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  I. The Cup of the Second Initiation




   




  Thales of Argos —




  to those present —




  at the Supreme Wisdom




  of the Eternally Young




  Virgin-Mother — rejoice!




   




  Nine thousand years ago, the all-wise Heraclitus the Obscure spoke:




  “O Thales of Argos! Your hour has come! Today, when the Holy Ra sets, you will descend into the underground temple of the Goddess Isis and will accept there the Cup of the Second Initiation from the hands of the Divine Mother. Thales of Argos! Is your soul strong? Thales of Argos! Is your heart pure? Thales of Argos! Is your mind wise? For if you lack these three qualities, O mortal, you will never withstand the gaze of the Great Goddess-Mother.”




  “O Teacher!” I replied to him. “My soul is strong, my heart is pure, and my mind is great. After being admitted by you, I shall descend undaunted into the underground chamber of the temple, and your disciple will not disgrace his Master.”




  “Go, Thales of Argos!” uttered Heraclitus.




  And when twilight shadows covered the great mirror-like surface of the Nile, and night breezes began to breathe out of the desert, cooled from sultriness, I, Thales of Argos, after wrapping myself in a cloak and taking with me a lamp bearing the ignited fire of the Earth, descended into the underground temple of Isis. For a long time I walked along the narrow corridor that sometimes went down to a cleft, where I crawled on my hands and knees, without knowing whether there were an exit ahead or whether I would ever be able to get back out. I climbed damp stairs, proceeded through gigantic catacombs, water dripping from its ceiling vaults, and then... ahead of me loomed a ladder of forty-nine rungs. I ascended. There was a door edged in iron, on which I saw burning symbols signifying: “Mortal, stop!”




  But I, Thales of Argos, had come for Immortality — did these warning inscriptions really matter to me?! With a firm hand I opened wide the door and entered. It smelled like the dampness of a huge underground vault. For a long time I walked forward. My steps on the flagstones rang out with a hollow echo.




  Suddenly, in the heights far above my head, a light flashed, and then it became larger, wider, bluer... Quivering shadows started to run in all directions; columns, niches, statues began to take shape, and I found myself standing in the middle of a huge temple. Ahead was a simple altar, made of white marble. On it was a golden chalice, and there, behind the altar, rose a statue of a woman with her face veiled. In one hand she held a sphere, and in the other a triangle, its apex pointing down. This temple was empty: there was just me, Thales of Argos, face to face with the statue of the Goddess Isis. No sound... No rustle... Dead silence.




  But here come those who have requested the Second Initiation, without knowing what to do, without knowing how to ask, without knowing how to call forth! They come here alone, only with their Wisdom, with the purity of their hearts, and the strength of their souls. And I, Thales of Argos, the wise son of light-bearing Hellas, a descendant of the royal dynasty of the City of the Golden Gates, approached the altar with bold steps. I raised my hands and imperiously summoned one who had always responded to my calls as the Lord of the Element of Air.




  A light breath swept through the temple, and I heard:




  “I am here, Argive! What do you want from me in this terrible place I am not at all accustomed to?”




  “Help and advice,” I told him. “How do I summon the Great Goddess Isis?”




  “Alas, Argive, that I do not know.”




  “Then go away!” I commanded.




  And I, Thales of Argos, was left alone with my Wisdom. I delved into my past, I remembered everything that was in the Great Atlantis. I bravely soared to the Highest Planes of Reason. I audaciously set out to fathom all the secret teachings. I knew that if I did not call the Goddess, I would never make my way out of this temple, just as those who had descended here before me had failed to escape.




  But here my Wisdom prompted me to decide what to do. I boldly began to utter the Great Secret Prayers that had been heard in Atlantis, in the temple of the Eternally Young Virgin-Mother.




  “O Mother Isis!” I pleaded. “Open the veil of Thy face! I know Thee! I prayed to Thee in the Great Atlantis! Lift Thy veil! I know Thee under the name of the Eternally Young Virgin-Mother! O Great Mother, open Thy veil to Thy priest!”




  And slowly and quietly, from the remote corners of the temple, I could make out the quivering silvery sounds of a sistrum. Somewhere above, bright bells began to ring, and I heard some distant singing. A bluish-silvery mist started to fill the temple, and the cloud of this haze was thicker over the altar. Two eyes blazed up amidst the fog. If only you, like me, who am now approaching the boundaries of the Universe, could see the depths of the abyss of Chaos, then you would be able to get an idea of the depth of these eyes. Here is the outline of the head in a nemes — a countenance of ethereal beauty. Here is a gigantic torso — incomprehensible in the charm of its lines. And here are the angelic choirs... No, this is the voice of the Goddess. And I hear:




  “O Argive! Great is your Wisdom! Argive, great is your audacity! Argive, great will be your reward as well! I have come to you, Argive. I have come to you, my old priest who prayed to Me in the temples of Atlantis. I have come to you now, O Great Beacon of the Theban Sanctuary, as your protectress — Isis. Come closer, My son! Let Me bestow My breath upon you.”




  Strong was my soul. I bravely approached the altar and knelt. And here I received the breath of the Goddess-Mother.




  “O Thales of Argos!” She said to me. “In the infinity of the Universe, I appear in many forms. Yet only the wise, like you, Argive, are able to recognize Me in My endless manifestations. Argive, I knew you would recognize Me. I knew this because when you, O Wise One, while receiving the First Initiation, was talking in Hellas with My light-bearing daughter — whom you call the Goddess Pallas Athena — even then I could read in your thoughts that everything is one: the Mind which was proceeding towards the Great Revelation. It was then that I marked you with My finger. I knew that today, too, your Wisdom would remain a victor.




  “What shall I reward you with, O My great son? I see your answer: ‘With nothing, O Great Mother!’ Yet I shall reward you with My words, Argive: Strange, incomprehensible, and unusual will be your destiny! You, a human being, will not be a human being. Your power will be unconquerable. However, you, Argive, will bring this power to... My feet. Thousands of years will pass, they will run over your head, and only then will you, who are Great in your Wisdom, understand what I have told you in this temple.”




  The Goddess lifted the chalice, brought it to Her right breast, and a stream from this breast poured into the chalice. When it was full, Isis approached me.




  “Drink, My son! Drink the milk of your Mother!”




  And I drank it... A thunderclap rang in my chest; the roar of hundreds of thousands of Cosmoses flashed over my head, as though I were endlessly falling into the abyss, yet ever ascending to the Fiery Veil. When I woke up, I saw bending over my head the concerned but gentle face of my Master Heraclitus.




  “Arise, my son! Arise, O new Beacon of the Thebes Sanctuary!”




   




  Thales of Argos




  II. The Third Initiation




   




  Thales of Argos —




  to those present —




  at the Supreme Wisdom




  of the Eternally Young




  Virgin-Mother — rejoice!




   




  Now I shall tell you about my Third Initiation.




  Six thousand years ago, all the secret Sanctuaries of the planet Earth received a notification that the Initiates of the second degree who wished to receive the Third Initiation, should gather in a group of twelve in the Secret Hall of the White Brotherhood, to prepare for the Great Initiation.




  The Great Heraclitus called me. He laid his hands on me and, while peering into my eyes with his fiery orbs, he said to me:




  “Argive, my great son! Do you wish to be honoured with the Great Initiation?”




  “Yes, I do,” I answered.




  “Argive!” Heraclitus continued, his brow now furrowed by dim features of concern, “Argive, are you ready? Remember that the trial of the Great Initiation involves terrible consequences for those who are unable to endure it. Whoever fails to withstand temptation loses everything, returns to the human herd in the form of a poor original monad and begins everything anew. Such is the punishment for pride that does not correspond to knowledge. So I ask you again: Argive, are you ready? I would not want to lose you, my beloved son, O pride of Hellas!”




  “Fear not, I am ready,” I replied.




  Heraclitus lowered his hands.




  “See, Argive, the Initiation I accepted more than a hundred thousand years ago still left much of humanity within me. I came to love you. But we cannot know our future.”




  “My father, I fear nothing. Let me go, and just as I did not disgrace you in the underground temple of the Goddess Isis, so I shall not disgrace you here either.”




  And I received the blessing of Heraclitus and set out for the Himalayas. In the underground hall of the Himalayan chambers, I was greeted by the Three: the King and Father of our planet, Melchizedek; Arraim, clad in a white cloak; and the eternally handsome Hermes. There were twelve of us, and we heard the speech of Melchizedek:




  “My children! You are about to be sent for a test into another world, where you will be assigned great tasks. But there you will be left only with your own Wisdom, for the Heavens will be closed for you. The whole world will be deaf to you, and you must manage with your Wisdom alone. I talk little, my children, but you do understand me. Are you ready? Whoever feels they are unprepared, let them remain here, for death is inevitable for those who fail the test, and my fatherly heart will be flooded with tears.”




  We were all silent. Nobody admitted to being unready.




  We were brought to a temple, where there were twelve stone beds. We were given a flavoured brew, we were enveloped in similarly fragrant charms, and, lying on these marble beds, we fell asleep in a magical dream.




  When we woke up, we saw ourselves almost in the same temple, but a strange picture emerged before us: hitherto unseen windows decorated with flowers and strange paintings, an altar unlike our altar, which likewise featured some strange paintings and strange writings... We got up and walked to the windows. A wondrous spectacle appeared to our eyes: a kind of endless distances, forests of unknown hue; waters shimmering all silvery and taking on a golden hue near the shores... New aromas surrounded us and we heard some mysterious ringing — this was the ringing of flowers growing near the temple. And then the door opened, and in front of us appeared an old man, whose body was covered only with a bandage around his thighs, and he said to us:




  “The King and Father of the planet asks you in.”




  We entered, passing through a marvellous garden, where we saw flowers we had never seen before — flowers singing and ringing; fountains were chanting, their waters emitting wonderful music. And then we came to an even more wondrous hall, erected from marble and nephrite — a hall which welcomed us with open arms. In the middle of the hall stood a throne, and on the throne was sitting a mighty man of gigantic stature, a black mane of hair flowing over his shoulders; the imperious gaze of his fiery eyes all but froze our wise souls. He rose from his throne, bowed to us, and said:




  “O children of the distant Earth! I asked your leaders to send you to me. I am the King and Father of this planet, which is many times larger than your little Earth.




  “Far into the Cosmos the news has spread of your Wisdom, and I have called you to help me arrange my planet. You will be teachers, you will be priests and rulers for my people. My people are kind but still wild, and you need to lead them along the path of evolution — a process which reigns everywhere on your little Earth!”




  And we bowed before the King and Father...




  I shall convey to you only what is most important. Work started. The King and Father of the planet had a marvellous mind: he knew everything; he seemed to penetrate the life of every blade of grass; and we, the wise ones, set zealously to work. We had become kings, we had become Great Teachers, we had become High Priests... The people had turned out to be quite receptive, but quietly so. Everyone started to work, except for one: one refused to carry out the mission of the King, refused to carry out the mission of a Great Teacher, refused to carry out the mission of a High Priest. And this one who refused was none other than me, Thales of Argos! I looked calmly into the wrathful eyes of the King and Father of the planet, and told him:




  “O King and Father! In order to be a teacher for your people, I need first to come to know them. I shall not accept any mission until I study them.”




  The King and Father frowned.




  “How much time do you need, Argive?” he asked me.




  “One of our earthly years,” I replied.




  “And how will you explore them?” he asked me, peering at me inquisitively.




  “I shall walk amidst your people, shall watch, shall question, and shall think.”




  “But you are a human being, and you have human needs, how will you exist?”




  “O King and Father!” I answered. “You are aware that I, as an Initiate of the second degree, can survive without food for whole years at a time. But apart from that, in some small hut, will there really be not a piece of bread for a wanderer? Shall I not experience among your people a simple and noble attitude towards a wayfarer?”




  “Yes, of course,” the King and Father agreed, “but you have surprised me with your request and your refusal. In one year, I shall wait for you here, or otherwise I may think that you have just now decided to decline to take on the cares entrusted to you, but that you needed to do this on the Earth.”




  “King and Father,” I said. “We thought you were wise only on your own planet, but now I see that you are also wise in earthly Wisdom, for you know everything that was done in the earthly temples of Initiates in the Himalayas.”




  And I left, feeling his steely gaze on the back of my head.




  I passed the lands where my brothers were applying all their efforts to cast seeds of earthly Wisdom into pure, virgin hearts. The wondrous Nature illumined by two suns and three moons was truly fabulous. My comrades had become captivated by their work. They remembered the precept that they needed to merge with others: they entered into the life of the planet, they had even become husbands on this fairy planet. Women here were indescribably beautiful, and it seemed that the whole planet was permeated with heavenly bliss. It was sheer joy, and if there was one dark spot on the entire planet, it was me.




  In a dark cloak, carrying a staff, I was walking along beautiful country roads, accompanied by my friends. They often asked me to visit them, invited me to spend the night in their luxury shelters, and even assumed I was dead. And so, by the end of the year, I was approaching the palace of the planet’s King and Father. Dusty and unwashed, with tousled hair, I climbed the sparkling stairs of the palace. The King and Father was sitting on his throne, surrounded by a glistening retinue, including some of my friends in their magnificent garments. And I rose to my feet in front of the King and Father.




  “Well, Thales of Argos, are you ready to undertake your work?”




  As though a drop had fallen from a huge dome onto the marble floor in silence — so my answer resounded:




  “No!”




  Angrily the King and Father jumped up.




  “Argive! You are signing your own death warrant: Have you forgotten that I summoned you? Think carefully!”




  “I have been thinking about it for a whole year,” I replied.




  And then something unimaginable took place: a tired, filthy pilgrim from the Earth reached out his dirty hand and pulled a gilded chair up to the throne of the King and Father, saying to him:




  “And now we’ll have a talk.”




  The King and Father became wrathful, as though he were suffocating.




  “Despicable worm, how dare you?!” he yelled.




  And I quietly shook my head:




  “Leave, leave this, and let me ask you a few questions. You call yourself the King and Father. Tell me, where are the Builders of this planet? Tell me, who stood at the cradle of your people? And if someone stood beside it, then he must have been sent by the Ineffable One, bless His Name! And if he was indeed sent, then must not this someone have fulfilled the commandments of the One and Only? Where is the Wisdom of your planet?




  “Your planet is great, your people are great, too, and the atmosphere of your planet is fabulous. If your world has been endowed so marvellously, then why would you need to call sages from the Earth — and not the best ones at that?




  “You told us at the first reception that the Earth was renowned in the Cosmos for her Wisdom. I didn’t believe it, O King and Father! For what is the Earth? Can it be that we, the wise ones, really don’t know? We know this, after all! And I was immensely surprised when my friends forgot this, as they zealously set out to fulfil the duties entrusted to them, not realizing that a trap was concealed therein.




  “Where was there a blessing for educating this planet? Have they forgotten that the blessing for education is given by the One and Only? Whence did they get their pride, which forced them to accept your offer?




  “How can I be a teacher for children whose parents I do not even know? Pride alone could cloud their minds, but I, Thales of Argos, have not succumbed to it. You, O King and Father, said yourself that your people are good, kind, noble, and wise. We have already found the purity of morals, we have already found Wisdom — so then, why does this place need the Wisdom of the Earth here? Tell me this.”




  However, the King and Father, who actually understood this question of mine, Thales of Argos, was silent, for he knew that our conversations could be dangerous.




  “Tell me, O King and Father,” I continued, “where on your planet are the traces of the blessing of the One and Only? Why are there no Sages? Why are there no seeds of God? Why has there been no sowing? For the Reaper will come to your planet as well, provided it actually exists in the Cosmos.”




  I stretched out my hands and, with all the strength given to me by the Great Wisdom, I proclaimed:




  “O One and Only Father, the Unknown, the Ineffable One! Send me Thy Ray, that I may overcome the temptations surrounding me! Destroy everything that has appeared before my eyes as a consequence of the human pride of pathetic little worms, O Ineffable One! Hear me! For behold — I am the only one who, left with my Wisdom, has realized that Thou alone canst save me.”




  And after completing my prayer, I looked at the King and Father, and a quiet joy became resplendent in my heart. The colours of the hall faded, the King’s garments faded, and his royal pride faded. He somehow became shrivelled and shrunken, and only his eyes stared pitifully at me. I understood everything and uttered the Great Formula of the Initiated. A groan reverberated, thunder rang out as though worlds were collapsing, and I flew right into the abyss; yet I did not lose consciousness. I could feel someone’s marvellous, warm hands embrace me, and felt the gentle face of my Mother Isis. I heard Her voice: “O Argive, My beloved son, who has overcome human pride by Wisdom! Argive, My wonderful son! I shall Myself ignite the Fire of the Great Initiate on your brow.”




  Lulled by the voice of the Goddess, I fell asleep, and when I woke up, I found myself in a beautiful meadow of divine Hellas. From the forest came the Goddess Pallas Athena and said to me:




  “O Argive! In my person, the Gods of Hellas greet you.”




  And everything around began to sing — forest, water, fauna: “Greetings to you, Thales of Argos, greetings, greetings...” — this is how my homeland welcomed me. And no matter where I went, everyone knew me, everyone greeted me. Flowers gently nodded their heads, birds trustingly alighted on my shoulder, and people were somehow marvellously affectionate. Yet I was in a hurry to see my Master. He gently met me, clasping me in his arms, and only in his eyes did I detect sadness.




  “Argive,” he said to me, “out of twelve, only you have returned.”




  We were on our way to greet the King and Father of the planet and, after a few days’ journey through the desert sands, we found ourselves at his Oasis. The King and Father received me and sanctified the sign ignited on my forehead by a Holy Hand.




  “O Argive,” he said, “you are the only existing example. The serpent of pride can be overcome by the heart alone, but you have succeeded in defeating it with your mind: you have thereby become the first to win. However, this will serve you in that you will not remain in the bowels of humanity, for you have started to follow an uncharacteristic path.”




  All these great words came true in my soul — the soul of Thales of Argos. I searched but did not find it possible to enter any arena of human activity. I have always felt some kind of coldness towards humanity. Therefore, you will find the name of Thales of Argos only in secret Sanctuaries, recorded in the annals with bright letters. And on the whole planet Earth there are only three or four places with which I support communication. These are the acquaintances whom I connected with during the times of Christ the Saviour. I support them alone — all others are alien to me.




  In the mind of my friend Empedocles I read the question: Who was the King and Father of this unknown planet? But he did not exist at all. He was simply a plastic dream of the magicians. It was a great test given by the Three. And do you know how much time the dream lasted? No more than three minutes, for such dreams take place in a space where there is no time. They are made not in physical space, but in psychical.




   




  Thales of Argos




  III. The Proclamation of Cosmic Love




   




  Thales of Argos to Empedocles,




  the son of Miles of Athens —




  at the Supreme Wisdom of the Goddess




  Pallas Athena — rejoice!




   




  Let us rend asunder the mists of the past, my friend Empedocles, and come with me to the sphere which you, people of the 20th century, call a fairy tale, yet we, the never-dying consciousness of the Sons of the Wisdom that dwells in the annals of the Universe, term a true story.




  It was night, and Selene, like a diamond ribbon, was reflected in the mysterious waters of the Nile. I, Thales of Argos, was standing on the tower of the temple of Isis, recording on a roll of papyrus my calculations regarding the ascent of a new star of Horus in the constellation of Canis Major.




  At this point a tender hand fell on my shoulder, and I heard the soft voice of my Master, the Great Heraclitus.




  “Argive!” he said to me. “Do you know the story of the glorious Queen of Sheba, the beautiful Balqis?”




  “Master! You know that for thousands of years, I have been immersed in the study of the great manuscripts of Existence,” and I pointed to the shoreless starry sky spread out before us. “When could I possibly explore the history of the queens of the Earth, though they be just as beautiful as the queen of the stellar sky — the Morning Star?!”
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