very ancient allusions have attached themselves to it. 

For example, Ara is often represented in star maps as a 

circular flaming censer; and some of its titles are said 

to have included Focus, Lar, and Ignitabulum, both 

meaning a Hearth. The Greek name for the  
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constellation was Thymiaterion which denotes an      

incense burner or censer. The Latin name was         

Thuribulum, which means the same thing. 

Some of the Greeks considered it to represent the    

sacrifice of Lupus the Wolf, by the nearby Centaurus, 

the Centaur. Biblical interpreters, on the other hand, 

link Ara to the altar of burnt offering built by Noah 

when the flood receded and the ark came to rest on 

Mount Ararat. 

However the constellation has most often been con-

nected to the wars between the Titans, led by Saturn 

(Cronus), and the gods, led by Jupiter (Zeus), and 

known sometimes as the Titanomachy. As usual the 

details of the various versions of the story differ; but 

essentially there were twelve original Titans: six male 

and six female. Some say they numbered fourteen:  

seven males and seven females. These were led by   

Saturn, and had taken control of the cosmos by usurp-

ing their father Uranus. They had been hated or some 

say feared by their father, who, as soon as they were 

born, had thrust them, in the words of Anthon, “out of 

his sight into a cavern of Earth”. Incited by their mother 

to rebel, they overcame their father and dismembered 

him. Incidentally, other legends record how both      

Orpheus and Dionysius were also said to have suffered 

a similar fate, and led too to apt comparisons with the 

dismemberment of the Egyptian Osiris. 

“And curiously enough we find the story of the resurrec-

tion of Dionysus, after his dismemberment by the Titans, 
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compared by the most learned of the Christian Fathers 

with the resurrection of the Christ.”2 

However, history repeated itself and in due course the 

Titans were in turn challenged by the next generation 

of gods led by Jupiter, the so-called Olympians. In the 

Titans’ war with the Olympians the opposing powers 

were well matched, and the Olympians’ victory was 

gained only by securing the assistance of the Cyclopes. 

Our constellation Ara, the Altar was said to represent 

the altar set up by the gods to swear allegiance to     

Jupiter before entering into battle with the Titans. 

There have been many interpretations of the stories. 

Some say they represent the ‘warring’ elements that 

produce the storms of autumn and winter. 

“The beginning of the stormy season of late autumn,  

early winter was marked in Greece by the rise of the 

constellation Ara (the Altar). This altar was said to have 

been forged by the Kyklopes (Cyclopes) when the gods 

swore oaths of allegiance to Zeus for the coming war 

against the Titanes”3 

They also represent the clash of the unmeasurable and 

fundamental elemental forces during the creation and 

operation of the cosmos. 

“…dim legends of primary creation and nature-

workings, and much else.”4 

They represent much else indeed; for to the kin they 

also represent the conflicts and struggles which even-

tually lead to freedom from the present limitations that 
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imprison them. The descent from heaven to the          

illusions and allurements of the material world,        

together with the subsequent conflicts, tests, trials, 

failures and ultimate victories, are the subjects of 

many an ancient song, sung for the benefit of men. 

So let the kin remember themselves. Let them not be 

scattered abroad, but let them be gathered into the 

wholeness of peace. The night of searching Saturn 

leads to the altar of a new day. Though they be humili-

ated for a time, they shall yet rise again victorious, and 

the happy songs of their brothers and sisters will yet 

fill the shining ether. And each shall send forth prayers 

of thanksgiving from the altar of their heart. 

The kin have bravely fought and won. Triumphant they 

stride; and the foe lies stricken. Where now their tragic 

songs of anguish and sorrow? Where now their cruel 

separation from what they are? For one they are once 

more; and one in peace they ever shall remain. Thanks 

be to God, the Merciful. Thanks be to the Mother, Lady 

of Love. O may all the kin behold the light and hear the 

song of laughing boy. 

The men of earth sacrifice their lives in the shameful 

temple of unrestrained desire; and the rebellious man 

spills the blood of his better days at the altar of his self-

ishness. But you, my beloved ones, you shall offer up 

thy hearts, pure and undefiled, to the One God, the    

Father of us All. 

And together we shall mind forth with invention an    
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altar; and from the place of holiness our prayers of 

thanksgiving shall rise like incense; and our answer 

from above shall be the Radiance of the Eternal Breath. 

For I am the Altar of Golden Light; I, the Censer of the 

Stars; I, the Son of the Holy Hearth; I, the Giver of Bread 

and Wine; I, the Paean of Thanksgiving; I, the Heart’s 

Eternal Flame, I, even I, whose time is soon and shall 

not be denied. 
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Draco 

 

Thou, starry dragon of the night sky, high in the polar 

reaches of creation, never-setting and still, around 

which the maidens dance their merry dance, shall we 

call thee the dragon of low desire, foe to all aspiring 

minds; or shall we consider thee the dragon of life, 

without which nought may live; or art thou the dragon 

of wisdom, the sweet waters that bring forth day? Shall 

we paint thee black as the light-devouring night with 

grim red eyes like burning coals? Or shall we colour 

thee yellow as the noonday sun when all the world 

doth bow to thee? Or art thou electric blue, like the 

awe-inspiring lightning bolt, when you flash as fast as 

thought across the violet sky? 

The dragon or serpent is one of the oldest symbols and 

in its many guises features more than any other    

creature in the ancient tales and legends. At least in 

some respects the dragon and the serpent were often 

considered equivalents. Additionally, ancient conven-

tion led various composite creatures to be described as      

dragons. In most cases these fabulous creations were 

intended purely as symbols or emblems. 

Dragons of one sort or another, along with their equiv-

alents, can be encountered almost everywhere in the 

world: in the tales of the old serpent of the Garden of 

Eden and in the biblical flying fiery serpents; in the 

guardian dragons of Greece and elsewhere; in the man- 
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eating dragon of Persia, in the red dragon of Wales, and 

in Vritra, the Vedic enveloper.  A dragon can be found 

encircling the Orphic Egg; in Babylon a great dragon 

was the mother of monsters; and the dragon was even, 

as sometimes depicted in Egypt, the night sky itself 

with the stars represented by its scales. It is the       

national emblem of China – although figured by their 

star gazers in the region of the sky we know as Libra. 

Throughout Asia the composite creature Makara is also 

sometimes regarded as a dragon. Then there are the 

legends and tales of dragons slain by gods, saints,    

angels and a whole host of heroes. The instances are 

almost without number, and all with their own specific 

meanings to the minds of men. It is enough to note 

here however that there are also several dragons or  

serpents represented among the constellations. 

Meanwhile, beneath the dancing stars our captain of 

the crew filled his pipe with tobacco; and as he did so 

he remembered home and the meadow beyond the dell 

to which the gentle-eyed doe led her fawn in the morn-

ing time. In his mind’s eye he watched them once 

more, marvelling at their grace, as all around them the 

silvery dews of the earth, pure and crystal-clear, were 

liberated from their bonds in the rays of the rising sun.  

Meditating thus upon the deck of the little boat afloat 

on the wide sea, remembering the beauty of his home, 

he felt love rise up within his heart. Its rise was not as 

it so often is, like the filling of a cup, or like the spilling 

of holy wine on a pristine tablecloth, or a loving tear  
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o’er-brimming the eye. No, its rising was sudden, like 

the shock of great dragon emerging in an instant from 

below the surface of the sea to consume in its flaming 

breath the cruel night of dislocation. O ye seekers of 

goodness, he thought, seek love; O, ye seekers of    

power, seek love; O all ye seekers of wisdom, seek ye 

love! 

The original fashioner of cosmos was often figured as a 

dragon or snake. It was considered to be eternal and 

complete, self-contained, lacking nothing.  

“The Spirit of God moving on Chaos was symbolized by 

every nation in the shape of a fiery serpent breathing 

fire and light upon the primordial waters, until it made it 

assume the annular shape of a serpent with its tail in its 

mouth."1 

In China fire imprisoned in matter was also sometimes 

called a dragon. It was said to be a divine incandes-

cence, both fire and water, and both male and female: 

the embrace of sun and moon, of ying and yang, on 

every rung of existence. 

Some of the tales of long ago speak of the dragon as 

seven-headed, while others tell of three or twelve 

heads, and yet others of a hundred. While from one 

point of view cosmos is indeed ‘seven fathoms deep’, 

the dragon moves wherever it willeth, up and down, 

high and low, left and right, in front and behind; it   

circleth the whole world and everything in it. It is said 

to guard the cave, the holy garden and the polar      

paradise. 
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On the other hand the light-devouring dragon of dark-

ness was said to have been slain each dawn by the 

overpowering sun; just as the dragon of drought was 

slain at each coming of the rainy season. However, 

Christian theologians have made of it a rebellious, evil 

angel, a personal devil and an adversary to God.  

In all places and at all times the hero’s attempt to   

subdue and overcome the evil dragon was considered 

difficult and risky, but success invariably brought him 

great reward. Legend has it that King Bahrām while 

out hunting alone was once led by a wild ass to a cave 

where dwelt the evil dragon that had swallowed her 

foal. The king slew the dragon, and in gratitude the ass 

led him to a great hoard of treasure concealed within 

the cave. 

“A king who to a wild ass gave                                                                                               

justice; imprisoned in a grave                                                                                               

A dragon, finally, for his pains                                                                                             

salvation and a treasure gains.”2  

It is said that in some cases when a dragon submits to 

law its fierce nature can be made somewhat milder if a 

carefully proportioned mixture of honey and water is 

added to its food. Eventually, though rarely, such  

dragons may even be mounted and ridden. In a        

description of an ancient Babylonian seal of green       

serpentine in the British Museum a god is shown     

riding just such a dragon subdued. 

“Here the god rides on the back of the monster, while a 

worshiper stands behind him. In front is a bull which  
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Gilgamesh (profile) is stabbing with a dirk. Above stands 

a goddess with extended arms, from which there fall 

streams of water to the ground. Behind Gilgamesh a 

vase in the sky pours out water which falls to the 

ground.”3  

Perhaps unsurprisingly, there have always been good 

dragons as well as bad. There is a dragon of the above 

as well as a dragon of below. In one aspect the good 

dragon was sometimes a symbol of the sun, which in 

turn represented divine light and the fire of life. 

Porphyry, for example, relates how in the mystery     

religion of Mithras  

“… they call the sun (and therefore those corresponding 

to this nature) a bull, a lion, a dragon, and a hawk.”4  

If during the day it is sometimes represented by the 

sun, at night, if not in the moon, it was in the stellar 

deeps of the polar heavens that the kin represented the 

divine dragon in the stars of the constellation Draco, 

the Dragon. And because Draco is positioned among the 

circumpolar or non-setting stars it is, here in the 

northern hemisphere at least, a fitting symbol of the 

good dragon of light and life, forever watchful, protect-

ing the mythological tree of golden fruit that grows 

amid the eternal waters of paradise.  

The so-called ‘tree of the lofty summit’ 

“…was a type of the Celestial Pole, Seat of Judgment, 

and was guarded by the celestial serpent, the Constella-

tion Draco.”5  
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Some interpreters consider the apples of this tree to 

represent the stars. However the more mystically  

minded interpret the golden fruit as the treasures of 

wisdom, guarded by the ever-vigilant dragon. 

“In north temperate latitudes this constellation never 

sets, and the Greeks therefore saw in it an emblem of 

eternal vigilance, symbolised by this Dragon of the    

Garden, guarding the precious fruit.”6  

The garden in question was the Garden of the Hesperi-

des. There are plenty of versions of the Greek myths 

associated with the garden of bliss, the dragon and the 

fruit tree, but the following summary of the essentials 

is as good as any: 

The Hesperides were the goddess-nymphs of evening 

and the golden light of sunsets. They were the daugh-

ters of either Nyx (Night) or the heaven-bearing Titan   

Atlas. The Hesperides were entrusted with the care of 

the tree of the golden apples which had been presented 

to the goddess Hera by Gaia (the Earth) on her wedding 

day. They were assisted by a hundred-headed guardian

-Drakon (Dragon). Herakles was sent to fetch the apples 

as one of his twelve labours and, upon slaying the     

serpent, stole the precious fruit. Athena later returned 

them to the Hesperides. 

The Hesperides were also the keepers of other treasures 

of the gods. Perseus obtained from them the artifacts he 

needed to slay the Gorgon Medousa (Medusa). 

The three nymphs and their glowing, golden apples  
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were regarded as the source of the golden light of sunset 

- a phenomenon which celebrated the bridal of Zeus and 

Hera, the king and queen of heaven.”7 

Alternative accounts of the origin of Draco include 

those which tell of the dragon protecting the Golden 

Fleece; or of a dragon slain by Cadmus; or of the   

dragon slain and thrown to the heavens my Minerva, 

the Roman Athena.  

Long before the Greeks the Egyptians had represented 

the logos as a fiery dragon. It is sometimes said that 

their high priests and hierophants were called sons of 

the dragon, a creature which to them may have      

symbolised the light and fire of divine wisdom; and all 

the great adepts and initiates of the Egyptian wisdom 

were intimately connected with its preservation, its 

concealment and its conditional unveiling. One of its 

earliest types was represented by Sebek, the crocodile, 

which played a prominent part in the Egyptian concep-

tion of sunrise and sunset. 

In China some of the stars of our Draco form a number 

of asterisms relating to the Celestial Emperor. In     

particular they were among those which formed two of 

the walls of the Purple Palace or Purple Forbidden     

Enclosure. Others represented various royal servants 

and parts of the Emperor’s private apartments. Like-

wise, the Arabian watchers of the desert sky did not 

see a dragon at all, but thought of the stars we figure 

as the dragon’s head as forming a group of camels  

protecting a young camel from threatening hyenas. 
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Individual stars of note in Draco include Thuban.     

Although at present not the brightest star in the con-

stellation it is considered to be the most important.  

Between the fourth and second millennia BC Thuban 

was the pole star. Due to the movement of the earth’s 

axis, Polaris is the star which now holds that position. 

There are a number of researchers and Egyptologists 

who believe that the Great Pyramid was purposely 

aligned to Thuban. Along with other stars in the con-

stellation its name is derived from the Arabic name for 

the constellation as a whole. Some believe that very  

ancient names in Babylonian star lists meaning Crown 

and Heavenly Judge refer to Thuban. 

Other names include Rastaban, referring to the     

dragon’s eye. Incidentally, the names of stars in Draco 

such as Etamin or Eltanin, along with others relating to 

either the dragon’s head or its tail should not be con-

fused with terms referring to the moon’s nodes. 

In the paradise of peace on the sacred mound amid the 

waters of wisdom grows the ever green tree of eternal 

life and divine knowledge. Once descended into the 

western darkness the sun shall climb the mount of 

God once more to bear unto a wicked world the bless-

ings of the light. While in the starry dome of night the 

kin sail on and seek out their precious stones. And 

soon enough upon the morning breeze they shall hear 

again the song of laughing boy. 

The men of low desires will be devoured by the Dragon 

of Death, and shall lie deaf and dumb, enclosed in the  
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darkness of the grave. The rebellious man shall be 

turned back upon his path and shall not pass through 

the fiery breath.  

But those who follow me and are sincere in heart and 

mind shall hear therein an echo of an echo of my Living 

Word of Wisdom; for I shall place in them the Love of 

Wisdom to help them on the Way; and I, the Wisdom of 

Love shall dwell within their hearts.   

For I am the Spirit of the Living Waters; I, the               

Resplendent Word; I, the Keeper of Treasures; I, the 

Dragon of Light Divine; I, the Dragon of Life Divine; I, the 

Dragon of Love Divine; I, even I, whose time is soon and 

shall not be denied. 
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Interlude 

 

Each bright destiny has its shadow; but at the appoint-

ed time let the flaming dragon of our hearts devour the 

devourer and dispel the clouds that prison us here. 

When the sacred hour unfolds let the eagle of the day-

star declare the balance true; let the holy chord be 

struck on the seven-jewelled harp, and let the angels 

rejoice.  

Let us not give too much heed to the rosewater tears 

that fall soft upon the breast of the nightingale. Let us 

not be despondent. But let the true individual be 

roused and come forth from this our trial of laughter 

and tears; let us ready ourselves; let us prepare; let us 

rehearse our part; let us stretch; let us know our      

position; for the time is soon and it shall not be denied. 

“How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature!                                                                                

These boys know little they are sons to th' King”1 

Deep were the dreams the crewmen dreamt, though 

not so deep as the dream that men call life. The wind 

had dropped, and the round moon had entered the 

cave of clouds. Meanwhile the little boat drifted across 

the night, floating upon a crystal sea of starlight. Below 

deck the captain alone was awake. By the light of his 

lamp one by one he took out the stones, jewels and 

precious objects from his treasure bag. One by one he 

held them in his hands and carefully unfolded the 

memories each of them contained until they seemed  
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alive and sang to him their song which he heard as an 

echo within his mind. 

One such stone had a hole through its centre. It was 

found by him as a young man by chance in a cave   

hidden deep in the woods of the Conwy Valley. He had 

shown it once to a Welshman who believed it to be the 

adder-stone of Peredur; and that the cave upon which 

our captain had stumbled was known to his ancestors, 

as was also, he said, the nearby Mound of Mourning 

and the Palace of the Sons of the King of the Tortures. 

But, alas, the thoughts of men are rarely pure; and like 

the rebellious one who wanders from the way, their 

words so often lack sincerity. And while truth is veiled 

by mystery, the false of heart conceal themselves in 

subterfuge. This same man, he remembered, had 

sought to sell him a piece of reddish Italian quartz, 

claiming it to be a ruby. It came from the sheath of the 

White Hilt, he said, the sword owned by one of the 

three generous men of Britain, Rhydderch Hael, and 

counted among the thirteen treasures.  Many are the 

breeds of knaves and scoundrels!  

His own genuine rubies were precious to him. They 

formed the eyes of a small silver snake bequeathed to 

him by his friend Volana.  Volana was a native of Mad-

agascar, from the village of Faliarivo, a thousand joys, 

but had been compelled to leave the island altogether 

following a bitter dispute with English missionaries. 

Ever since the day of his leaving the sadness of his pre-

dicament was plain for all to see, and it seemed to  
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speak from his moon-shaped eyes whenever he thought 

of home. Many years later, while sailing off the East  

African coast, Volana had come to the aid of a spice 

trader from India, and was given the silver snake with 

the ruby eyes as a token of the trader’s gratitude. 

His story was not a typical one, and it had made a 

great impression on our captain. On leaving his home 

he had lived for several years on the nearby island of 

Mauritius, known by the Arabs as Dina Arobi, which 

means Isle of Desolation. The despair he felt at being 

separated from his kin eventually drove him to embark 

on a voyage up the coast to Dar es Salaam, the place of 

peace, in the hope of finding employment on the spice 

island of Zanzibar, a name derived from the Persian 

zang-bâr signifying black coast; or perhaps, he thought, 

he would settle on Pemba, known in Arabic as The 

Green Island.  

However, on the way a great storm blew up and he was 

shipwrecked. He was fortunate to escape with his life. 

Injured and exhausted, he floated for days clinging to 

the wreckage of his little boat until he was rescued by 

fishermen and taken to a tiny, unnamed island, the 

smallest of those which formed the Comoros group. The 

name Comoros derives from the Arabic word qamar, 

meaning moon. In parts of Tanganyika, the islands 

were known as Visiwa nne ya mwezi, or The four       

Islands of the month, and were connected to one of the 

great secrets of the ancestors. It was on this little      

island that the two had met and become friends.  
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The captain also took from his bag seven beautifully 

polished yellowish green beads known as golden       

apples. The stones had the quality of glittering in the 

darkness, and in some hands they emitted tiny fiery 

sparkles. They were given to him freely by a young   

artist from an aristocratic Polish family. His name was 

Jaroslaw, which is said to mean fierce, glorious.        

Jaroslaw had himself painstakingly polished each of 

the rough stones, and had told his friend that to his 

knowledge the golden apples were to be found but  

rarely outside his belovéd Poland. He later learned that 

they were called by some in ancient times the Stone of 

Venus. However others say that they are the stones of 

the wise and charitable minds that shine as lights    

upon the way. 

 Although our captain was much older, the moment 

they met the light had flashed simultaneously from eye 

to eye, and both men smiled the smile of recognition. 

From then on each of them knew that come hail or 

shine their friendship would endure.  Our captain 

smiled again to himself as holding the beads in his 

hands he remembered one of the many such conversa-

tions with his friend.  

“Artists”, Jaroslaw had said with a degree of passion 

somehow suited to his Polish accent, “are, like all men, 

surrounded by infinity of things. In love to all these 

things is infinity of ideas. But neither things nor ideas 

are of interest to artist. He has other fish to catch, so to 

speak. By mystery of mind and things and ideas, which 
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always are trying to enter, he hears song, discovers   

essence, finds spirit. And he knows then all infinity of 

things and ideas and spirits are One. This is what artist 

does and this is what he tries even at dying breath to 

tell, which, my good English friend, is why all artists are 

spiritual.”  

Our captain was more wandering adventurer than   

artist, but nevertheless over the years he had learned 

enough to believe that there was a degree of truth in 

his young friend’s passionate defence of the artistic  

approach to life. 

Now, as he took another jewel from his treasure bag, 

his emotions flowed with added force. Blue had been 

his favourite colour for as long as he could remember, 

and the star sapphire he now held in his hand gave up 

its memories unbidden, as though it was somehow able 

to recognise the aspiring mind of a kindred spirit. It 

was a very fine example of the stone, and had been 

masterfully cut and polished. It was said to have origi-

nally belonged to Odo of Sully, once the Archbishop of 

Paris and a personal friend of Pope Innocent III.  

It was given to our captain in Paris by his old friend 

Marianne, a name associated with the nation itself    

following the French Revolution. She had told him it 

represented Liberty, although he had also heard that 

there were some who thought its meaning was bitter-

sweet. Marianne had been given the stone from a 

wealthy uncle who she had served selflessly for many 

years.  
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Throughout her life she had been an avid collector of 

old folk tales and he remembered how she could, even 

at the age of seventy five, recount many of them from 

memory. Her favourite story - which she was occasion-

ally tempted to embellish - was her version of one of 

the countless variants of the Cinderella tale. In her ver-

sion the blue-eyed, golden haired heroine wore a dress 

woven from the light of the stars, and had herself a 

star upon her brow.  

The light of the sapphire he held in his hand was the 

deepest of heavenly blue, and he could well understand 

why it had to its original owner represented the light of 

divine truth.  As our captain gazed into its depths it 

was as if he gazed into the deep blue of the belovéd’s 

eyes looking down on him from amid the perfumed 

hills of home; and her smile was like the opening of the 

lotus bud; or it was like the first shimmerings of the 

dawning sun, for in the midst of the blue were tiny 

flashes of gold. 

Bye and bye he left his cabin and his treasure bag and 

went up on deck where he found himself 

“…under a starry vault, in which the constellations 

blazed like fervid, flaming jewels.”2 

Through the long hours he gazed into their depths, just 

as he had the gems of his treasure bag. Thus he    

meditated until the fires of the night were spent. A 

breeze arose and lifted the delicate mists that drifted 

across the surface of the sea up unto the waiting sky; 

and as though emerging from the wrappings of a  
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dream, he breathed in the breath of dawn, stood erect, 

raised one hand to the heavens, lowered the other to 

the earth, and said within his mind: ‘Behold: The 

Light!’ And there and then he saw, or thought he saw, 

the triple-coloured light streaming down to earth from 

among the hair-jewels of the dawn princess.   

 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Shakespeare 

2. Michaud 
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Capricornus 

 

At the winter solstice the sun reaches its lowest point 

on the ecliptic, the Tropic of Capricorn. There the sun 

turns and starts to climb, rising up towards the north-

ern hemisphere. From then on it rises higher in the sky 

each day. This turning point in what appears to be an 

annual falling and rising of the sun was called by the 

ancient star watchers the cave of the rising1; and its 

nocturnal sign Capricornus, the solar goat, represented 

the sun rising up from the great deep of the under- 
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world, up from 

"… the blind cave of eternal night”2 

Bound by the bonds of brotherhood our crew made 

their way. The bonny boat moved swiftly with the 

breath of Shu in its sails. Like Bedouin they had wan-

dered far beyond the ways that other men call their 

own. What is it that pushes them on? Mighty was their 

desire; for it was like that of thirsty men seeking the 

oasis beneath the desert stars. 

But soon enough the caravan shall find its way and 

they shall sprinkle water and honey on new sown corn. 

Soon enough they shall eat honey cakes and honey 

bread and feast on the ripened date amid the joy and 

alleluias of their kin in the lands of promise. They shall 

enter in through the gate of right; and peace and con-

tentment shall be upon them; their trial shall be over 

at last; their bondage shall be ended; and the night of 

tribulation shall be behind them. The devourer of men 

shall not devour them.  

After the dawn of the new morning their work shall be 

the work of the Lord; and prayers of thanksgiving shall 

come unbidden to their lips.  

“This is the day that the Lord has made; let us rejoice 

and be glad in it.”3  

O let all the kin make the crossing. Let them recollect 

themselves; Let the individual in his own right take up 

his task and do the bidding of his Lord. Yea, let the 

children serve their Father, for it is He who glorifies the 
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rising stars within the minds of men. Let them serve 

Him on Earth, beyond this Earth and in the Heaven yet 

to come. Let the sons of God, hidden amid the gentle 

hills, or sitting on the banks of streams that splash 

and tumble into the river below, wash from their     

garments the dust of the long journey; let them fill 

their flasks with life; let them rise up from death; and 

let them cross at dawn to take up their inheritance in 

the place that has been prepared for them. 

“And on the morning of that splendid day the Angels 

and the Powers of the Lord and his Creation called out 

Blessings.”4  

The constellation of Capricorn was represented by the 

ancients as a composite creature: half goat and half 

fish. This was because Capricorn also represented to 

them the daily death and rebirth of the sun. The sun’s 

path takes it each night, ‘shorn of its beams’, through 

the underworld. It was said to have sunk down in the 

West, into the darkness of the great deep or into the 

vast ocean of night, before emerging again in the East 

at dawn to produce the new day. Hence the symbols 

contained by the goat-fish or sea-goat represented from 

one point of view both night and day as phases in the 

sun’s journey.  This has led some of the mystically 

minded to interpret the meaning of the constellation as 

‘life through and beyond death’. 

According to some ancient philosophies the constella-

tions of Cancer and Capricorn represented the gates of 

men and of the gods. Cancer, The Gate of Men, was to  
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them the symbol of the route by which souls entered 

into human bodies. The constellation opposite was 

Capricorn, The Gate of the Gods through which the 

souls of liberated men departed the Earth after death. 

That which men call death was to the ancient philoso-

phers an awakening, as from a dream, and for most a 

return to the conditions of life they knew before; and 

conversely, entry of the soul into a body on Earth was 

considered to be a kind of imprisonment, a forgetting, a 

sleep, or, as was believed by some, even a kind of 

death. Consequently, there were many who believed 

that the so-called death of the human body on Earth 

led the deceased to a new life beyond the grave, just as 

the sun’s nocturnal journey led it to the dawning of a 

new day.  

For the Egyptians life on Earth was followed by life in 

Amenta, which in turn was followed, at least for those 

who belonged there, with life in Heaven. For similar 

reasons, when they considered men as sons of the    

father, it was sometimes said of them that they were 

sons of Geb, Osiris or Ra, as these were the gods of 

Earth, Amenta and Heaven respectively. 

O when the hour comes may the crew of the bonny 

boat find their way across the great deep. May they 

come to know the new birth in the living waters of love 

and wisdom. May they sail the clear waters of truth, 

free from error; may they be made complete again; may 

they navigate the narrow gulf between above and      

below; and may they sail to the safety of their home,  
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beyond the miasmic waters of low and uncontrolled  

desire where, it is said, the devourer lies in wait. 

For the songs of Capricorn sing of the son of the father, 

risen above the little self to the service of his Lord. They 

sing of Earth transcended; and of light and flame re-

generated. They sing of the just reward for effort. They 

sing of a new and better life beyond the illusion of 

death. They sing of joining hands with the kin of     

yesterday, tomorrow and now. They sing of harmony 

with Nature. They sing of taking our place and finding 

our purpose. They sing of the end of the old, and of the 

beginning of the new. 

“The goal is no longer individual progress, but the will of 

the spiritual hierarchy. The purpose of life changes. The 

individual does not strive for personal attainments but 

for the good of nature…”5  

Capricorn has been connected with the Hindu Makara, 

the so-called Dragon of the Deep. It was, they said, 

ruled by Saturn, one of whose titles is the Chastener. It 

represents to some the death or dissolution of the 

physical combined with the birth of the spiritual. 

Makara has at times been associated with the Kumaras 

who, or so it is believed, are in some way involved with 

various mystical initiations. It was also called the scaly 

one and images of Makara were often utilised as the  

architectural protectors of thresholds and gateways. 

In Babylon Ea or Enki was the Antelope of the Ocean 

who wore a fish skin cloak and was said to have 

emerged from the waters to teach the people. His  
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symbols included the goat and the fish, and because of 

this many trace the imagery surrounding Capricorn, 

the Goat-fish, to him. Along with the aptly named    

Seven Sages, he was supposed to live in the abyss of 

fresh water which his followers imagined as extending 

beyond the earth. He brought life to the barren land 

and was responsible for filling the wells with pure, 

sweet water. For many centuries the names of the so-

called fish-gods Dagon and Oannes have been identi-

fied with the same mythical being, although more     

recent researchers have cast doubt on this. 

The goat headed Egyptian god was Num, who, it is said, 

“presided over the abyss”6, and was in one phase lord 

and master of the inundation on Earth. The character 

of Num was based on an earlier deity, Nnu or Nun. In 

some quarters it is believed that he provided the model 

for the biblical Noah. 

“Nnu the deity of the deluge and the ark had been     

continued in the character of Num as the  lord of the   

Inundation of the Nile, with his ark or teba represented 

by the city of Thebes, that  ‘heaven on earth,’ as it was 

designated by the Queen Hatshepsu.”7 

Beyond the storms of life on Earth let all the kin find 

their way to the safety of the ark. Let them enter in. As 

a prince within the city, or as a priest within the     

temple, let the boat contain them. Let the one light of 

divine peace shine eternal within its lofty walls; and let 

him who bars the way be turned back upon his paths. 

The Greeks named the constellation Aigokeros, which 

 

278  



meant goat-horned, and associated it with Pan, the   

Nature god and inventor of the famous pan-pipes. One 

of many accounts tells how the Earth sent Typhon to 

destroy the gods. In order to escape the monster the 

gods fled into Egypt and transformed themselves into 

various creatures. Pan hid himself in the Nile, turning 

his lower body into a fish.  It was said by some that he, 

together with Hermes, helped to heal and restore the 

debilitated Zeus after his initial defeat by Typhon, and 

in gratitude Zeus transferred him to the heavens as the 

constellation we know as Capricornus. 

Individual named stars include Algedi, from the Arabic 

al-jady, meaning goat or kid, and marking the right 

horn. Some of the individual stars appear to signify the 

sacrifice of goats which took place among the Arab   

nations at the heliacal rising of Capricornus. These   

include Al Sa'd al Dhabih, the Lucky One of the Slaugh-

terers. The stars Dorsum, Nashira and Deneb Algedi 

mark the fish-tail. 

Chinese astronomers gave twelve of the stars in our 

Capricornus the names of twelve provinces of China. 

Another group of stars formed their constellation Niu, 

meaning Ox. It is thought that this represented their 

mid-winter sacrifice. There is also a group of three 

stars which are said to form the outline of a piece of 

jade jewellery. Yet another constellation in this area of 

the sky, called by them Luoyan, represented to the  

Chinese a network of embankments used to irrigate 

Tiantian, the Emperor’s starry fields. 
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The morning rises from the starry deep to the splen-

dour of the day. The crystal air carries the songbird’s 

holy chant like a child within its mother’s arms. The 

flowers of the meadow cast their sweetness upon the 

rising breeze, and all creation sings as one with    

beauty’s voice. Beneath the golden mountains the    

pilgrim, born anew, now treads the living path of love 

and nature’s art to where he doth belong. And there 

and then, in that happy place and at that happy hour, 

he hears the song of laughing boy: 

The men of earth fritter away their inheritance in the 

gambling houses of material life. And like shadowy 

phantoms, unseen but felt, his low desires surround the 

rebellious one and whisper in his ear the soothing lies 

that lead him from the light. And thus, alas, he sleep-

walks amid tears and regret through the dismal night to 

meet his just reward.  

But you, my beloved sons and daughters, you shall 

know the protection of my angels; and you shall gather 

to your breast gold and silver and gems of many kinds. 

And as a prince rises each morning from his couch amid 

the splendour of the palace; or as the sleeping servant 

wakes to the pleasures of his master’s business, thou 

shalt rise from this world to a better place. 

For I am the Eternal Life beyond the Grave; I, the Spirit 

of the Mystic Sun; I, the Dissolver of unholy Spells; I, the 

Breaker of Death; I, the Love that carries men Home; I, 

the Light on the Upward Path; I, even I, the Master of 

Night who Brings Forth Day.  
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Sagitta 

 

When all is well the enquiring mind may advance from 

sensible things up to their formless essence, an        

essence which is ever perfectly rooted in the unseen 

and the unknown: thus flies wisdom’s arrow truly to its 

mark. As the lover, once released, speeds with all their 

pent up force to the embrace of the beloved, the beauti-

ful other, an arrow can fly from the dusty Earth up 

through the atmosphere of the shining heavens; but 

alas, so too can the shafts of low and uncontrolled    

desire slay the objects of a selfish heart. For truth and 

beauty and goodness also have their shadows, or so at 

least it seems. 

Thus our captain mused as he gazed up to the heavens 

and saw, or thought he saw, the starry shape of        

Sagitta, the Arrow.  

Mesopotamian stargazers called Sirius the Arrow Star, 

while the Chinese figured a bow and arrow in our Argo 

Navis; and which, incidentally, they thought was aimed 

at Sirius, figured by them as the Wolf.  

White suggests that the stars we represent as Sagitta 

were figured in Babylon as the constellation of The 

Dead Man, a figure they imagined being held or carried 

in the talons of nearby Aquila, the Eagle. Likewise, 

some of our star maps place the Arrow in the talons of 

the same bird as it was said to be the armour bearer of 

Zeus. However, as was so often the case, a number of   
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other claims were also made by the classical mythogra-

phers as to what the arrow of the constellation          

signified.  

Some interpreters have linked Sagitta to the bow and 

arrow of Sagittarius. However most have considered it 

completely separate from that constellation. 

“There's further shot another Arrow                                                                                          

But this without a bow.                                                                                                      

Towards it the Bird                                                                                                          

More northward flies.”1 

Eratosthenes said it was the means by which Apollo 

took revenge on the Cyclopes because they had made 

the thunderbolts with which Zeus had killed Apollo’s 

son, Asclepius. Others associated it with the arrow of 

Eros, which they believed caused Zeus’ passion for 

Ganymede; or the one shot by Hercules at the 

Stymphalian birds. Hyginus believed that it was the  

arrow with which Heracles killed the Eagle of Zeus,   

releasing the tortured Prometheus. 

“This arrow, they say, is one of the weapons of Hercules 

with which he is said to have killed the eagle which ate 

the liver of Prometheus.”2  

Prometheus was later made the subject of Shelley’s 

Prometheus Unbound. Once released by Heracles    

Prometheus addresses his belovéd Asia and her sisters: 

“Asia, thou light of life,                                                                                                   

Shadow of beauty unbeheld: and ye,                          

Fair sister nymphs, who made long years of  pain                                                                             
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Sweet to remember, thro' your love and care:                                                                    

Henceforth we will not part.”3  

Allen claims that 

“Caesius imagined it the Arrow shot by Joash at 

Elisha's command, or one of those sent by Jonathan   

towards David at the stone Ezel; and Julius Schiller, the 

Spear, or the Nail, of the  Crucifixion.”4 

The brightest and only named star in Sagitta is Sham 

sometimes called Scham. It lies on the shaft of the    

arrow, to the West. 

O where on this opinionated Earth can we find the 

pure and undistorted truth? For none there is in our 

little minds, nor in the thoughts and words of the many 

kinds of little men. The sun’s rays bring adversity to 

the traveller in the desert as he yearns for the cool of a 

starry night; but to those of more northerly climes the 

same sun’s rays are like the warm embrace of the    

loving father for the returning child. Each truth’s un-

true from the other’s point of view.  

Nay, this will not do; let us seek elsewhere a better 

truth. Let our aim be high. Let our intuition soar      

beyond our little opinions; let us look to the soul of 

things, to the realms of light and science from whence 

all truth is said and done. And beneath the guiding 

light of universal law let the purity of our love carry us, 

swift as an arrowed thought, back unto our home. 

“Aum is that bow,                                                                                                            

The Self of Consciousness, Reality,                                                                                          
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Love is the arrow,                                                                                                           

Atman-Brahman its aim.                                                                                                          

It is to be loosed by a man or woman                               

Who is intelligent,                                                                                                          

Then the arrow becomes one                                                                                                   

With the target,                                                                                                             

He or she becomes one                                                                                                        

With Atman-Brahman.”5   

So let us all, when our time arrives, return home like 

Prometheus, the Flame-Bearer. Home, where  

“…swift shapes and sounds, which grow                                                                                        

More fair and soft as man grows wise and kind,                                                                               

And, veil by veil, evil and error fall…”6 

Yea, let us return like a songbird freed from the net; or 

swift as an arrow released from the bow. And pray our 

work be done ere our light within is extinguished from 

this Earth. Let us like white-browed Psyche,  

“Fairer than Phoebe’s sapphire-regioned star”7, 

awakened by the loving touch of a golden arrow, rise 

unto better climes when all is said and all is done. Yea, 

let us pray that we complete our little task ere our  

destiny arrives swiftly from the unseen world like a   

silent arrow that cleaves the air as it speeds towards its 

target, so that, like the Sage Vasishta, we welcome our 

release when the appointed time has come. 

“And the swift bolt swerved wide from its mark, but 

found its Fate-decided focus within Vasishta’s breast, 

as he, the sainted Anchorite and Master, awaited death  
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with arms spread wide, as if upon the Cross of Last   

Initiation.”8 

All the while our captain sat upon the deck of the little 

boat contemplating the stars, while thoughts of death 

and of the eternal life beyond unfolded in his mind. He 

wondered at the great emptiness that stretches out be-

tween the two, and how difficult it is for the unqualified 

to bridge or overfly such a chasm. As he did so, sailing 

towards the dawning light, content among his compan-

ions of the sea, he heard, or thought he heard, the 

song of laughing boy. 

The thoughts of the evil man are poison-tipped with self-

destroying Hate; and those of the rebellious man are like 

a dark cloud of broken shafts. But the arrows of the 

strong in faith shall soar unto their shining mark. 

Neither the rebel nor the faithful man can avoid the     

arrows of his Fate. But you who endure nobly, you, my   

belovéd ones, warriors of the Light, yours shall be the 

arrows of love and compassion and tolerance. And I, the 

Prince of Peace, shall be as a shield for thy protection. 

For I am the Maker and the Breaker of Arrows; I , who 

Brings Down and Raises Up; I, the Life beyond Death; I, 

the Loving Hand of God; I, the Unleashed Force of      

Liberation; I, the Sun’s Dart; I, the Golden Arrow; I the 

Swift Awakener; I, even I, Wisdom’s Flashing Ray, 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Aquila 

 

“The eagle is the king of birds. When it is old it becomes 

young again in a very strange manner. When its eyes 

are darkened and its wings are heavy with age, it seeks 

out a fountain clear and pure, where the water bubbles 

up and shines in the clear sunlight. Above this fountain 

it rises high up into the air, and fixes its eyes upon the 

light of the sun and gazes upon it until the heat thereof 

sets on fire its eyes and wings. Then it descends down 

into the fountain where the water is clearest and    

brightest, and plunges and bathes three times, until it is 

fresh and renewed and healed of its old age.”1  

In the country of faraway in the days of long ago the 

same stars whirled, the same moon waxed and waned, 

and the same sun rose as it rises still. The light still 

glittered on the surface of the peaceful loch, hidden  

beyond the trees of the gloomy woods. A single, steeply 

slanting ray still turned the mossy bank to emerald; 

and the fading rainbow was forever reborn to fill again 

and again the minds of men with hope. The sun still 

processed through the morning’s golden archway      

attended by his lords and ladies and their sons and 

daughters. Innocent sprites, unseen by most, still 

served the happy day by chasing the shadows that dim 

the light and sadden the hearts of wandering men. 

And the Lord’s glance now as then still awakens the 

star-flowered meadow to life; or dispenses just decrees  
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that guide the wayward man to paradise; or saves the 

rebellious one from the curse of a second death. At 

dawn the priests still send forth their prayers to Him 

whose symbol is the sun. Altars of living gold and star-

born gems are raised still upon the gentle hill of simple 

faith. Still the inner eye detects the presence of the 

flame… and trusts for evermore. O let the singers sing 

and let the dancers dance! For there, in the high   

country amid clouds of crystalline splendour, soars the 

Eagle of the Lord, divine, majestic, all-seeing, all-

powerful, all-loving and compassionate. He soars there 

now just as he ever has, and as he will for all the times 

to come, up where the singer still is overwhelmed by 

the reflected beauty of his immortal spirit: 

“…borne on high,                                                                                                             

By the winged eagle, to celestial climes,                                                                                    

As Ganymede from Ida, — all my being                                                                             

Etherealised into the Infinite,                                                                                              

And like the Infinite, divinely blest.”2 

Ganymede was said to have been snatched from Earth 

and carried to heaven by an eagle to become the cup-

bearer of the gods. However, Brown and some others 

believed the original man being carried to heaven by 

the eagle was Etana, a Sumerian king who wished to 

find there the plant of birth so that he could have a 

son. The same legend also describes a tree at whose 

crown nests an eagle and at whose roots lives a snake. 

In Sumerian cosmogony Anu was the father of the 

gods, and it was to the heaven of Anu that the eagle  
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transported Etana to procure the miraculous plant.  

Brown also asserts that the constellation Aquila repre-

sents the very ancient star god Zamama which he 

translates as the Living Eye, perhaps an appropriate 

title for the bird so often identified with far-reaching 

and penetrating vision – characteristics which might 

also explain why some cultures, including those of the 

Egyptians and Celts, sometimes associated the eagle 

with the celestial pole which, or so it seemed, soared 

high up in the heavens and overlooked the other stars. 

Some have thought that Aquila represented the highest 

aspect of man’s nature. However, because it rises at 

the same time as Scorpio, the scorpion, it also has a 

close connection with the ‘monster of the dark which 

stings unto death’. The contest between the two, they 

say, leads eventually to the eagle’s victory; and so then, 

at least from this point of view: 

“You have the bird of light (symbol of the highest aspect 

of man) manifesting as the soul (the second aspect) 

which has achieved.”3 

According to White, the Babylonian version of Aquila 

called by them MUL.A.MUSHEN  depicts the eagle as 

carrying the constellation of The Dead Man in its      

talons, while some classical authors have the eagle  

carrying the thunderbolts of Zeus, or the arrow of the 

constellation Sagitta. 

The eagle as a type has been an ever-present in myth 

and folklore in every region of the world. In days now  
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gone by it was widely believed that toads contained a 

jewel hidden within their skulls. 

''Sweet are the uses of adversity,                                                                                           

Which like the toad, ugly and venomous.                                                                                      

Wears yet a precious jewel in its head.”4 

This jewel was called by some an aetite or eagle stone 

because it was sometimes found in eagles’ nests. It was 

thought that it was a necessary companion to the eggs 

in order for them to hatch successfully. It was also long 

associated with childbirth, and pregnant women would 

carry such a stone as a protective charm. To the mysti-

cally minded this miraculous stone, along with various 

other serpent stones, charm stones, healing stones and 

so on, is reminiscent of the philosopher’s stone made 

famous by the alchemists. 

To the Hindus the constellation Aquila represents the 

eagle-like man-bird Garuda. Garuda was the great king 

of the birds, enemy of evil serpents, and the mount of 

the Lord Vishnu. In the midst of battle Krishna was 

said to carry an image of Garuda on his banner; and 

his identification with Garuda was clearly expressed in 

a discourse with his fellow protagonist and companion 

Arjuna: 

“Among the Daitya demons I am the devoted Prahlada; 

among subduers I am time; among the beasts I am the 

lion, and among birds I am Garuda, the feathered      

carrier of Visnu.”5  

The constellation, which was known as the Eagle to  
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Eudoxus, Aratus and Ptomely, was called by most    

Romans Vultur Volans, the Flying Vulture. Also, during 

the reign of the Emperor Hadrian in the second century 

of our era some of the stars of Aquila were made to 

form the now extinct constellation Antinous. 

The name of the constellation’s main star Altair is a 

shortened form of the Arabic name al-nesr al-ṭā’ir, the 

flying vulture, though known also as al-'Uqiib, the eagle. 

However, even in very ancient times the Babylonians 

and the Sumerians knew it as the eagle star.  

In China Altair was popularly identified with the Cow-

herd or Herd Boy who is usually depicted leading a cow 

or ox by a rope. He was separated from his lover or his 

wife, the Weaver Girl, by the Milky Way, the Sky River. 

She was represented by the star Vega. They were only 

permitted to meet once a year. Some have considered 

these two as stellar representatives of sun and moon; 

and to be characterised by the divine emperor and the 

so-called child or grandchild of heaven respectively. 

The poet Li Shang-yin captures the auspicious,      

mystical moment when the two lovers after their long 

separation approach each other: 

“In simurgh car, conducted by phoenixes, the Royal Son 

is coming;                                                                                 

From dragon tower and lunar hall, the Grandchild of 

Heaven appears.”6 

Also, military associations are attached by Chinese sky 

watchers to a number of the stars we include in the  
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constellation Aquila. So it is not surprising that Altair 

was also included by them in an asterism they called 

stone drum. It was thought that in times of danger a 

celestial drum was sounded and its earthly equivalent, 

Stone Drum Mount, reverberated in response, thus    

delivering a warning to the emperor.  

Other named stars include Dheneb, The Tail; Alshain 

the Eagle's Neck; and Tarazed which is located on the 

back of the eagle. 

The eagle’s call echoes from the stony crag down 

through the high pastures where the flocks graze safely 

in the summer time. It echoes through the wooded 

slopes where the gentle doe steps lightly between the 

trees. Down in the valley the echo of an echo can still 

be heard calling the wanderer to his home on high; but 

there amid the shadows of the night, more often than 

not, man sleeps on oblivious to the call. 

But in the upper spheres, beyond mortal sight, the   

inspired seer draws back the veil and sings the songs 

of mystic light unheard by men on Earth before: 

“And lo! Behold the Divine Mother passing by. Seated 

upon an eagle is the holy Mother of All; The sevenfold 

rainbow her halo, and adorned is She with a circle of 

stars, and in her hand a gold and silver lance, tipped 

with a diamond point, the emblem of purity. And as she 

points her lance, thuswise does the eagle fly towards 

the object of her desire of the All-powerful Spirit.”7 

O Let the kin fly home, upwards through the crystal 
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air, through worlds of light and joy and harmony, 

through beauty beyond the imagination of the many 

kinds of men; and in the end, when all is said and 

done, let them find their place in the City of the Lord; 

and there with fire and light let them weave a nest like 

the Eagle of the Sun. And there in their newly beating 

hearts shall they sing the songs of laughing boy. 

The little man shields his eyes from the rays of the    

dazzling light. The rebellious and the wayward ones 

move amid the shadows as the storm-birds regret and 

guilt consume their hearts.  

But you whose trust is in me, you shall fly with me 

straight into the eye of the sun’s splendour. And you, my 

beloved sons and  daughters, you shall serve me there 

as I, even I, serve Him, the Father of us All.  

For I am the Ruler on His Behalf; I, the Mighty Prince;    

I, the Lord of the Abyss; I, the All-seeing Sun; I, the Light 

of the Higher Powers; I, whose Wings are Fire; I, the Eye 

of Spiritual Vision; I, the Golden Bird of the Upper Sky 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Delphinus 

 

Raise the sail, ring the bell!                                                                                               

The Sun is going down beneath the Deep;                                                                                      

Cut the waters, wet the prow!                                                                                                

We’re on the voyage of our lives,                                                                                            

And nothing, no nothing will ever be the same.  

Oh sing a song and rule the crew,                                                                                            

All the way down to the Western Deep,                                                                                        

Offer bright flowers for fortunate weather                                                                                   

Into the hands of Neptune’s beautiful daughters,                                                                             

All misty-eyed with the dolphin spray.                                                                                          

Laugh and sing through salty adventures,                                                                                     

With the wind in our hair                                                                                                    

And the dew in our eyes…                                                                                                     

Sailing the course of the Sun!1 

Each and every star that shines above sends forth its 

song; but few there are who hear its call amid the blood 

and thunder of a woeful world. A song too is sung, for 

good or ill, by every man who dwells upon the Earth. O 

may I learn to sing a simple song of love and peace and 

gentleness. May the angel of my heart teach me the 

beautiful harmonies of a better place, a smiling sphere 

of kindness and joy and tolerance. And just as it has 

for the sailors of yesterday, and as it will for those of 

tomorrow, may the grandest song of all, the song of 

God, guide this little boat and all who sail these seas 

today. 
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Thus our captain prayed as the first rays of dawn 

kissed a peaceful ocean, and the light and water com-

bined to flash and sparkle with many colours; and in 

that splendour could be seen numerous lively forms, 

appearing and disappearing like a school of dolphins 

leaping and frolicking on the surface of the waters.  

At different times and by different peoples the stars we 

figure as Delphinus, the Dolphin, have been known as 

Job’s Coffin, Christ’s Cross, Knife, Sheep, Rotten Gourd, 

Swine, Camel and various other products of the minds 

of the many kinds of men, both wise and not so wise. 

However, even if the stars in this part of the sky have 

not always and everywhere been depicted as a dolphin, 

they have been by some for a very long time, and it is 

in this form that they are best known to us in the West 

today.  

Such is the labyrinthine logic of the art of symbolism 

we shall see that the dolphin has from time to time  

represented the son principle; and at other times the 

divine parent of that son. For some of the ancients it 

was an immortal essence born of the waters, but which 

combined or blended the qualities of its divine parents. 

In the same way as the eagle was seen as the king of 

birds and so an apt symbol for the sun, the dolphin 

has been widely thought of as the king of fish, and has 

likewise been used to symbolise the same divine star. 

The sun rises from the deeps at dawn and plunges 

back into the depths at sunset, creating an arc from 

the eastern to the western horizon like, or so it was   
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imagined, the arc of the leaping dolphin.  

To Christians the dolphin represents Christ, the     

Messiah who comes to redeem. Seiss claimed that the 

dolphin springing up out of the sea represented the 

resurrection of Christ after the death of the Goat in 

Capricorn. Interestingly, in India there are some who 

believe that the lower part of the creature known as 

Makara, figured in the West as the goat-fish of Capri-

corn, was a dolphin or similar large fish.  

Elsewhere it was thought to be 

“…the symbol of the son of God who, working under the 

law, takes form and lives in the water and the air”2  

According to Plato, the island of Atlantis was the     

chosen domain of Poseidon. Dolphins were sacred to 

the god and considered his messengers. This has led 

some to believe that a fish-like ship, perhaps dolphin-

shaped, might have carried travellers from that island 

at a time which is now beyond the reach of our histori-

ans. This ship’s arrival, they say, could have been com-

memorated by the constellation Delphinus. 

Greek myth also records that Poseidon sent or perhaps 

took the form of a dolphin to pursue Amphitrite, Queen 

of the Sea, prior to their marriage. Also, the Greek 

Athena was sometimes depicted as having a dolphin on 

her shield. Some have claimed that in the rites of the 

Mysteries of Dionysius the candidate for initiation was 

dressed as a dolphin before receiving baptism, perhaps 

an allusion to a tale told of the god in which he trans- 
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formed pirates into dolphins.  

As a favourite of the sun-god Apollo the dolphin        

appears in many of the stories and legends passed on 

by the Greeks, and which now form a backdrop to the 

constellation Delphinus. As messengers of Apollo, or as 

the god himself in his form Apollo Delphinius, the Fish-

Sun, dolphins were often depicted as bearing those in 

peril of drowning to safety. Perhaps the most famous of 

these is that of Arion, the singer and harpist who was 

reputed to be the first composer of dithyrambic hymns. 

Captured by pirates who threatened to rob and kill 

him, the poet sang from the deck of the boat, attracting 

to the vessel music loving dolphins. He leapt from the 

boat and was carried by them to the sanctuary of     

Poseidon on the Corinthian coast. 

One among the many other stories that connect the 

dolphin to Apollo is the founding of the Delphic Oracle. 

There are many versions of this story, but let us be 

content here with a relatively modern and some might 

think idiosyncratic account of part of the Homeric 

Hymn to Apollo: 

“According to Greek legend, the great Temple at Delphi 

was founded by Apollo, who, in the guise of a Dolphin, 

led thither a crew of Cretan mariners. Upon reaching the 

sands of Krisa, Apollo leapt from the vessel like a star, 

whilst sparks of light streamed from him till their radi-

ance reached the heavens. Hastening to his Sanctuary, 

he lighted a fire and returned to the astonished mariners 

in his proper form of a beautiful youth, who informed  
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them that if they would avoid falsehood in words and 

violence in deed, their name would be known throughout 

the world as the guardians of Apollo’s shrine and the 

interpreters of his will. So they followed him to Pytho, 

while the heavenly Being led the Way, filling the air with 

melody.”3 

The same author is among those who note that  

“Delphis, the Greek for dolphin, may be compared with 

delphus, the Greek for womb.”4  

Both meanings of the word combine to furnish us with 

the name Delphi, the city sacred to Apollo. The oracle 

established there pronounced on only one day of the 

year, the supposed birthday of Apollo. This date, or so 

it is said, was calculated with reference to the           

reappearance of Delphinus in the night sky: 

“…the cult activities associated with the god Apollo    

Delphinios, and in particular the day when the oracle 

made its pronouncements, were defined by direct refer-

ence to the annual cycles of appearance of the constella-

tion Delphinus. This direct connection may well have 

been used by pilgrims to know when to commence their 

journey to the oracle.”5 

To the ancients, cities, temples and sanctuaries often 

enclosed the eternal flame and so symbolised the 

mother principle. Delphi, conforming to the type, was 

not only the sacred womb, but also the so-called     

Omphalos, the navel, the very centre of the world. 

Within many of the ancient temples a font-like   
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container when filled with holy water was designated 

‘the great deep’ or the ‘abyss’, and in one aspect sym-

bolised the primordial mother of creation. It was used 

in baptismal and regenerative rites. In her phases of 

swallowing and giving birth to the god she was often 

represented as a great fish, whale or dolphin. She was 

sometimes also said to incarnate in the form of a     

dolphin.  

The four brightest stars of Delphinus form a diamond, a 

shape considered by some to be significant. The fifth 

brightest was latterly named by Arabian astronomers 

as daneb ad-dulfīn, which has been translated as the 

tail of the dolphin. 

Meanwhile, the dolphin-like forms that danced in the 

light as it fell upon the waters had melted away, as if 

they never were; and so he turned his mind back to the 

carefree days of his youth when he would wander in 

the woods and hear, or so it seemed, ancient hymns 

amid the gentle rustling of the leaves; or marvel at the 

exquisite gem-winged butterflies, sporting on the 

breeze amid the flowers of the meadow beyond the dell; 

or fall into a dream on the grassy bank of the loch 

where the half-opened lily floats on the waters of peace, 

and where half-hid its golden centre gleams. And there 

like a child in the arms of its mother he would listen 

for the song of laughing boy. 

The men of Earth shall sink like a ship in a troubled sea. 

The wayward and rebellious man shall be sold into 

slavery or held for ransom by his low desires. But thou,  
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my belovéd children, you who find my peaceful waters 

amid this stormy world, I shall carry thee to the safety 

of the golden strand. 

For I am the Sacred Fish Born in the Waters of the  

Morning Star; I, the Plunger of the Sea; I, the Leaper in 

the Sky; I, the Fish in the Depths of Peace; I, the Boy 

who Rides the Dolphin; I, the Servant of my Father and 

Mother; I, the Singer from the Centre; I, the King of Fish 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 
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Aquarius 

 

Water sometimes symbolises matter; and it is some-

times also said to be the ineffable source from which 

the universe emerges. For the seeker of mystical light 

and eternal life it can also represent the divine essence 

referred to by some as the water of life. This water was 

the object of many a hero’s search recorded by several 

of the old legends and stories, and across the ages the 

kin have sung their songs and told their tales of      

suffering and joy on their quest to find it. It has been a 

preoccupation of seekers for very many centuries, as it 

is now, and as it will continue to be so long as men are 

exiled from their home, or so long as the lovesick 

yearns for the beloved’s embrace. It is said that this 

water dissolves, purifies and fertilises; and in so doing 

brings about the generation or regeneration of man and 

nature alike. 

But when best shall we look to find this essence? Shall 

we look amid the rosy clouds of evening time; or while 

treading the starry paths of the holy night; or should 

we seek it among the beams of the golden dawn; or in 

the blue depths of the noonday sky when the sun is at 

its height?  

And where on Earth or in heaven, or perhaps in man 

himself, is its dwelling place? Is it in the father, the 

mother or in their child? Is it to be found in 

knowledge? Is it in purest love or in the many desires  
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that move the hearts of men? Is it in hope, or in our 

faith in God; or is it in our imagination? Is it in the 

stern justice of our laws, or is it in the loving-kindness 

of the open-hearted saint? Is it in plain view, or shall 

we find it beneath the veil of mystery? Does it shine 

from the centre, or from the periphery, or in the space 

between the two? Is it found at home or in exile? Shall 

we find it at the altar, or in the rude cave, or on the 

craggy mountain top? Is it in the meadow, or in the 

woods, or in the crowded cities of the many kinds of 

men? Is it in the garden or in the desert?  Is it to be 

found in the tiny atom or in the vasty cosmos; or in 

realms as yet unknown to man?  

Is it the mind or heart or body of things? Is this        

essence spirit, or is it matter; is it blood or is it flesh? 

Is it fire or water; is it holy wine or sacramental bread; 

or is it the living waters of paradise? Is it in the genesis 

of things, or in their exodus? Does it live to die or is it 

immortal? Does it dwell undisturbed in peace; or does 

it thunder and thrill unhindered through the etheric 

space; or flow majestic across the plain like a mighty 

river? Is it mute or does it speak or does it sing? Does 

it ascend to the heavens like mist from the meadow, or 

fall light as summer rain down from there to earth? Is 

it in the East or in the West, or is it low down in the 

South; or is it like the unsetting stars enthroned in the 

high lands of the polar North?  

Thus did our captain meditate throughout the night 

and, as the lady of the waters, whose night-time   
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symbol, the moon, approached full, his little boat sailed 

towards the faintly shining stars of Aquarius, known to 

the ancient kin as the Water Bearer or the Water    

Pourer: 

“…the purest spring                                                                                                          

From whose small urn the limpid current rills                                                                                

In clear perfection down the gladden'd hills."1 

Watery symbolism abounds in this region of the sky, 

and for this reason it was called by the ancients the 

water or the sea. The waters represented by the con-

stellation Aquarius were understood in countless ways 

by the ancient sky-watchers. Let us be content with 

but a few of them.  

 Aquarius was the Babylonian Great One, Mul Gu-la 

whose vases are thought by some to have poured out 

the floods and rains of winter. The Great One was 

sometimes represented as a male figure pouring out 

two streams of water, and was closely associated with 

the god of the waters and of wisdom known as the    

Sumerian Enki or the Akkadian Ea, ‘Lord of the 

Springs’. However it has been suggested that the Great 

One was also at one time known as Gurra, a goddess 

whose name means the watery deep. 

“Gurra ('the Watery-deep'), the waters of the abyss in 

their original chaotic state; and is thus suitably         

connected with Aquarius.”2  

More generally it was from the watery deeps of night 

that the sun was said to emerge at the dawning of day. 
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This apparent rebirth of the sun from the waters each 

morning has led to a number of comparisons with the 

birth of men. 

“The image of the child escaping the underworld, and of 

the nascent sun dwelling within the waters, can also be 

interpreted in human terms as the foetus dwelling   

within the creative waters of the womb.”3 

In Egypt the annual inundation of the Nile renewed the 

fertility of the land as its waters spread out through a 

network of irrigation channels. Hapi, god of the Nile 

was depicted as pouring out the streaming waters from 

two jars, and was probably the very ancient origin of 

our figure of Aquarius.   

The reappearance or rebirth of the waters each year  

also followed the mother’s search for her child who had 

been lost in the dark abyss. The source of the waters 

were said by the Egyptians to be Menat, the divine wet-

nurse in the constellation of Aquarius, while Num or 

Khnum, the goat-headed in Capricorn, was called ‘lord 

and master of the waters’.  

Although various names and titles were at one time or 

another associated with them, there is no doubt that 

the Egyptians understood better than any that the 

original watery deeps contained within them the ever-

hidden cause of the created universe. 

On a different level Horus was the child of the waters 

who came to save dying Egypt from drought. There are 

versions of this redemption motif to be found in various 
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ancient traditions from around the world.  

Salvation for the individual man who had been proven 

to be genuine was also in the gift of the gods. However 

indirectly, it is a divine intervention that opens up the 

way that leads to the higher and better realms of being. 

This gnostic salvation is built on a transcendent insight 

that goes beyond reason, i.e., on revelation and initia-

tion that show the path of “homecoming” leading to the 

Sun-gates and “another shore.”4 

In the Hindu zodiac Aquarius is called kumbha or    

water-pitcher. Kumbha Mela is the name of a Hindu 

pilgrimage when pilgrims gather to bathe in one of the 

rivers considered holy, believing that in doing so they 

might wash away their sins. A Kumbha Mela is usually 

held in any one place every 12 years. A Maha Kumbha 

Mela is held there every 144 years. 

However it is in the Greek figure of Ganymede that 

Aquarius finds its representative in the West today. He 

was a beautiful youth, and was said to have been     

desired by Zeus who raised him to heaven to be his cup

-bearer, serving wine and nectar to the gods. Some   

relate that before this he was a prince of Tros or Troy, 

while others believed him to have been a shepherd. As 

usual, there are plenty of different accounts as to how 

he came to fill the cup-bearer’s role. 

The constellation’s brightest star Sadalmelik is from 

the Arabic Al Sa'd al Malik, the Lucky One of the King, 

marking the right shoulder, while Sadalsuud, marks  
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the left shoulder. Albali shines from the left hand,    

Ancha was said to mark the hip and Skat is positioned 

on the shin. Several of the names of the stars of  

Aquarius include references to lucky or fortunate. 

In the medieval Islamic traditions Khizr or Khidr was a 

supernatural helper in time of need and a bearer of 

good fortune to those who encountered him. In legend 

and in the Quran his character and attributes vary 

from account to account. He is sometimes a spiritual 

master,  a teacher of mystical secrets, and in the 

Quran he is described as a servant of God from whom 

Moses received instruction. Elsewhere he is sometimes 

a reassurer, a consoler and helper of those in distress, 

sometimes a healer of men’s faults, sometimes a magi-

cian, a rescuer of heroes, an opponent of evil spirits, an 

inspirer of poets and lovers, a sanctifier and guardian 

of holy places, a friend of God, a prophet, and so on; 

but, as far as the Sufi is concerned, his most fixed    

attributes connect him to the search for the water of 

life, and to encounter him on that search was always 

considered a most significant and fortunate event. He 

is said to be mostly an invisible presence, but from 

time to time he appears to the so-called ‘friends of God’ 

and communicates with them directly. 

So closely do some of the Sufi poets connect him with 

the holy waters, at times he appears to be an extension 

of the marvellous fountain itself. Perhaps unsurprising-

ly he is also associated with green vegetation, with 

springtime and with the sea; and there are various   
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traditions, stories and legends that provide hints as to 

his cosmological significance. However, having himself 

famously discovered the water of life Khizr’s most     

important role was to guide others to it. There are   

several differing accounts of Khiszr’s own discovery, 

but general agreement as to its wondrous effect. 

“Not from every jewel come that light and luminosity;                                                                        

One can call it both water, also the sun.                                                                                    

When Khizr caught acquaintance with the fountain,                                                                           

By it, his eye caught illumination.                                                                                          

He alighted and quickly plucked off his garments                                                                             

Bathed head and body in that pure fountain.                                                                                  

Drank of it as much as befitted                                                                                              

And became fit for eternal life.”5                                                        

There has been from time to time a debate as to  

whether Khizr was ever a distinct individual person-  

ality, or whether he represents the archetype of a long 

line of spiritual guides or masters; or even that he is a 

kind of personification or projection of the disciple’s 

own self. Mystery has ever surrounded the subject of 

the true cup-bearer and of the glittering liquid with 

which he fills the holy cup. None can reveal its wonders 

to  another, save the seeker to himself; though one 

writer has come closer to doing so than any other when 

he gives witness to the Promise of Paradise and its    

sacred waters  

“…of which the waters of the earth are but a shadow, 

and thou shalt share the Waters of Paradise with me, 

and those who love me, and believe in me.  
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For know that all that IS has come from the heavenly 

well, which is an Emanation of my Father, the Holy Lord 

called Vishnu;  

And from my Mother, his Heavenly Queen, Devaki, 

known on earth as Maia, the Maiden, and she the 

Spouse of God Supreme.  

And even as that Water is the Cause of all that is on 

earth, and in all the Heavens, and the Spaces between 

the worlds of God,  

So am I that living Water, the First Emanation of that 

Pair Divine.  

For I am the Beginning, the Middle, and the End of all 

things, live or dead, and the Living Water of which all 

who thirst for me may partake freely and without stint 

or hindrance.  

For I am the Water of Everlasting Life, and the Water is 

the Spirit, and the Everlasting essence of all things that 

live and have their being; and the Essence of all the 

things that seem dead, but are not;  

For they too are filled with the Spirit of the Waters of 

Life, but concealed from earthly sight, so that men shall 

seek in vain for this Spiritual Essence of the First Water:  

For it is beyond all knowledge and all conception and 

utterly divine, partaking of the Qualities of both the    

Father and the Mother who created it.  

And it is an Essence, and a Water, and a Spirit, and a 

golden Flame: very Holy is that Emanation, and those  
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who behold Me behold the Essence. 

Therefore I say unto thee, speaking truth, that Water, 

First created of all things, contains the fire of Vishnu 

and the moisture of Maia, and in its Essence, those who 

seek and look with the eyes of the Spirit, shall behold 

me, even Chrishna, the Son of the Father and the    

Mother.  

And all who dwell within its Radiance, shall be blest for 

evermore, knowing that it is I, indeed, the Fire and the 

Moisture blended into one Essence in my Person and my 

Spirit,  

Who am the Lord of the Waters of the Cosmos, walking 

upon its waves, and speaking soft words which are as a 

flattering unction to the soul, so that the weak shall take 

heart and be comforted, speaking in the name of my   

Father and my Mother”.6 

O, may the divinely ordained priest of God reveal the 

seeker to himself. May they journey together and pitch 

their tents on the high plain by the banks of the pure 

streams of eternal life. May the never-setting star shine 

soft above their heads; and may crystal waters breathe 

sweet music deep within their hearts to stir the song of 

laughing boy: 

The men of Earth live out their lives in a barren desert; 

and the wayward and rebellious one is struck deaf and 

dumb by the curse of his uncontrolled desires. 

But those who follow me shall rest in the gardens of 

peace by the splashing waters of paradise; and they  
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shall know joy and contentment amid the songs of      

angels. 

For I am He, who offers the Cup of Speech; I the Filler of 

Cups; I, the Fetcher from The Fountain; I the Medicine 

for All Ills; I, who Makes Perfect; I, the Good Man’s    

Destiny; I, who Dispenses the Living Waters of Inspira-

tion; I, the Teacher in the Domed Hall; I, the Sprinkler; I 

the Green Aurora; I, the Ruddy-faced Dawn; I, the      

Bestower of Inner Vision; I, the Old Man of Eternal 

Youth; I, the Font of All that Is; I, even I, the Son of the 

Hidden God whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Callimachus  

2. Brown 

3. White 

4. Uzdavinys  

5. Nizami 

6. Michaud 
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Piscis Austrinus 

 

“Inhale the wind, drink the dew,                                                                                             

Do not eat the Five Cereals:                                                                                                 

Mount cloudy vapours,                                                                                                        

Rein flying dragons-                                                                                                            

Then wander beyond the Four Seas!“1 

As our crew sailed the crowded stars, the captain often 

marvelled at how the southern seas teemed with fish of 

many kinds; and that each man was free to catch and 

eat whichever of them he pleases, if he is able to do so. 

More than once on a windless day, becalmed offshore 

on a glass-like sea, his attention had been caught by a 

particular variety of strange little fish that every once 

in a while emerged from the cover of the underwater 

forest to produce a series of tiny flashes of light before 

retiring back into the safety of the weed once more.   

Watching them he was reminded of his youth when he 

would roam all day, wandering on his own, searching 

for a path through the tangled wood. As he walked, lost 

in his own thoughts, in the thickest part of the wood 

where even the deer tracks were few and far between, it 

seemed to him that he was surrounded on all sides by 

trees of many sorts and sizes, each a representation of 

what is in the minds of men, wise and not so wise.  

There are too, he thought, different sorts of knowledge: 

evil knowledge which always destroys; earthly 

knowledge which on its own imprisons; and divine  
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knowledge which leads to liberation and eternal life. 

But how rare the tree that brings forth wisdom’s fruit. 

How rare the gem that reflects its inner light out into 

the world. How rare the star that shines its steeply 

slanting ray down through the heavy atmosphere of 

Earth to enlighten the heart of everyman. 

In looking for an answer amid the fish of the crowded 

seas, or to the skies, or even inthe woods, he thought, 

perhaps it is wise not to give too much credence to the 

thoughts of men; nor to the books of the learned and 

the unlearned alike. Let us by all means seek out the 

best that we can find; yet know that all the words on 

printed page are but the distant echoes of a yet more 

distant echo, and that pure truth and love and beauty 

inhabit another place.  

It might be said that they swim in the heavenly waters 

of the sun, and fortunate indeed are they who catch 

one, for to do so but once in our lives changes us     

forever.  

The fish as a symbol has many aspects and appears 

more than once in the songs and tales of the constella-

tions. The fish has signified at one time or another both 

the mother and her son. It may be too obvious to note 

that it is closely connected with the watery element, 

and that sometimes it appears identical with it.  

The cosmos itself has in times long past been figured 

as a great fish swimming in the waters of space with 

the stars like scales shining on its body. The names  
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 Mary, Mare, Mari and so on are all connected to ideas 

of both mother and sea. At the appointed time the fish 

mother gives birth to a fish son; and He will be as a 

blazing light around which like love-struck maidens 

the planets dance.  

The fish of life is also the ship of life, and like a fish too 

our little boat carries the captain and his crew through 

the mystic waters to their essential source. O let the 

kin cast their line into the inmost depths of Self and 

see what they might catch. 

It is thought that one of the meanings of the name of 

the Mesopotamian god Dagon is man-fish, although  

recent scholarship is less sure of this. In his fish form 

the god was thought to have been a symbol of the     

instructor and was connected to the Babylonian    

Oannes, the mythical teacher of wisdom. Oannes was 

said to have been part man and part fish, and to have 

risen from the waters of the Persian Gulf to educate his 

people in all the arts and sciences.  

Also, one of the avatars of Vishnu took the form of a 

fish with a man’s head in order to preserve the holy 

truths following a great deluge. There is a Chinese   

tradition that if a carp successfully leaps the falls at 

Dragon’s Gate, it is transformed into a dragon and flies 

off into the sky. Some believe that this symbolically   

refers to a candidate’s success in the Civil Service     

entrance examination.  

The Celtic hero Finn  
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“…acquired his special privilege by accidentally sucking 

his thumb after it had rested upon the mysterious   

Salmon of Knowledge. He thus acquired the power of 

Divination. Whenever he desired to know any particular 

thing, he had only to suck his thumb, and the whole 

chain of circumstances would be present to his mind.”2 

In the West, Christ’s connections to fish symbolism are 

widely known. 

“…the  mystical emblem called the “Vesica Pisces,” as a 

frame and aureole for the virgin and her child, is a living 

witness to the birth of Jesus from the fish’s mouth, as it  

was in the beginning for Iusa or Horus of the Inundation.  

This will also explain why Ichthus, the fish, is a title of 

Jesus in Rome; why the Christian religion was founded 

on the fish; why the primitive Christians were called  

Pisciculi, and why the fish is still eaten as the sacrificial  

food on Friday and at Easter.”3 

This birth from the fish’s mouth brings into focus a 

disagreement about how the often combined figures of 

Aquarius and Pisces Austrinus, the Southern Fish, 

should be interpreted. Orthodoxy maintains that the 

waters of Aquarius are poured from his jars into the 

mouth of the Southern Fish; or that the fish swims in 

the stream of water poured from the jars. However 

some, notably Massey, believed that the figure only 

makes sense if we reverse the direction of flow and   

imagine the waters emanating from the mouth of the 

Southern Fish to fill the jars of Aquarius. This interpre-

tation, they say, recognises the original intention,  
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which was to portray the fish or the Great Mother as 

the fecund source of life for all created beings.  

This difference of perspective draws into sharp relief an 

interesting aspect of the seeker’s quest for knowledge. 

The pure and whole truth is not to be found in the    

beliefs and opinions of men; and although it can be 

known, to a greater or lesser extent, Truth cannot be 

communicated in words by one to another. They can 

but point the way, so that step by step the seeker can 

make himself more and more receptive to that Truth 

which echoes beyond opinion, beyond all words in the 

purified mind of the one who has overcome.  

Like shoals of jewelled fish, the holy truths swim in the 

profound depths of a spiritual world beyond the     

fragmented appearances of the intellect or of a purely 

material existence. In the worlds of mere belief,       

surrounded as we are by the opinions of the many 

kinds of men, truth can be found even in the untrue, 

and the false can don the cloak of verity. 

But returning to the possible interpretations of our 

constellation the Southern Fish, it may be sufficient to 

note that the once dormant fish-mother is the recipient 

of the father’s life and at the same time also the subse-

quent bestower of life to her offspring. Likewise, all   

following links in the chain are both recipients and   

bestowers. 

It is thought that the origin of the constellation may 

have been the Babylonian constellation of the Fish. In   
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their system of mythology fish were considered symbols 

of wisdom and were sacred to Enki, “the god of creative 

intelligence, incantations and magic”.4   

It is generally referred to as Piscis Austrinus or Pisces 

Australis. However, until relatively recently it was also 

sometimes titled Piscus Notus or Notius, a name which 

refers to the South Wind and therefore to the area of 

the sky in which it was said to swim.  

Eratosthenes called it the Great Fish and said that it 

was the parent of the two fish known as Pisces. He   

related how the Syrian goddess, known by the Greeks 

as Atargatis was saved by a large fish after falling into 

a lake located in a city known by the Syrians as    

Bambyce. The Greek name for this city was Hieropolis 

which means Sacred City. 

In China the stars of the constellation were not por-

trayed as a fish. However some of them formed their 

Yulinjun or Celestial Net. Among other asterisms was 

Tianqian which means Celestial Money. 

The only bright star in the constellation is Fomalhaut 

which is a name derived from the Arabic fam al-hut 

meaning fish’s mouth. It has always been an important 

star and was one of the four so-called Royal Stars of 

the ancients. These occupied the cardinal points asso-

ciated with the two solstices and the two equinoxes.  

Aldebaran was in the East, Antares in the West       

Regulus in the North, and Formalhaut in the South. 

The kin of times long gone considered these stars to be  
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the watchers or guardians of the four quarters. 

A warm southerly breeze carries perfume from the rose 

garden of the belovéd. The singer sings and the dancer 

dances in the palace of their Lord. The kin wander the 

carefree hours amid lilies and rosebuds and sun-bright 

splashing waters. Unseen by men the Breath of God 

floods the reborn world with life and light.  

O, let us walk these luminous paths together; let us 

swim the sparkling stream beyond the shadowed land 

of sorrow and regret; let us be restored to where we 

once belonged. And in the golden air beneath the   

mulberry tree let us list to the songs of laughing boy. 

The men of earth swim in the turbulent waters of low  

desires, or like the blind catfish they feed on the dregs of 

life at the bottom of a muddy pool. And the rebellious 

man is like the dying fish waiting to be plucked from the 

dry riverbed by the vulture of his fate.  

But those who love and follow me shall know eternal life 

amid the rays of Him whose love sustains us all.  

For I am the Leaping Fish of Happiness; I, the Swimmer 

in the Waters of Life; I, the Salmon of Knowledge Divine; 

I, the Carp that Leaps the Gate; I, the Sacred Source of 

All there is; I, even I, the Holy Truth whose time is soon 

and shall not be denied. 
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Pegasus 

 

“E'en as a driver checks his restive steeds,                                                                                 

Do thou, if thou art wise, restrain thy passions,                                                                            

Which, running wild, will hurry thee away”1 

 

In the crucible of the within, where the competing  

forces of nature are in closest proximity, the waters of 

the unperfected boil and the lower passions rage. O let 

the kin find peace in the end and let harmony reign 

throughout the regions of the world. Let the fountain of 

stars flow from the midst of the stone. Let the man in 

full awareness become the outpost of light and life and 

love; and through him may the higher powers rule the 

rebellious spirit with wisdom, justice and loving-

kindness. O let us bring forth the unruly one from the   

shadows into kindly light; let us with compassion lead 

him by the hand from out of the cave of his suffering. 

Let us together this night whisper soft and soothing 

words; let us slip gently into the saddle and hold the 

reins but lightly. Let us make the stretch and fly the 

steed of fire and light as swift as thought itself up 

through gleaming skies, up through realms of peace 

and love and heavenly song, up to the gates of         

paradise. 

Yea, let wisdom bridle the rebellious night; let the 

thunder of its hooves be stilled; and let the trumpets of 
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dawn be sounded. And amid the songs of all the kin let 

the great adventure begin as the winged spirit soars 

free in breathless flight to where it doth belong. 

Most, if not all, know something of Pegasus or Pegasos, 

the winged horse; and we have seen horses depicted 

elsewhere in the constellations. However, the image of 

the flying horse, together with its position in the zodiac 

provides the mystically-minded with clues as to how 

the figure might be interpreted. Its nature is symbol-

ised by its whiteness, its swiftness, its spirited, fearless 

and fiery temperament, its thundering hooves and 

above all its wings, which enable it to fly up to the 

heavens. 

Some trace the constellation’s name to the Greek word 

pegai which means springs or waters, while others to 

the Phoenician Pega and Sus, which is said to mean 

Bridled Horse. In mythology Pegasus sprang fully 

formed from the Gorgon Medusa when she was         

beheaded by the hero Perseus. We are told that the 

creature was a favourite of the muses because when on 

Mt. Helicon it struck the earth with its hooves and   

created the Spring of Hippocrene. The muses, it is said, 

gather around the spring to sing and dance, and to  

dispense the waters of inspiration to those who win 

their favour. Pegasus’ golden bridle was provided by 

Athena. 

The various sets of twins represented in most of the 

world’s mythologies were often characterised as   

horsemen. Each of their horses sometimes portrayed  
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contrasting qualities. Pegasus itself is sometimes asso-

ciated or ‘twinned’ with the un-winged horse Equuleus, 

representing a nearby small constellation added to 

some lists a century or two before our era. 

Pegasus was the mount of Bellerophon during his   

battle with the Chimera, the offspring of Typhon and 

Echidna. It was a monster whose very breath was fire. 

Bellerophon is also the subject of a cautionary tale. 

Following his defeat of the Chimera and believing him-

self the equal of the gods, he tried to ride Pegasus to 

their home on Mt. Olympus. However, on the way some 

sort of stinging insect bit Pegasus causing the horse to 

buck and throw the rider from its back. The hero fell 

back to earth, while Pegasus carried on with its flight 

and reached its destination. It is said that the horse 

became the bearer of Zeus’ thunder and lightning. 

Aratus and Ptolemy called the constellation simply  

Hippos, the horse; and while it was associated by most 

of the ancient Greeks with the winged horse it was only 

later that the constellation bore the name of Pegasus.  

“A demi-form the sacred Horse revolves                                                                                          

And he, they say, down lofty Helikon                                                                                         

Brought the pure water from the Horse's Fount.                                                                               

For Helikoa poured down no streams as yet;                                                                                   

But the Horse smote it; and the water thence                                                                                 

Flowed straightway from the stroke of his forefoot;                                                                          

Shepherds first called this water Horse's Fount.                                                                             

Down from a rock that streamlet flows, and it                                                                                

Is seen among the Thespians”2 
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The Thespians here referred to are the citizens of  

Thespiae, a city close to the foothills of Mt. Helicon. 

A group of four stars, three from Pegasus and one from 

Andromeda, form the asterism known as the Great 

Square of Pegasus. One of these is Markab, thought by 

some to be a mistranslation of the Arabic for shoulder, 

while others render it as the saddle of the horse. 

Scheat, is said to be derived from the Arabic meaning 

the shin, and Enif from the Arabic for nose. The fourth 

star of the asterism, now part of Andromeda but once 

part of Pegasus, is Alpheratz, derived from the Arabic 

for Horse’s Navel. 

In the Hindu traditions one of the various treasures 

produced by the churning of the milky ocean was a 

white winged horse with seven heads. It was the prized 

possession of Indra, king of the gods, before being   

stolen by the asuras.  Although sometimes depicted as 

seven horses, Surya’s chariot is drawn by the same 

seven headed horse. It is thought by some that the  

seven heads relate to the seven-fold operations of the 

sun. Also, the iconography of Soma, the god of the 

moon, represents him as being drawn by a team of 

white horses. In one aspect Soma is the source of the 

ambrosial rain of inspiration. 

There are flying horses depicted in the Islamic          

traditions too. The heaven-born, beautiful-faced, wide-

stepping al-Buraq was the famous winged horse and 

mount of the night-journeying prophets. Haizum, the 

pure white, the heavenly, the spiritual, the flaming,  
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was the winged horse ridden by the archangel Gabriel 

through the cosmic planes. 

In one version of the Alexander legend Khizr, the finder 

of the water of life, not only washes himself, but his 

horse too: 

“Also he washed that grey steed and made him sated                                                                         

put pure wine into pure silver.”3 

In ancient China the four stars of the Great Square of 

Pegasus were likened by them to a fish’s mouth. Other 

stars in the constellation were associated with various 

parts of the Emperor’s palaces, libraries, holiday       

encampments and so on. However, another nearby 

group of stars were called by them Leidian, meaning 

thunder and lightning; and there is also Jiu, a mortar, 

and Chu, a pestle. 

Flying horses, flying carpets, star-rafts, star-boats, 

man-bearing eagles or golden-fleeced rams: whatever 

the particular symbols employed, there appears to be 

an inherent desire in some kinds of men to find the 

means by which they might ascend to the heaven of a 

better place. 

O let the kin soar up through the starry heavens. Let 

them count their blessings. Let them find their own 

way to glorify the Lord. Let them learn by heart the 

laws of purest love. Let them do on Earth as it is done 

in Heaven. Let them purify their lives of seven-headed 

selfishness. But let them conceal from brutish men the 

secrets of their hearts, for these are God’s alone. Let  
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them still their songs in silence and list for the song of 

laughing boy. 

The rebellious spirit rides a fiery steed, which drives the 

man of Earth before its thundering hooves to the brink of 

his destruction. The good and wise man soars free on 

the winged steed of his humanity to the gates of eternal 

life. 

The rebellious man perverts the powers of mind and 

body, but you who follow me, you who are my sons and 

daughters, you shall make manifest the pure light and 

peace and love of the One God, the Father of us All. 

For I am the Wise Horseman; I, the Rider of the Bridled 

Steed; I who Rises out of the Sacred Waters; I, of the 

White Winged Horse; I, the High Flying; I, the Eager 

Heart; I, the Sincere and Ardent One; I, the Lord of      

Energy Divine; I the Poised Man on Horseback whose 

time is soon and shall not be denied.  

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Manu; Monier-Williams 

2. Aratus 

3. Nizami 
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Cygnus 

 

The sun sets in the West and shorn of his beams he 

climbs aboard his night-chariot, pulled across the sky 

by seven white swans. The stars rise and starlight, 

gleaming like diffused rainbows, falls softly from   

heaven to Earth. It falls to the leafy dell, where the doe 

roams safe with her fawn amid the wild rose, the herb 

and the innocent flowers of the margin. It falls to the 

meadow, commingling at dawn with the crystal dews 

that come from who knows where to feed the spirits of 

all awakening things. It falls upon the high places 

where during daylight the eagle soars in the upper    

atmosphere or from the craggy top scans with the ray 

of its penetrating eye the valley below enwrapped in 

dreams of good and bad. It falls upon the hidden loch 

around the edges of which dances the delicate damsel-

fly and where the brown trout rises from the depths 

like a fortunate idea to the dimpling surface of a peace-

ful mind. It falls too, as mild as a summer shower,   

upon the silver stream where floats unruffled the 

graceful swan, a daughter of the light awaiting her 

love’s return. And somewhere on the Earth below, un-

seen by a cruel world, her stricken mate approaches 

that which men call death and sings with all his heart 

the song of his release.  

“… the swans who sing at other times also, but when 

they feel that they are to die, sing most and best in their 

joy that they are to go to the god whose servants they  
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are. But men, because of their own fear of death, mis-

represent the swans and say that they sing for sorrow, 

in mourning for their own death… but since they are 

Apollo's birds, I believe they have prophetic vision, and 

because they have foreknowledge of the blessings in the 

other world they sing and rejoice on that day more than 

ever before.“1 

Callimachus, in his Hymn to Delos, says that singing 

swans flew seven times around the island of Delos 

while Apollo was being born: 

“…when from Pactolus' golden banks                                                                                           

Apollo's tuneful songsters, snowy swans,                                                                                     

Steering their flight, seven times their circling course                                                                     

Wheel round the island, caroling mean time                                                                                   

Soft melody, the favourites of the Nine,                                                                                     

Thus ushering to birth with dulcet sounds                                                                                    

The God of harmony: and hence sev'n strings                                                                                  

Hereafter to his golden lyre he gave                                                                                         

For ere the eighth soft concert was begun,                                                                                   

He sprung to birth…”2 

As a migratory bird swans could be seen flying north 

like the sun in autumn and returning like the welcome 

sun at springtime. Lohengrin of the Parsifal story is 

considered by some to be a representation of the sun, 

and was carried in a boat by white moon-swans. Mean-

while, to the mystically-minded the famous shapeshift-

ing ability of the various swan maidens of Celtic       

mythology is in part an allusion to the mysterious 

transformations that were said to take place within the  
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colleges of the druid priests, some of whom wore      

ceremonial cloaks made from the skins and feathers of 

swans.  

The connection of swans with transformation and   

metamorphosis is characteristic of the folklore and 

myths of the northern hemisphere. It is widespread 

and has endured, and even the tale of the ugly duck-

ling which is transformed into a beautiful swan owes 

something to this store of old ideas.  

The medieval alchemists speak obliquely about black 

crows becoming white swans, hinting all the while that 

their swan embodies a certain conjunction or union of 

opposites. It is tempting to speculate that something 

similar may also be illustrated by the conjunction of 

Zeus and Leda during which the god took the form of a 

swan to seduce the maiden, a union which is thought 

to have produced at least one the twins of Gemini     

together with his female counterpart. Some have noted 

how the shape of the swan itself can be said to       

combine the qualities of male and female, or the        

fertilising snake and the egg-producing bird.  

In Egypt it was the goose that laid the golden egg of the 

sun; and as a type of the Great Mother, or the Great 

Cackler, it was also thought by some to have represent-

ed one of the sources of mankind. In her form of   

Hathor the Mother was the archetypal loving mother, 

chaste and immaculate and, taking the shape of the 

divine cow, was the feeder of milk to the glorified. Else-

where however and many centuries later we find her  
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image had degenerated into the promiscuous rites of 

Venus-Aphrodite, with her sacred bird, the white swan, 

becoming thereafter the symbol of sexual love and   

sensual pleasure. 

Along similar lines to Egypt, in India the universe itself 

is said to have been formed when a ray from the       

Absolute produced Kalahamsa, the Swan or Goose of 

Eternity, who laid the cosmic egg out of which the   

universe emerged. In other legends Brahma was said to 

travel in a chariot drawn by seven swans; and the swan 

was also the so-called vehicle of Sarasvati, his mate 

and goddess of wisdom, poetry and music. Appropri-

ately for these notes on this region of the night sky, she 

is also associated with running waters. 

“May the waters, the mothers, cleanse us, 

may they who purify with butter, purify us with butter, 

for these goddesses bear away defilement, 

I come up out of them pure and brightened.”3 

The association of swans with purity, with the waters 

of inspiration and with song and music is present in 

many of the old systems. Apollo, the divine patron of 

music and poetry, travelled in a chariot pulled by white 

swans, and was sometimes said to transform himself 

into a swan. In other traditions the swan was closely 

associated with the muses; and many famous poets 

and singers were said to have been transformed into 

swans at their death.  

Orpheus became a swan at his death and was placed 

in the heavens alongside his beloved lyre.  Arion, the  
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famous lyre player who was saved by the dolphins of 

Delphinus was also turned into a swan at death. Homer 

was the Swan of Meander, Virgil, the Swan of Mantua, 

and more recently, Shakespeare is sometimes called by 

his devotees The Swan of Avon.  

As far as Cygnus the constellation is concerned it was 

called the Swan neither by Aratus nor by Ptolemy. To 

them it was simply Ornis, the Bird. At least one modern 

researcher believes it to be a distant echo of the Baby-

lonian constellation of the Anzu-bird, which it is said 

was removed from the heavens some three thousand 

years before our era. 

“The Swan’s outstretched wings and trailing feet are 

suspiciously similar to representations of the Anzu-bird, 

which would originally have been located in this region 

of the sky.”4 

Both Eratosthenes and Hyginus however associated 

the constellation with a swan and related similar     

stories in which Zeus takes the form of a swan while in 

pursuit of the egg-producing Nemesis. Eratosthenes 

called it kuknos or kyknos from which the Latin      

Cygnus, the Swan, was derived.  

As usual there are various other stories which purport 

to explain the history of Cygnus. To some it was the 

form taken by Zeus or Jupiter in his pursuit of Leda. 

Others say it was the grieving friend or brother of  

Phaethon who drowned in the river Eridanus after    

attempting to drive the chariot of the sun. To some 

stargazers among the Arabs it was said to represent a    
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Flying Eagle, while to others it was a Hen.  The constel-

lation is popularly known as the Southern Cross on   

account of the distinctive shape formed by some of its 

stars. 

Deneb the name of the brightest star in Cygnus is     

derived from the Arabic word for tail and marks the tail 

of the bird. Together with Altair and Vega, Deneb forms 

the asterism of the Summer Triangle. The beautiful    

Albireo marks the beak. The usually unnamed delta 

and epsilon stars mark the wings. 

In China the star Deneb together with several other 

stars in Cygnus formed Tianjin, a crossing place on the 

Milky Way. A group of stars passing between Cygnus 

and nearby Lyra formed Niandao, a road or path be-

tween royal palaces. There is also Xizhong, the legend-

ary inventor of the chariot. 

O let us like the white swans of the wilderness voyage 

to the dragon’s mouth and await the appointed time 

when the veils between here and there are thin.  And in 

peace with ourselves let us sing the swansong of       

rebirth and sail the pure waters of the Milky Way to the 

fair lands of the blue sky and the green sycamore. And 

there let us share in the grace and joy of kindred souls, 

happy for our safe return, and far from the reach of 

those who would oppose.  

Let us in this little boat, helped by the powers of the 

purified self, carry this sacred cargo, this holy grail, 

this water of life and light, through the dark night to  
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the dawning of a new creation. And there amid the rays 

of a rising sun let us hear the song of laughing boy. 

The men of Earth are often overwhelmed by the waves 

of material life; and the rebellious man drowns in the 

moon-lit waters of lower passion. But those who follow 

me shall pass gracefully like swans of purity and peace 

to a better place when the time of their passing arrives.  

For I, even I, am the Son of the Immaculate Mother, I the 

Golden Egg of the Risen Sun; I, the Brightly Shining; I, 

the Bearer of Purified Souls to Heaven; I, the Ever-

Returning Messenger; I, the Singer of the Seven Songs of 

Rebirth; I, the Fire-Priest of Eloquence; I, who Rises from 

the Waters of Peace; I, the Wearer of the Cloak of Light 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Plato 

2. Callimachus 

3. Rig Veda 

4. White 
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Pisces and the Bands 

 

Our little boat floated upon a glassy sea. A full moon 

rose early to shed its pearly light, which fell softly, 

casting reflections of the sky upon the surface of the 

waters, just as a peaceful mind is sometimes clothed 

with thoughts of love. Far below the surface, down on 

the seabed, meadows of sea-grass swayed and silver 

hills rose from silver valleys. Through amethystine  

caverns the enchanting songs of unseen singers drifted 

like the sighs of the belovéd that drift through her    

lover’s dreams, leading him on to where he doth not 

know. By the light of the moonbeams could be seen 

wondrous living sculptures of coral, pink, mauve, lilac 

and rose; and in their midst rubies glowed half-hid in 

silver sand. Beyond them and beyond gardens full with 

starry flowers unseen on Earth rose a magnificent   

palace made of pearls and sapphires and emeralds and 

many other sorts of precious gems. And everywhere 

were fish of every size and kind and colour, their scales 

glinting and shimmering like jewels and precious    

metals as they swam in and out of the rays of moon-

light. 

It was one such fish that once our captain caught with-

in his silken net. Her body shone like starlight and on 

every silver scale was etched a sigil of gold. In return 

for her release a fragment of the truth she promised. 

And so with the utmost care he returned her back unto 

the safety of the deep. Once free again she kept her  
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promise and shed into the crystal waters a billion living 

seeds of pearl and flame. His gaze was drawn to one of 

them, though why he did not know; and as he looked it 

swelled before his eyes and enveloped him and every-

thing he knew in scintillating light. And straightaway 

within his bewildered mind he heard her kindly voice 

declare “Behold: the Song of Laughing Boy”.  

This path we tread with a seeker’s trembling heart, this 

golden thread we grasp with hope and faith and sincer-

ity, unites us to who we used to be, and also to who 

one day we shall become. It links us too to the one who 

leads us by the hand, the greater and brighter of the 

two connected fish.  O let us all one day make the 

stretch and join the congregation in full awareness; let 

us one day make ourselves worthy of spiritual power; 

let us one day take our humble place in the household 

of the lord. 

The waters of the starry mother break and issue forth 

from the womb of another place. Mind gives birth to 

consciousness. And lo, the son, the laughing child, the 

fish of Isis, is born as the new day rises from the      

watery abyss of night. The songs of Pisces sing at the 

sowing of the seed and they sing at the gathering of the 

harvest. They sing of the seeker and of the sage. They 

sing of the fulfilment of the mystic wish born among 

the stars of Aries. 

Considered from another point of view, Pisces repre-

sents the constellation currently marking the vernal 

equinox. Although today we still speak of the vernal  
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equinox as being positioned in Aries,  because of pre-

cession the sun no longer crosses the line of the vernal 

equinox in Aries, but for the past two thousand years 

or thereabouts it has done so in the constellation      

Pisces, the Fishes. For over two thousand years before 

Aries the Ram, it did so in Taurus the Bull, and so on 

through the figures of the zodiac.  

Among the ancient kin the sun was very often associat-

ed with the symbols of the constellation through which 

it passed at the vernal equinox. Thus, it could be and 

was symbolised by the bull, the ram or lamb, the fish, 

and so on, depending on which constellation marked 

the onset of spring. However this is somewhat compli-

cated by the tendency of men to continue in their     

adherence to the old symbols long after precession has 

led to the introduction of the sun’s ‘new’ symbolic 

forms. There are those who believe that this is why 

Christ, the sun-god of the Christians, has attracted to 

his character qualities symbolised by the lamb of Aries 

as well as those associated with the fish of Pisces.  

Whether this is the whole truth or not, it seems to be 

the case that the Hebrews sometimes referred to their 

expected instructor and messiah as ‘dag’, meaning fish. 

Several researchers subsequently connected this ‘dag’ 

with the very ancient Dagon, the so-called fish-god of 

Mesopotamia and elsewhere. However it is currently 

thought more likely that the name Dagon was          

originally derived not from the word fish, but from an 

ancient root word meaning grain or seed.  
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In spite of such uncertainties however, it remains true 

that there are plenty of associations linking the figure 

of Jesus Christ to fish or fishes; and most if not all of 

these point back to Egypt. 

“This (the vernal equinox) had receded to the sign of   

Pisces, when Horus or Jesus, who had been the ‘Lamb 

of God’ in the  previous sign, and the calf in the sign of 

the bull, was figured  as the fish by the Egypto-gnostic     

artists.”1 

Over the years it has been commonly the case that in 

the minds of men two or more constellations have be-

come in some way connected together because of other 

broader ideas or theories. For example, constellations 

occupying opposite positions in the zodiac are often 

considered and interpreted together. The constellation 

opposite to Pisces is Virgo, and so these two constella-

tions are sometimes considered as a pair. However,   

Pisces being believed to be the last of the zodiacal con-

stellations is sometimes also paired with Aries, these 

days usually considered as the first. This has led to  

interpretations based on the belief that Pisces fulfils or 

completes one process which begins in Virgo, and com-

pletes another which begins in Aries.  

Similar ideas have led to interpretations of Pisces 

which emphasise the obvious duality of the figure     

itself. So for some the two fishes can represent the two 

parts of man; or it can refer to spirit and matter; or to 

the beginning and the end of a voyage or journey and 

so on. 
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Pisces is a Latin name, while the Greeks knew it as  

Ichthyes. Aratus described the figure known to us as 

Pisces as follows: 

“The Fishes; one superior to the other,                                                                                      

North gales it better hears when first they come.                                                                             

From both their tails extends as ’twere a chain,                                                                             

Each joined with each on each side as they go.                                                                               

These have a star both beautiful and large,                                                                                  

And this men call the tail-connecting link.”2  

One of the fish is shown on star maps as swimming 

northwards in the direction of the pole, while the other 

swims westwards. The two are always shown as con-

nected by a cord, band, ribbon or chain. However the 

way in which the stars of Pisces were catalogued by 

Ptolemy suggests that he thought of the fishes as being 

joined by two cords knotted together in the middle. 

The classical myths and legends contain a plethora of 

stories which claim to provide the origin of the figure of 

the two fishes used to represent the constellation. 

These include the forms that Aphrodite and Eros took 

in fleeing when the gods were attacked by Typhon the 

hundred-headed monster. Eratosthenes, on the other 

hand, relates that the mother fish (Piscis Australis) of 

two smaller fish (Pisces) rescued the goddess Derceto 

when she fell into a lake, and in gratitude translated all 

three fishes to the heavens. One of the versions of the 

birth of Venus or Aphrodite explains, at least in part, 

her associations with both fishes and doves, both of 

which were sacred to her:  
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"Into the Euphrates River an egg of wonderful size is 

said to have fallen, which the fish rolled to the bank. 

Doves sat on it, and when it was heated, it hatched out 

Venus [Ashtarte, the Syrian Aphrodite], who was later 

called the Syrian goddess. Since she excelled the rest in 

justice and uprightness, by a favour granted by Jove 

[Zeus], the fish were put among the number of the stars, 

and because of this the Syrians do not eat fish or doves, 

considering them as gods."3 

Astarte, the Syrian Goddess, is considered to be an 

equivalent of the goddess Ishtar. The myth in this form 

was of middle-eastern origin; and its main features per-

haps reflect more ancient configurations of the stars.  

While its origin still remains somewhat obscure, it is 

thought by some modern researchers that our Pisces 

may have been formed by the amalgamation of parts of 

three ancient Babylonian constellations: the great swal-

low, the fish-cord and the lady of heaven. The latter 

group of stars refers to the northern fish of Pisces com-

bined with some of the stars of Andromeda and was 

called Anunitum, goddess of Akkad. Like Astarte she is 

also considered to be an equivalent of Ishtar or Innana. 

The western fish is believed to have been formed from 

stars of the tail of the swallow together with stars from 

Pegasus. Perhaps as a consequence of this, some star 

maps show in the area of the sky we recognise as      

Pisces not two joined fish, but a single fish connected 

by a band or cord to a swallow.  

“These star figures [ed. - Anunitum, the Swallow and the 
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Field] together constitute a vivid depiction of the ‘myth of 

the Syrian goddess’, which can be thought of as the 

master-myth of this season.”4 

The Field is thought to have been the ancient origin of 

the Square of Pegasus; and the Zodiac of Dendera 

shows it as lying between two fish. Perhaps there is  

also in the figure of the fish a distant echo of the two 

pilot-fish which in the Book of the Dead are said to 

have guided the Bark of Ra in his passage through the 

underworld.  

A fish also plays a guiding role in the Hindu deluge 

myth wherein the progenitor Manu takes the place of 

the biblical Noah. In some versions the fish, Matsya, is 

said to be an incarnation of Brahma.  

“And now when all the world was deluged, nought                                 

appeared above the waves                                           

But Manu and the seven sages, and the fish that drew 

the bark.                                                                       

Unwearied thus for years on years the fish propelled the 

ship across                                                                   

The heaped-up waters, till at length it bore the vessel to 

the peak                                                                          

Of Himavan; then, softly smiling, thus the fish                         

addressed the sage:                                                                      

Haste now to bind thy ship to this high crag.                              

Know me the lord of all,                                                                              

The great creator Brahma, mightier than all might —        

omnipotent.                                                                      

By me in fish-like shape hast thou been saved in dire  
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emergency.                                                                   

From Manu all creation, gods, Asuras, men, must be        

produced;                                                                                    

By him the world must be created — that which moves 

and moveth not.”5 

In another, perhaps older, account it was said to have 

been an avatar of Vishnu, the second person of the 

Hindu trinity. 

The main star Alrescha or Al Rischa is derived, like a 

number of others in Pisces, from the Arabic for cord. It 

marks the knot of the cord. In the eyes of some re-

searchers this star is a good candidate to be considered 

the so-called star of Bethlehem. It may have been 

much brighter than it is today, for although it retains 

its ‘alpha’ status in modern catalogues, another star in 

the cord is now slightly brighter. This is the star Al 

Pherg, and while the origin of its name is obscure, 

some refer to it as the pouring point of water. Another 

star with the name Fum al Samakah means the mouth 

of the fish. 

O let all the kin reach the point of the pouring waters 

and let them in full awareness tie the radiant knot on 

the thread of linen. Let them reconcile the two fishes in 

the waters of wisdom. Let them stretch up to the heav-

ens and bend down to the Earth in the service of their 

lord. And in the safety of peace within let them list for 

the song of laughing boy.  

The man of Earth dreams at the end of the line in the 

murky waters of his material life; while the rebellious  
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one fades back into the darkness of the deep. But you, 

my children, you and I together shall rise in the beaming 

light to the crystalline surface of the heavenly waters; 

and our watery paths shall stretch from the depths unto 

the heights in paradise. 

For I am the Great Fish whose Progeny is without     

Number; I, whose Spawn are the Stars; I, the Guide in 

the Waters; I, who Pulls the Boat to Safety; I, the Fish 

that Hangs from the Branch; I, even I, the Fish of Isis 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

 

 

Notes 
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Andromeda 

 

“What shock of shocks                                                                                                        

And sorrow’s fruitful tears,                                                                                                 

As like the lightning flash                                                                                                  

Which dashing through the atmosphere                                                                                         

Finds its prison within the Earth,                                                                                           

I fell far down into this waking Dream                                                                                       

And felt again the weight of mortal clay,                                                                                    

That hangs like a twisting serpent                                                                                           

Around some Heavenly Stem. . .                                                                                               

Clinging tightly with its suffocating grip.”1 

Cepheus was the King of Ethiopia. His queen was   

Cassiopeia. It was said that the queen’s boast that 

their daughter, Andromeda, was more beautiful than 

the Nereids angered Poseidon who sent the sea      

monster Cetus to wreak havoc along the shores of their 

kingdom. Cepheus was advised that the only remedy 

was to sacrifice his daughter to the monster, and so 

she was chained to a rock just off the coast. In return 

for Andromeda’s hand in marriage, Perseus, the hero, 

slew Cetus and released her.  

The all-conquering champion coming swiftly to rescue 

a damsel in distress is a theme which has become a 

commonplace of folk tale and legend. More often than 

not the maiden is in peril from some monster or       

another, and in order to save her the gallant hero of 

the tale must first slay, outwit or in some other way  
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overcome the monster.  

This slaying of a monster by the hero, along with the 

damsel in distress, are motifs found in tales and myths 

in almost every region of the world. Although there are 

lots of competing theories about their origins, they are 

subjects which are perhaps more ancient than we can 

know with any certainty. To note but one well-known 

example, the slaying of the dragon by Saint George is 

commonly surrounded by a medieval iconography. 

However, some of the imagery also seems to echo       

depictions of the very ancient slaying of the Egyptian 

Set by Horus. 

Likewise, the damsel in distress was an archetypal 

character of medieval romances in which she was    

rescued from imprisonment, often from the tower of a 

castle, by a knight-errant. However, there are similar 

elements present in the Rapunzel tale, and in the    

Persian stories told of Rudāba and her lover Zāl; or 

even those in the Indian epic accounts of Sita and    

Rama, along with countless similar examples in       

stories, old and less old, from around the world.       

Certainly, the rescue of the maiden in peril, with and 

without the tower, has become a familiar theme in    

almost every culture; and there are those who assert 

with confidence that it should be traced back to the  

ancient Greek story of Andromeda and Perseus. 

Whatever the full truth about where and when they 

originated, both of these themes, that is, the monster-

slaying hero and the damsel in distress, have exerted  
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considerable influence; and, as is perhaps to be        

expected, there is no shortage of theories about what 

they were meant to signify. 

Considered from one aspect it is thought that the 

events surrounding the sacrificial chaining of           

Andromeda simply record the ritualistic practices of a 

superstitious people hoping to calm a stormy sea which 

was ravaging the coast. Other meanings have been 

sought in the historical records of one nation battling 

heroically with the marauding forces of another, and its 

eventual victory over the foreign beast threatening its 

shores. 

From another perspective Andromeda is sometimes 

said to be the moon, surrounded by a sea of darkness, 

while Perseus represents the stronger light of the night 

conquering sun. The monster of darkness, they say, 

forever seeks to devour and destroy the light, and each 

evening the darkness of night is said to swallow the 

stricken light of day, only for the roles to be reversed 

the following day at dawn. Yet others say, with a degree 

of relevance, that Andromeda, as the beautiful maiden 

chained, represents the harnessing of matter by the in-

dwelling soul.  

All of these versions of the truth shed their light on our 

subject. However it may be that they are but sidelights 

which do not fully reveal the main intent. It seems 

more likely that she also and perhaps best of all, repre-

sents the self, imprisoned amid the lower waters and at 

the mercy of Cetus until the monster of darkness and  
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death is overcome and she is freed by the hero of light 

and life, represented by the valiant Perseus. 

That this earthly life is a form of imprisonment of the 

true self or soul was a belief expressed in several      

ancient cultures. That which the ancients called the 

soul was said to have descended from a higher and 

more perfect condition to be imprisoned or contained 

within a body of flesh. Although they believed that it 

returned to its original condition following the death of 

the physical body, while so imprisoned it was for a time 

at least subject to the often violent and unruly          

elements of material life. 

Plato famously likened life on earth to existence in a 

cave in which fettered men beheld not real things but 

their shadows on a wall. Conditions on earth were    

believed to be like a dream into which the soul of man 

fell and became chained to the objects of sense and  

desire, living its life here in a state of subjection to 

many limitations, illusions and errors.  

However, some point out that while imprisonment in 

the body is indeed attended by many difficulties, it  

nevertheless provides wonderful opportunities to learn 

the differences between good and bad; and not only 

this but that our subsequent effort to develop certain 

inner virtues qualifies us for divine assistance. Once 

fully unfolded, they say, these virtues enable us to 

transcend, purify and reconcile the elements of nature, 

overcoming that which had previously imprisoned us, 

and eventually freeing us to return, all the wiser, to the 
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felicitous state we enjoyed before we fell into so-called 

generation.  

Remembering our true self, it is thought, is akin to 

awakening from a dream, and we are thereafter free to 

work in harmony with Nature, and in so doing are   

permitted to serve the purpose of God, so far as we are 

able. Plato believed that at the end of its labours here 

the soul returned to the star from whence it originally 

came.  

These are ideas that have become influential in some 

quarters of both philosophy and art; as too has the 

idea that we have the ability to remember, at least to 

some extent, our divine origins. 

“Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting;                                                                                  

The soul that rises with us, our life's star,                                                                                

Has had elsewhere its setting,                                                                                               

And cometh from afar,                                                                                                        

Not in entire forgetfulness,                                                                                                 

And not in utter nakedness,                                                                                                  

But trailing clouds of glory, do we come                                                                                     

From God, who is our home."2 

Behold the heave of the maiden’s perfume-laden breast 

as she sighs the last sigh of a sighing heart. Behold her 

soft cheek stained with the golden tears of suffering  

innocence. See the weight of the heavy chains that fix 

her blameless limbs to the unyielding rock amid the 

fury of the crashing waves. And lo, the foul stench of 

the monster’s breath suffocates the air. Her eyes which  
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once were two deep pools of jewelled light are closed 

within the darkness of her desolation. Her lips move, 

though no man hears the maiden’s whispered prayer 

amid the thunder of the sea.  

Come closer. Come closer; and with the pitying angels 

listen to her song of suffering.  

“O my Father, King of Cosmos, have mercy on thy 

child. Save me from this beast and all its kind; let them 

not devour me. O Lord, save me from those who would 

do me harm, for they are many, both within and with-

out. Their ships are on the shore; they are before my 

city gates; my kin fall into the pit of the grave; their 

empty houses are set ablaze; for lo, the enemies’   

torches belch smoke and flame; and they bellow in the 

midst of the lower waters. Let me not fall into their   

waters, but lift me to thy place of safety.  

O, I cry out to thee, Lord, turn back my enemies upon 

their paths, for I have put my faith in thee, the Father, 

the Light Divine and Soul of All. I place my life in thy 

hands and fear not. Let thy kindly light shine in this 

the darkness of my night. I trust in thee to be my     

haven; I shall sail to thee in the waters of peace; and 

thy protection shall surround me like the arms of a  

loving parent. O, save me from this calamity; let me not 

be swallowed up in these waters.  

O, my Lord, my God, place a seal upon the mouths of 

my foes, for their words are crooked and they turn my 

kin against me, thy child and loyal servant. Let this, 

my suffering, be not forlorn; but show me the way to 
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thee, and I shall follow to the end, singing the song 

that once my father’s fathers sang, and dancing the 

dance as once they danced; and if it be thy will some of 

the many kinds of men shall hear thy song within the 

silence of their hearts, and some shall marvel at the 

beauty of thy dance.  

O Lord, hear my prayer from one imprisoned below to 

thee who is fixed and unassailable amid the divine   

glory, the infinite power and the exaltation of thy place.  

But alas, here below the wicked are everywhere 

around. They take the inspired word of thy messengers 

and twist their laws of love to hate; they turn innocents 

from their modest ways; they mix and blend all    

sweetness unto poison; they are serpents in the grass; 

blood and venom, thick in the darkness of night, is 

their good. 

O, break these chains that I might escape this place of 

peril. Break these chains that I might wake as from a 

dream to know thy light divine; scatter from these 

shores the foes of thee and thine; send them back upon 

their dark paths to do their work elsewhere. I have 

turned my heart to thee O Lord. Let my thoughts and 

words and deeds reflect thy light, like the stars them-

selves, into this world of dreaming men.  

O, send me light. Send me a ray, steeply slanting, from 

out the heart of thy golden sphere. Send me a living  

hero, a son of thy son, to free these fettered limbs. 

Turn not thy back on me, O Lord, but hear my prayer, 

and lead me away from here to thy city of strength, for  
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all the cities of men are weak. Be thou my radiant 

shield in these troubling times; and crown this        

suffering night with the virtues of thy eternal day.” 

Thus did our captain of the little bonny boat that sailed 

the open sea hear, or thought he heard, the poor  

maiden’s prayer. 

Brown traces the name Andromeda via the Phoenicians 

to the name Adamath, denoting the rosy dawn, bride of 

the sun god. More recently it has been posited that the 

constellations Pisces and Andromeda may once have 

formed a single constellation represented by a Babylo-

nian constellation Kuliana, meaning the Mermaid. The 

maiden element was at some point separated from the 

fish element, although there remained close connec-

tions between the fishes and the maiden, which they 

say are  

“…best expressed by the cord that binds Andromeda’s 

feet, which can now be understood as another version of 

the cord that binds together the Piscean fish.”3 

Antarmada is the Hindu equivalent of Andromeda, 

while various stars in the region of the sky we know as 

Andromeda formed for the Chinese several asterisms 

which include Tianda jiangjun representing a general 

and his officers; and also a pairing of stars called Bi, 

formed by the stars Alpheratz in Andromeda and       

Algenib in Pegasus, representing the eastern wall of the 

Emperor’s palace. 

Some stars in Andromeda were once considered to  
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form parts of the constellation Pegasus, and this is   

reflected in the ancient Arabic nomenclature. For      

example, the name of the brightest star Alpheratz   

originally represented to them The Horse’s Belly,      

although later they followed the Greeks and called it 

the Head of the Chained Woman. The same star        

together with three others in Pegasus forms the Great 

Square of Pegasus asterism. The star Mirach takes its 

name from the Arabic word meaning Girdle, while the 

particularly beautiful star Almach, which is said to 

mean the Woman's Foot, marks the maiden’s left foot.  

A group of stars near to Andromeda forms the ancient 

asterism Triangulum. It forms an isosceles triangle, and 

as it resembled the Greek letter Delta it was therefore 

sometimes known as Deltoton. It is thought by some to 

be of Phoenician origin and to be connected to repre-

sentations of the divine family group as understood in 

the cult of Cepheus and Cassiopeia, Andromeda and 

Perseus. It has also been associated at times with a 

white pyramid or triangular shaped stone of religious 

significance. Perhaps unsurprisingly it is believed by 

some to have been placed in the heavens to represent 

the Christian Trinity. 

O, may the Lord hear the maiden’s plea. May the   

prayer of sincerity uttered at the three altars be        

answered. May the dancing stars join the radiant pair 

to form a wedding procession amid a chorus of angels; 

and may all the happy guests sing the songs of the 

Laughing Boy.  
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The men of earth are chained to material life amid a 

stormy sea of low and uncontrolled desires; and are   

devoured again and again by the monster of              

selfishness. The rebellious one whose vanity knows no 

bounds shuns the little praise of other men, but he 

adores himself in the privacy of his cell. And everywhere 

the fear and doubt in the hearts of the many kinds of 

men drives them on like sheep before the dog.  

But you my belovéd kin, you shall rest easy in my care 

like the contented flock in the high meadows and the 

sunny pastures of my realm. And when the golden hour 

of thy destiny arrives thou shalt know the prize and star 

of Nature’s bounty; for blessed are they who overcome 

and reconcile the worried world to peace. 

For I am the Hero without Fear; I, the Light who Comes 

to Save; I, the Star of Day who Breaks the Chains of 

Night; I, the Watcher from Afar; I, the Golden Hour of 

Destiny; I, the Answer to the Maiden’s Prayer; I, even I, 

whose time is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Sutherland 

2. Wordsworth 

3. White 
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Cepheus 

 

Our captain closed his ears to the affairs of men and 

whiled away the night in peace beneath a moon that 

like him sailed a sleeping sea. Unbidden, his thoughts 

turned, as they so often did, to the coming dawn when 

half the world would wake as from a dream to take up 

in their hands and hearts the blesséd task of day. He 

thought of the dark wood gleaming again with the   
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golden rays of the first light; and of the countless   

flowers that with the rising sun unfold their dewy    

petals to exhale their scented message, shining in the 

light renewed like jewels, and offering up their splen-

dour to the greater glory of the Lord. He thought of the 

hosts of singing birds, whose songs are songs of purest 

love, and who on newly brightened wings mount the 

tree that spreads its limbs beneath the symbol of the 

rising sun to send forth their hymns to Him, the   

greater Sun, the Father of us All.  

Thus he spent who knows how many star-lit hours   

enwrapped in night, but thinking thoughts of day. 

Each precious hour unfurled within his being like the 

velvet buds that burst to blissful life at springtime. And 

meanwhile high above his head the stars flamed until 

they flamed no more, as the hour of dawn drew near 

and would not be denied. As the first glow of the       

advancing sun appeared in the East a breeze swept 

across the water from there to reach our captain seated 

upon the deck of the bonny boat afloat upon the open 

sea. Spirit was upon the waters and the waters thrilled 

with joy.  

O Father, he thought, in Peace I open up my heart to 

thee, the first and foremost; Thou, the fire and ocean of 

Life that moves all things and yet remains unmoved. 

Where in all the cosmos is the place that needs thee 

not? Thou comprehendest all, and yet cannot thou thy-

self be known.  There can never have been a time when 

thou were not; and there can never be a time when  
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thou shalt cease to be. All things change in time, but 

thou, alone in thy perfection, remain unchanged. 

Thou art the spirit and eternal fountain of all Good-

ness. Thou art all Grace and Love and Mercy. Thou art 

infinite Wisdom, Power and Justice. Thou art the un-

seen cause of all possible Beauty, Joy and Kindliness. 

Thou art the all-creating father, the pregnant womb of 

universal nature, and the ever-coming saviour, the 

good and guiding shepherd of all aspiring minds.  Thou 

art the divine source and root of all that is best in the 

human heart: of gentleness, patience, kindness,      

sincerity, and a myriad other powers that shine like 

treasures undimmed from the centre of our spiritual 

self.  Thou art the protector of the virtuous, redeemer 

of the lost and wayward, teacher of the seeker of truth, 

and the healer of all our ills. Thou makest the good 

man good, the wise man wise, and thou guidest the 

hand of the man of skill.   

The constellation Cepheus clearly did not originate with 

the Greeks. Brown thought that it was Phoenician and 

that its name was derived from Keph, the divine Stone. 

He also, rightly or wrongly, connected the name to the 

supposed Egyptian pyramid builder Khufu. In relation 

to this theory it may be coincidental that some modern 

star maps – for example those used to teach navigation 

at sea - represent the actual shape formed by Cepheus’ 

main stars as a triangle mounted upon a square. 

However, the Greeks’ representation of the figure as the 

King of Ethiopia has become the most widely accepted  
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one. He is usually reckoned to have been a son of the 

mythological Belus, a name, like Baal, associated with 

the title ‘Lord’. He is often shown as a figure dressed in 

the robes and tiara of an eastern king with his arms 

outstretched.  

“Kepheus, behind the Bear called Tail-of-light,                                                                                 

Is like to one who stretches forth both hands:”1 

He is depicted on some star maps as placing his foot 

upon the pole star. His queen was Cassiopeia, and 

their daughter was the beautiful Andromeda. These 

formed the so-called royal family of constellations. It 

was said that the queen’s boasts angered Poseidon who 

sent the sea monster Cetus to wreak havoc along the 

shores of their kingdom. Cepheus was advised that the 

only remedy was to sacrifice his daughter to the    

monster, and so she was chained to a rock just off the 

coast. Interestingly, it is believed that Cepheus received 

his advice from the Oracle of Ammon, a Libyan god   

associated by the Egyptians with their Amun or Amen, 

the ‘Hidden One’. 

Ethiopia, through the Greek aitho, I burn, has in the 

minds of some connected Cepheus, the King, to Aether, 

the first born of the Greek elemental gods.  

 “Aither (Aether) was the primordial god (protogenos) of 

light and the bright, blue ether of the heavens.”2 

The supposed nature of this aether is to some extent 

revealed in the Orphic Hymns. 
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"To Aither (Aether),                                                                                                         

Fumigation from Saffron.                                                                                                     

O ever untamed Aither, raised on high, In Zeus'           

dominions, ruler of the sky;                                                 

great portion of the stars (astron) and lunar light, and of 

the sun, with dazzling lustre bright;                               

all-taming power, ethereal shining fire, whose vivid 

blasts the heat of life inspire;                                              

the world's best element, light-bearing power, with        

starry radiance shining, splendid flower;                           

o hear my suppliant's prayer, and may thy frame be   

ever innocent, serene and tame."3 

Perhaps this might go at least some way towards ex-

plaining why there are so many fiery titles associated 

with such a faint group of stars, examples of which   

include Dominus solis, Lord of the Sun, or Flammiger, 

Inflammatus, and Incensus, names which all mean 

flame-bearing, set aflame, fire-kindler, etc. 

It is said elsewhere4 that the constellation Cepheus is a 

later representation of the Egyptian Shu, who is also 

sometimes considered to be the solar force. The figure 

of the king was said to be the god in his character of 

lawgiver upon the mount. It was also Shu, they say, 

who raised the sun from the depths of the waters, and 

lifted the bright heavens above the earth. 

Some of the nomadic desert star watchers character-

ised many of the stars in this region of the sky, includ-

ing some of those of Cepheus, as various flocks of 

sheep, goats, camels and so on. Consequently these  

 

363 



are well represented in the names of individual stars. 

Meanwhile, most of the biblical interpreters recognise 

in Cepheus, Christ, the King and Redeemer. However 

there are also those who believe that the origin of the 

constellation should be looked for in India.  

“The later Hindus knew Cepheus as Capuja, adopted 

from Greece; but Hewitt claims that with their prehistoric 

ancestors it represented Kapi, the Ape-God, when its 

stars α and γ were the respective pole-stars of 21,000 

and 19,000 B.C.”5 

In China nine stars in our Cepheus form their Tiangou, 

also known as Gouxing, the celestial hook, and associ-

ated during the Han period with a kind of celestial seis-

mograph. 

“Jin Shu related Gouxing with the detection of earth-

quakes; the nine stars acted as a chain pendulum to  

signal low frequency movements of the floor.”6 

Other star groups include five stars which form the   

asterism Wudineizuo, Inner Seats of the Five             

Sovereigns. These refer to the five directions: East, 

West, North, South and Centre; and were also symbol-

ised by the Chinese as the peaks of sacred mountains 

that uphold the heavens above the earth. 

One of the stars in our Cepheus is named by them  

Zaofu, and it, as well as a number of others stars in the 

constellation, relates to the interesting tale of King Mu, 

Son of Heaven. Zaofu was the intrepid charioteer who 

carried the Emperor to the Paradise of the West to taste 
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The Peaches of Immortality. Zaofu was subsequently 

transported to the heavens where he and his eight 

horses are represented among the stars  we know as 

Cepheus.  

As already noted the individual stars in the constella-

tion include those which have been in times long gone 

the polestars of the northern heavens. Others will be 

polestars in times yet to come. The star Alderamin 

marks the right shoulder and is the brightest. It will be 

pole star in 7500 AD. Alphirk is just below Cepheus’ 

belt, while AlRai, often translated as Shepherd, will be 

the Pole Star by around 4000 AD. 

O may all the kin lift up their hearts to Him, the Lord, 

the King and Father of us all, the loving shepherd of 

the fleecy stars which flame among the bright heavens 

and shine down from there soft upon the lands of 

dreaming men below. Let the minds of men be readied; 

may the song of laughing boy ring forth among the    

regions, for the times are near and shall not be denied. 

In their blindness the men of earth heed not the ways 

that lead the unwary to darker realms; and the           

rebellious man shall soon enough be met by the fiery 

blast of the dragon’s breath, and as he served it here, so 

too shall he know it there. 

But thou my sons, and thou my daughters, belovéd of 

the Lord, thy simple faith in me shall be the greatest of 

all thy goods; for I am the Light and the Light is I. And 

through me thou shalt escape forever the prison-house of 
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the shadowed Earth; thou hast prepared thy household 

for the coming of thy Lord and behold, from beyond the 

veil of Night, he cometh. 

For I am the Holy Breath of Fire and Light; I, the Scented 

Breeze of a Spiritual Dawn; I, God’s Lawgiver; I, the 

Messenger from the Mountain’s Sacred Peak; I, the 

Keeper of the Keys to the Postern Gate; I, the Divine 

Whisperer in the Night; I, the Liberator; I, the Kin’s     

Refuge; I, even I, the Son of the Father of All whose time 

is soon and shall not be denied. 

 

 

 

 

Notes 

1. Aratus 

2. Theoi 

3. Taylor 

4. Massey 

5. Allen 

6. Sun and Kistemaker  
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Finale 

 

The beast is slain, the innocent maid is freed, her 

chains lie broken on the rock and she speeds with our 

swiftly flying hero to her wedding feast, like an arrow 

that soars unto the starry heavens. Thus, the so-called 

soul is cleansed of so-called sin; thus the errors fall 

away and the waters flow fresh and clear and sweet to 

quench the thirst of dying men. The soaring eagle of 

the inner eye, the singing swan and the plunging fish 

of the aetherial waters sing their songs in harmony; 

and lo, the little man awakens to his task. 

O, thou liberating spirit, thou kindly light, thou guide 

upon the returning way, we send to thee our gratitude, 

although thou need it not.  

Long before the supposed first discovery of such stones 

our captain’s father had passed to his son a jewel 

which was as green as any emerald during the day; but 

yet now, as he turned it over in his hand in the still of 

night, it was unmistakably ruby red.  

His father had received it from his father, who like our 

captain was also an adventurer who had trusted his 

luck for many a year voyaging across the high seas and 

seeking whatever fortune could be found at the      

margins of the known world. His grandfather always 

maintained that the stone had been found not by him, 

but by the captain’s grandmother among the roots of a 

fallen tree long before the two were married. They had 
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met in Brazil, he a humble seaman, she a missionary’s 

only daughter.  

The stone had been beautifully cut years later by a  

gifted young Indian gem-cutter whose extended family 

claimed a lineage stretching back to the diamond    

cutters of the legendary courts of the ancient Raja-

rishis. It was so rare, he said, that he had never before 

seen or even heard of its like. He would not take pay-

ment, believing it to be a commission from no less a 

personage than his divine namesake, Krishna; and he 

refused to begin his work until he had fully consulted 

each of the elders of his family, who themselves had 

only heard of its existence from their teachers. Thus, 

by following the near forgotten wisdom of the ancient 

cutters, the strange little stone was brought to life and 

shone both green and red.  

The captain’s only memories of his grandfather were 

those of a child; a loving embrace, a twinkling eye,   

unmitigated kindness. However his father had often 

spoken about him as a leader of men, strong in mind 

and body, possessing a scrutinising gaze, and exuding 

such an air of benign authority that none dared come 

within his circle save those who were sincere and true 

of heart.  

Although our captain was not prone to superstition, to 

that day he still ascribed the best and most fortunate 

of his ideas to his grandfather’s influence from afar. 

Likewise, he never failed to send forth his thanks to 

him whenever a warning of bad weather or some other  
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imminent danger flashed into his mind from who 

knows where to save his soul amid the hazards of the 

sea.  

A miniature jade dragon, no bigger than a salt spoon, 

was another of the treasures of his bag.  It was a     

Chinese crewman’s gift proffered to his captain when, 

after several years on board, the time came for him to 

quit the boat to return home. The crewman’s name was 

Yaochi which he said meant radiant pond and referred 

to a pool or pond at the summit of the celestial Kunlun 

Mountain.   

Curiously, while detailing its provenance he had       

described the little figure as naked. Questioned further 

by the captain he explained that it had been carved in 

such a way that the inner nature of the jade had been 

uncovered, allowing its inner qualities to shine forth. 

Although he had a good deal of English, the captain 

was keen to use a translator to ensure that he fully un-

derstood what the old crewman was trying to convey. 

 “When the inner self is uncovered”, he said, “we per-

ceive things as they are, rather than as they seem to be 

to our outer senses. This is the beginning of Wisdom: 

resting in one’s own nature.” He was a Taoist and so 

held the sage Lao Tzu in very high esteem, and had 

said that this was his understanding of the master’s 

words. He also told the captain that the finest jade 

should rarely, if ever, be displayed; and if a piece of 

jade is to be worn at all it should be concealed under 

one’s clothes. Perhaps this was also in deference to the  
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wisdom of the sage.  

“My teachings are very easy to understand and very 

easy to practice                                                                       

Yet so few in this world understand and so few are able 

to practice 

My words arise from that ancient source 

My actions are those of the universe itself 

If people do not know these how can they know me? 

Those who follow my ways are rare and so I treasure 

them 

Even if they wear the clothes of a beggar they carry a 

priceless gem within”1 

Lately, like those of his old crewman, the captain’s 

thoughts had more and more turned to retirement. His 

mood was increasingly one of wistful longing for his  

belovéd England. He sometimes felt as though this part 

of his search was approaching its natural end; that his 

self-imposed task was nearing completion; that he had 

done the best that he could do.  

However, he had also begun to realise that the songs of 

the singing stars would sound forth through the mystic 

night forever; that there is no end to the wonderful  

voyages of the soul; that the great adventure stretches 

out before us, wherever we are, or seem to be; that 

mystery cannot be finally or completely unveiled; that 

day and night, life and death, good and bad, are but 

temporary reflections on the mirror of illusion; that 

freedom from such illusion brings one a step closer to 

the Truth; and that even this mighty Truth is but the  
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indirect expression of the beneficent and utterly divine 

Father and Mother of all creation, and so ultimately of 

the Hidden God and the Ineffable One, the Unknown 

Cause of all that Is. 

It was in such a mood that his thoughts turned as they 

so often did to the passing of his great friend and   

mentor William, the crew’s physician. William too was 

English, though born into a family of much higher rank 

and privilege than his own. His father was for a time 

one of the twelve canons who together with the Dean 

formed the Chapter of Westminster, the royal peculiar 

and ecclesiastical governing body of Westminster      

Abbey. A royal peculiar is not subject to the local   

bishop, but is under the direct jurisdiction of the   

monarch. 

Although expected by his family to enter the Church, 

William had instead trained and qualified as a physi-

cian. However he had, to an even greater degree than 

our captain, a restless spirit, and so had soon tired of 

pandering to the imagined ills of a parochial and privi-

leged clientele. Following the death of his father he  

embarked on a life of travel, spending many years     

exploring the so-called New World of The Americas. 

He joined the crew in Dominica, one of the Windward 

Islands in the Caribbean Sea. Some trace the name of 

the island to the French Dominique. However others 

prefer the Latin dominica, meaning lordly or belonging 

to the Lord. The Windward Islands are so called        

because of their position in relation to the prevailing  
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trade winds used by the ships arriving in the New 

World from Europe. 

William had become his confidant; and the two had 

spent many an hour discussing life and all that it     

entails, sharing in the course of their conversations 

their most intimate hopes and dreams. Inevitably many 

of them were centred on their precious memories of 

England.  

While at home our captain’s preferred season had     

always been spring, when the fire of creativity burnt 

pure and strong again through all of Nature’s works, 

renewing material life and bringing fresh hope and   

optimism to the minds of men. 

However William had come to yearn for a winter spent 

in England. Sharing a glass or two of port with his 

friend he would reminisce about the woods that formed 

part of his father’s estate. They were the woods which 

as a young man he loved in winter when the very air 

shimmered with amethystine light. They were the 

woods of winter where crystal clarity carried gem-like 

splendour unhindered from the sparkling surface of 

the virgin snow to every open eye; where the breath of 

heaven crystallised upon the boughs of ancient trees; 

and where, like nowhere else, the spirit of the sun 

waved his wintry wand to slowly melt the hearts of all. 

They were the woods where all the sounds of raucous 

men were stilled and where the carefree wanderer was 

brought to wistfulness by the robin’s melancholy song; 

or where on sunny, milder days the spirits of the   
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disheartened rose up again, like sap renewed, amid the 

warbling melody of the lark, which unexpectedly 

thrilled the winter air to life as though rehearsing for 

the spring; or else the wanderer was set alight within 

by the golden breasted thrush as it mounted the tallest 

tree to send forth to the dreaming world rapture’s    

varied repertoire.   

In the hushed centre of the winter wood, where the 

snow was deepest and ice-crystals hung from pine  

needles, tinkling in the breeze like silver fairy bells, the 

purity of the all-pervading peace would still like nought 

else could the young man’s restless thoughts. And 

there on a winter’s night, high above the wildwood 

flamed the uncountable stars. Like a great ocean of 

light they shone; or like a streaming river of life and 

light flowing in all its majesty across the mighty plains 

of being, purifying, enlightening and enlivening every-

thing it touched.  

O, Glorious Light, send forth thy songs for ever; O, 

thou grand chorus of singing angels let not thy tongues 

be stilled; but sing, sing the songs that purify the 

heart; sing the songs of wisdom and love and beauty; 

and may the little man be worthy of hearing thy        

refrain. 

 

 

Notes 

1. Lao-Tzu 
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Coda 

 

Like the sun we fall from heaven down into the realms 

of experience. Like the sun at the dawning of each day 

we rise again; but only, when the semi-circle of day is 

done, to plunge once more into the deeps of the starry 

night. O, how the songs of the golden sun, of the 

chaste moon and of the softly shining stars echo within 

our minds as we fall and rise, and fall again, before at 

last through testing times we rise unto our home.  

The sun enters a new constellation each month and 

each month the stars sing their songs of tears and 

laughter, and dance their dance of destiny. Each 

month the sun of self, undertakes a labour of life and 

love, a Herculean labour performed beneath the ever-

watchful eye of a guiding star. Each month the four 

winds blow for good or ill; each month the tree of jewels 

behind the palace walls brings forth its gems; and each 

month, on through it all the captain sails, while in the 

silent darkness of his treasure bag his collection of  

jewels blazes with light, though no man on Earth      

beholds their splendour.  

The beacon of understanding can light a billion differ-

ent little lamps, so that all of them in their own way are 

the children of that flame. A billion different strange 

little books, like sparks in the night, diminish not, nor 

add one iota to the original fire. A billion reflections add 

nought unto the light; a billion resounding echoes add  
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nought unto the song; a billion rehearsals are not the 

performance; and a billion dancing shadows are not 

the dance itself.  

So let us not depend too much on the songs that     

others sing; nor trust too much in the little songs of 

dreaming night. Each singer has a song to sing. It flows 

from the star of their song. It is their own little facet of 

bejewelled light from within the treasury of their lord, 

their own little treasure granted according to their type 

and place. 

The true song, the Gita, the Song of Songs, just like the 

song of laughing boy, never truly reaches the pages of a 

book; yet can its echo be heard in the safety of a silent 

heart. 

Some of the best loved songs can be heard wherever a 

man, despite his many failings, strives to make himself 

true. Amongst the loveliest of songs are those sung 

wherever a man’s ideals shine like guiding lights from 

within a peaceful heart, drawing him on to better and 

yet better things. And even though our songs once 

sung may be spurned and ridiculed by the many kinds 

of men; and even though they may be as silence to the 

rebellious ones; yet is their spirit felt by kindred minds.    

While each of them shall echo through the regions, and 

shall span the very ages, our songs will also resound in 

the here and in the now; for though ours is the song of 

the open sea, and though the voyage is a voyage of the 

mystic within, it is founded upon a practical science; it 

is in close accord with Nature; it is a living, material  
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Performance.  

But let us beware the curse of selfishness and all that 

it entails. 

Our songs not only echo those of the distant stars, but 

they echo too the songs of our forefathers who lived out 

their own lives in the days and nights of long ago. 

Ours, like theirs, are songs of faith and duty amid the 

tests, the trials and the battles of troubled times in a 

world of faint light and ever-deepening shade. Ours are 

songs for brave adventurers; they are songs for the   

defenders of an ancient and sacred trust; they are 

songs sung by the lover to the belovéd; they are the 

sweet songs of the loving mother to the innocent child; 

they are the songs sung by the laughing boy to the 

happy warrior which two in their embrace shall in 

times to come renew the ancient, kindly, guiding light 

amid the worries of this world. 

So let us not prevaricate. Let us not amid the dreams 

of life pass our moment by, for the time is soon and it 

shall not be denied. 

“Before infirmities creep o'er thy flesh;                                                                                    

Before decay impairs thy strength and mars                                                                                   

The beauty of thy limbs; before the Ender,                                                                                   

Whose charioteer is sickness, hastes towards thee,                                                                           

Breaks up thy fragile frame and ends thy life,                                                                               

Lay up the only treasure: do good deeds;                                                                                     

Practise sobriety and self-control;                                                                                             

Amass that wealth which thieves cannot abstract,    
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Nor tyrants seize, which follows thee at death,                                                                              

Which never wastes away, nor is corrupted.”1 

Each star’s a royal treasure-house, each song a      

dazzling stone set in a dazzling crown, or is a jewel in 

the heart.  

The angels of the stars sing their songs though few 

there are who hear. O sing thou flaming ones, of man’s 

demise as he enters into flesh; sing of power and of  

glory gained and tested in the night; sing of the elected 

one, the servant of the lord. Sing to us battle songs, 

songs of victory, river songs, and songs of the open sea. 

Sing to us of the returning son in the arms of the     

loving father. Sing of the light renewed, sing of the 

mother of our love, sing of remembrance, of courage, of 

harmony and of truth. Sing the songs of east and west, 

of north and south. Sing of the bull, the lion, the eagle 

and the man. Sing of the centre where the laughing boy 

sings and the maidens dance their dance of pure      

delight. Sing of the beauty of the heavens whose     

eternal light of peace falls soft upon the head of the 

happy warrior below, giving aid and reassurance to 

him, the man in arms, who falls and rises, and falls to 

rise for evermore.  

END 

  

 

Notes 
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