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Los Hima layas

-Maestro, he tenido un recuerdo del futuro. Me he visto en una guerra, en un
pais que no es de nuestro tiempo, portando vestimentas Yy armas
desconocidas.

-No serd wejor gue hoy -dijo el Maestro—. vamos hacia abajo ew el tiewmpo.
-He tenido este recuerdo, Y vengo a La floresta de Bundelikhand, donde tit
habitas, para que me inicies en La préictica Yy doctrina tdntrica kaula, ew La
que eres Maestro de Maestros. Por algo te Llamas Matsyendranatha.

El quri, que estaba desnuoo, cubierto el cuerpo con cenizas azules, cerrd Los
ojos Y permanecis de este modo Largo rato. Apoyaba su brazo derecho sobre un
corto soporte de madera Y se hallaba sentado esa mairana en La posicion de
loto, a La sombra de una retorcioa higuera. Abrib Los ojos como si volviera de
un vigje Yy Los {ij6 en Los del joven, gquien trats en vano de resistiv la wmirada.
Se sintié tnvestigaoo adentro, recorrido hasta su infancia. Bajé Los ojos con
respetuoso pudor Y también con miedo.


http://www.giurfa.com/nos.pdf

-Hablas de un recuerdo del futuro Yy seguramente piensas en la
transmigracion. Has de saber que la creencia en La reencarnacidn no se halla
ew los mds antiguos textos. Bstaba aqut. Procede de esta tierra Y sus
habitantes oscuros; tiene gue ver con Las varias muertes que siguen a La del
cuerpo, con La muda de La piel de La serplente... Dlme Lo que viste en tu sueiro.
-Me VL en una guerra en un pais distante. Portaba wna espada.

-La espada es el conoclmiento... Para que pueda aceptarte como discipulo,
inicidnolote en La préictica Kaula, tienes que traerme Leche de mujer. Se hace
necesario comenzar de nuevo, desde La infancia.

iponde encontrar Leche de madvre? (v a preguntarle a Ghanesha, el dios de La
buena suerte, en La puerta del templo.

Se prosterna frente a La estatua del dios elefante Yy Le pide que le ayude, para
que el Maestro le inicie. Al salir de su concentracion, ve a su lado a wna
sacerdotisa del templo, que ha venido a depositar flores junto a las pezuiras
del dios. Bs esbelta y estd cubierta de olorosos aceites; su pelo negro se prende
con un lazo de jazmines.

-No te alejes -le dice-, quiero pedirte algo.

Los ojos oscuros Le observan.

-Necesito leche de madre.

-Soy virgew, pero trataré de complacerte. Dame tu escudilla. EL wmozo se la
extiende con Los ojos bajos.

La mawno de La sacerdotisa tenia wuna mancha blanca entre dos de sus dedos.
'Lepra’, penso el mancebo. -Tienes que ayudar -dijo ella-.

La mano temblorosa del joven no supo como. Ella Le guis. Llevaba el pecho

descubierto. Puoo ast extraer leche de La esposa de ghanesa.

-La leche te La da éL -dijo.

EL mancebo quiso prosternase ante La sacerdotisa, pevo ella se Lo impiais.
Juntb sus manos Yy dijo: -ioml

EL joven partis agradecido y wn poco triste.

Al cruzar unas amplias terrazas, con hornacinas Y portales, escuché golpes

de cincel Yy vio trabajar a Los escultores Yy arquitectos del templo. EL granito y

el marmol reverberabawn, ascendiendo en menudo polvo. Sedales, filamentos

flotabaw en el aire denso, quedaban suspendidos o se esfumaban. Bajo un

dintel de mbrmol se encontraba un escultor ciego; sostenia entre sus manos

un blogue de piedra. Sintié pasar al joven que portaba La escudilla con



recogimiento. Y, como si Le viera, e siguis con su rostro, mientras se alejaba
en direccién de La floresta de Bundelkhand.

EL Maestro se Llevs La escudilla a los Labios, manteniendo Los ojos cerrados Y
en wmeditacion. Pero no apurd todo su contenido.

-Tw también debes beber -dijo-. Te pertenece Lo que aqul dejo.

EL mancebo bebis con devocion. La Leche sabia a jazmin. No pudo dejar de
pensar ew La sacerdotisa, sintiendo que algo de ella entraba en éL. También el
Maestro habia bebido. Ahora existia un Lazo que los unia a Los tres.
Seguramente Ya podria ser iniciado.

-No -dijo el Maestro; ain te falta. Necesito conocer tu yantra.

-t@uién podré, Maestro, trazar mi yantra?

-Ve a visitar a Sudhir Ranjau Bhaduri y dile que necesito conocerte por
dentro. -He oloo ese nombre. Me parece igualmente un recuerdo oel futuro...
Y el joven fue a ver a Sudhir Ranjaw Bhaduri, con La sospecha de que La
escenn se estaba repitiendo, que ya habia venido alguna vez a visitar a este
howbre, para pedirle algo semejante, pero en otro tiempo, no en el pasado, sino
ew el futuro.

Sudhir Ranjau Bhaduri estaba dentro de su cabaina y le acompanaba un
adolescente que le pasaba wnos pinceles, que lavaba en un tiesto de bronce.
-No debia hacer esto -dijo el anciano-. Mejor haria tu horéscopo. EL yantra es
tw retrato interior, una imagen sutil sobre La cual tu forma externa se apoya.
Tengo que visualizar esa vibracion tntima y darle el color que Le
corresponda. Sow los instrumentos musicales del abma, a los que Maestro
Wamard chakras, flores de Loto. No sé para qué hago esto, st €L Lo va a cambiar
todo. La Lniclacldn consiste em cambiar el yantra. Mientras no cambies tu
yantra, wo alcanzards la inmortalidad. Y; seré el testigo, si no hoy, en
trescientos ainos mas...

EL yantra era bello, pero de colores pélidos, un tanto indecisos. Se
comprendia que la mitsica gque de alli se desprendiera podia ser tierna y
cautivante.

EL Maestro parecis también escucharla, bajo La higuera, pues sus ojos
tuvieron una expresion desusada, mientras se sumia ew La contemplacion
del yantra, como en La lectura de un texto gque sélo €L podia descifrar.
-éQuién cred el mundo? Nadie Lo sabe. NL el mismo Brahma en el alto cielo Lo
sabe. Algo desconociloo sucedid. Y nacis el mundo. éRuién alterd La quietuol



de la wada, La paz de Dlos? Tal vez ella, La Esposa, Lo femenino eterno, el
Brahma femenino.

-Maestro, igquién cred el mundo? (Ruién nos puso en este apuro?

-Digo que ni el mismo Brahwma pareciera saberlo. Una fuerza equivoca ha
intervenido. Brn un tiempo muy lejano, sin embargo, existieron unos seres
que Lo supteron. Ellos Lograron situarse al margewn del cireulo, alterando el
juego fatal de Las leyes. Desintegraban este mundo Yy creabaw otro, por medio
de un secreto conoclmiento gue Les permitid penetrar el prinelplo equivoco. No
asplraban a la fuston ultima, en un éxtasis supremo, stno a La separactdn
definitiva, a la dltima soledad. Estos seres fueron los Stdhas. Vivieron en
dos ciudades en : Agarthi y Shawmpula. Para entrar en ellas hay gque seguir
un camino al revés, hacia el origen del tiempo.

-Maestro, Yy los Sidhas, iquibnes son?

“Brahma no sabe quién cres el mundo; pero su esposa pareciera conocerlo.
También, los Sidhas. Ellos haw Logrado extraer el secreto que se guarda en el
sexo de la Esposa, Y que Brahwma desconoce.

€l Maestro continusb:

-El conocimiento nos ha sido transmitido por La Serpiente gue sobrevivis al
fondo de las aguas, cuando se destruysd un mundo de hombres-dioses, en
cuyo mundo La mujer no estaba afuera, sino dentro, donde €l y ella eran uno
Y nada hacia ella gue éL wo suptera. Pero ella hizo algo que €L no supo. Y Las
aguas desbordadas destruyeron el continente donde el rey era el supremo
sacerdote Yy weditaba bajo el Avrbol, rodeado de antmales, dirigiendo el curso
de Los astros, que tampoco existian fuera de éL. Mientras no retncorpores a la
mujer Y reabsorbas ew ti a Los animales, mientras no entremezeles tus raices
con Las del Arbol, instruido por la Serpiente, no serfn un sacerdote-rey.

Tras decty esto, el Maestro considerd necesario Levantarse. Lo hizo con
dificultad, pues sus raices se hallabaw entrelazaodas con Las de La higuera,
bajo La cual se reclinaba desde hace muchos airos, ew La posicién de Loto. En
verdao, pocos conocen el sacrificio que un Maestro se impone cuando acepta
un discipulo.

El sol surgia reclén en el amanecer. Pulsaclones suaves envolvian La floresta,
alcanzando con sus latidos hasta las cimeras de Los temeplos. EL rio se
deslizaba silencioso, también a La espera del amanecer.




EL Maestro condujo al discipulo a las caballerizas veales. Al verle aparecer, Los
palafreneros se prosternaron ew el polvo. Luego huyerown, porgue nadie nunca
habia visto ew cuerpo fisico a Matsyendranatha.

Una yegua negra, de piel lustrosa, con una estrella blanca en La frente, se
hallaba aht esa mairana. Un brioso semental entrd al corral. Maestro Y
discipulo pudieron observar, sumidos en parecida reflexion, cuanto sucediera.
Con delicadeza, el semental mordisques Las finas patas y ancas de la

Yegua. Se aparts Luego, poderoso Y relinehé. Parecia guardar dentro de si
todo el universo.

El discipulo mird al Maestro, intervogéndole con Los ojos.

Por un tiempo dilatado, continub ese juego, en que el macho era como una
nibe del monzdn, Llena de reldmpagos. EL semental se precipits, como el cielo
sobre La tierva. Y se produjo el drama. EL rayo se quebrs en pedazos. Bl
semental, sobre el Lowmo de la yegua, mostraba sus grandes colmillos
amarillentos; La hembra tnclinaba sus orejas a ambos Lados de su frente
estrellada.

-éLo has comprendiolo? -pregunts el Maestro.

El mozo estaba dewmasiado turbado para replicar.

Al wediodia, bajo La sombra de La higuera, el Maestro habls:

-Hay que cambiarlo todo. Cambiar el semental en yegua, el hombre en
mujer... Pudiste entender que Lla yegua se regocijaba, con jubilo callado, atn
antes del acontecer. Ella es La unica triunfante al fin de esa desgracia. Algo
sucedid, alguna vez, en algin lugar. Todo ha sido alterado. La mujer salis
del hombre. Yegua Yy semental tomaron formas en Lo externo. Alguien
ewmpieza a devorar a alguien. Bn Lo que hoy hewos visto, hay uw sacrificador
Y una victima. Alguien recibe Y se enriquece, alguien da y se empobrece.
Hay Lla muerte de un dios, de un destino. Se ha creldo ver aqui el mal Yy se ha
predicado, por ello, el ascetismo. En el fondo, hay temor de caer en La trampa
Yy de ser devorado. Dentro del juego de Las leyes ciegas, el papel de Los dioses.
valiéndote de éL alcanzas otra realidad. La vida natural y La del mago van
en opuestas direcciones.

EL Maestro invits al discipulo a visitar el templo. Pero ahora no se alejs de La
sombra del arbol.



-EL tewmplo eres tit -Le dijo-, es tu propio cuerpo. Un dia, también Yo recorri el
mundo, visitando sus santuarios, desde el monte Katlas, en , hasta el cabo
Comorin, ew el extremo sur. Bw todos ellos hay templos, Y ofrendé sacrificios.
Me bainé ew Los rios sagrados Y busqué La ciudad de Los tnwortales afuera de
ML MLSMLD, DAYA VEWLY O comp;ewder, al fin, que Lo externo es un reflejo
tmperfecto de Lo que estd en mal. EL verdadero Kailas se halla adentro,
también el Lejano sur Yy la ciudad de Agarthi. EL cielo mismo tiene Lla forma
de tu cuerpo, Los astros solo reproducen centros de luz que ha Yew tL. Por ello,
todo viale cosmico se realiza en verdad adentro. Los gque buscan afuera son
Los que morirGn. Alcanzarw los astros sélo ew apariencia Yy los hallardn

vacios. La tierra es nada més gue un punto de tu gran cuerpo cosmico, o es
posible que tu seas un punto de La tierra. Eres un templo de una sola
columna Yy varias puertas. Debes encontrar La entrada en tu propio Laberinto
Yy luego sellarla. Por alli, al centro, arriba, estd el Kailas y la ciudad de
Agarthi. Pero ahora parecieran encontrarse sumergios, bajo el mar. Deberds
primero descender al fondo para recuperar Las Llaves entre Las ruinas de un
viejo continente. Y, ésabes tiv qué es este mundo sumergioo? Es el antiguo
cerebro de Los hombres-dioses, que aun estd en ti, pero que ha sido cubierto por
WA WULEVA CovteZa, Por un niuevo pais. Con La desaparicion de Lo antiguo, de
un vigjo sol, Los hombres-dioses se sumieron ew los montes Yy en las aguas,
ew espera de La resurreceion. Todo aquello que se cumplia con la ayuda de Los
hombres-dioses, escapa hoy a tu voluntad; La direccion del curso de los astros,
Los procesos automdticos de tu cuerpo sow en verdad dirigidos por esos dioses
sumergidos Yy caprichosos, que estdwn siempre a La espera de gue se apague el
nuevo sol que hoy nos alumbra.

El camino que te enseiro va debajo de Las aguas, en busca de La tierva perdida
de los dioses, de Llos guias- simiente, de los dioses-tnstinto; va de un sol
nievo a otro antiguo, sumergido, para poner a flote un continente
Legendario, encontrando Los caminos, Los puentes que Lo unan al presente,
pudiendo heredar ast de Los viejos sacerdotes, de los guias, La direccion de Los
trabajos en el templo.

&L Maestro habls al discipulo de Las flores de Loto, de Los chakras:

-Estdn ahi -dijo- aun cuando en verdad son flores Lnexistentes. Son mis
bien wna posibilidad, una virtud del alma. Ellas crean tu doble etérico, tu
cuerpo de atre. Pero temoris que tnventarlas. Es como un [ardin en sombra;
para gque puedas ver tus flores, tienes que hacer Lla luz. La luz se Llama




rKundalint; encendiéndola, encontraris Los estrechos senderos que te Llevan
de flor en flor. Kundalint es, ademds, La abeja que Liba en cada flov.

Todo esto que no existe, es mas verdadero que Lo existente. La tnmortalidad es
como una flor que nadie ha visto. Deberd ser inventada. No de otro mooo eres
bnwmortal. Clego, sin ver, deberds cultivar de woche Las flores de tu jardin.

Y el Maestro entrd a describirle Las distintas floves de Loto, o chakras. Le
explicsd su color su niumero de pétalos, comenzando por La flor de Los
genitales, La de La base de la columna vertebral, siguiendo por Las odel vientre,
del corazéw, de la garganta, del entrecejo, hasta Legar a La de mil pétalos,
que se abre en La cabeza Yy que es también el monte Kailds, donde Siva se ha
reunioo con Parvati. Existe alll un lago diamantino, Le dijo, que hay que
cruzar en un barco guiado por un barquero ciego, en una embarcacion
submaring con Luces encendidas bajo el agua, o ew el Lomo de La serpiente
tgwea, para aleanzar a un vacio que Ya wo se sabe si estd dentro o fuera,
porgue tal vez no esté en ninguna parte, porgue es como estar en ninguna
parte. La boda, o unidwn, se cumple en La flor de mil pétalos. En el entrecejo
hay una flor de dos pétalos, como alas de paloma. Al abrir esta flor, nace un
tercer ojo Y nos es permitido ver Las puertas de Lla civdad de Agarthi.

Hau, stn embarao, wis flores -continusé el Maestro-. Pero éstas, por Lo
qev:emL, no se abrew; sown flores prohibidas. Las ha Y en tus ples, en tus
rodillas. Sow centros de conclencia diferente, pensamientos de Los dioses-
glgantes del antiguo sol. L mago kawla deberd abrir todas sus floves, pero
sin permanecer Laroo tievapo en ellas.

En el paisaje fantasmal de tu jardin hay un drbol. Bn él se enrolla La
serpiente. Bste drbol es también ew lenguaje siempre parabilico y
estableciendo analogias entre Lo de adentro y Lo de afuera, entre Lo invisible y
Lo visible, el Maestro se vefirié a esos canales o rios Llamados nadi y gque son
como los filamentos del alma, por donde circula La tervible energia del
mundo de los gigantes.

-Kundalint es un cdleulo, wna tinterna potencia. Estd dormida. Es La
durmiente. Hay que despertarla, inventarla. Mas, nada se crea sin que
exista virtualmente. Kundalini es la posibilidad de esa fuerza que destruye
wun mundo para crear otro. Estd enrollada a Los pies del drbol, amarrada alli
con cadenas, formando un nudo, en el Lugar mismo de donde parten tooos
Los caminos. Para aleanzar hasta ese oculto recinto de La durmiente, deberds
cruzar selvas Yy valles. Armado con una espada, Llegards al fin. Cortards las
cadenas, despertards a la dormida, abrirds los tres senderos Y subirds con




ella en un carvo de fuego. Juntos Lréls Libando en cada flov. T eres una
wmitad, ella es La otra. Como es cleaa, sblo contigo de La mano puede alcanzar
La cumibre, el borde del oran vacio. Pero avun desposado, el vltimo salto
deberds darlo solo.

Bs muy posible que al final del viaje todo vuelva a reproducirse, pero de una
manera Yy en una realidad que sélo se parecen. Una gran duda te toma al
dar el salto. Ademds, el viaje no es continuo; es en espiral. En cada flor el
Jjardinero se detiene Yy se cansa, vuelve a dormirse, regresa a la raiz del drbol,
a sw caverna oscura. Peberds nuevamente descender a despertarlo. Caes asi
muchas veces Y te vuelves a levantar ew este camino en el que te engendras a
tl misimo, en el gque te inventas, Llegando a ser tu propio hijo. EL hijo del
hombre, engendrado por el padre, que a La vez es el hijo.

EL hijo es muy fragil. Bs un hijo innatural. Muere con facilidad, Lo destruye
un soplo, un mal pensamiento. Bn verdad, Lo destruye el pensamiento. EL
hijo del hombre es engendrado al revés, fecundado por La mujer. Es de pura
substancia mental, de éter Lnvisible. Ha sido creado con la mds pura magia
de los sidhas, con el semen gue se derrama a La inversa, hacta adentro.
Algunos afirman que es innecesaria -La permanencia fisica de La mujer,
dicen que el cotto mhgieo, o maittuna, deberd efectuarse tntertormente, sélo
con La Lmagewn de La mujer que ha Llegado a ser tu propia alma. EL cuerpo
etérico del hombre es femenino, el de La mujer es masculino. En el anmor de Los
Stahas, de los kaulas, el alma masculina de La mujer fecunda tu alma
femweninag. Y das a La Luz el hijo de La eternidadl.

Hay quienes sostienen que el acontecimiento es puramente simbblico,
puramente mental. Los kaulas creemos en La necesidad de la mujer afuera y
de un maituna realizaoo efectivamente, conforme a reglas gue te revelaré.
Ew esta época pesada, de hiervo, el cuerpo fisico es el instrumento que oeberds
afinar. Los Sidhas también resucitaban con este cuerpo.

El discipulo practics dificiles ejercicios de purificaciom. Debis tragarse una
larga tira de Lino, que expelis por el recto. Aprendié a absorber agua por La
wretra, en preparacion de una reabsorcion del semen, para el caso oe una
eyaculacion involuntaria en el maituna. Pudo, ademds, concentrarse en el
entrecejo, Llegando a paralizar el pensamiento Yy la respiracion.

un dia, sus pasos Le Llevaron nuevamente junto al dios ghawnesa, en el portal
del templo. Y se tneling, rozando Lo Losa con su fremte. Al erguirse, vio gque




alli estaba otra vez la sacerdotisa. Espigada, con el busto desnudo, oliendo a
floves frescas Yy a wmadera de sandalo.

-éPor gqué estas triste? -le pregunts ella.

-¢Como no estarlo, cuando se busea con tanta ansia la realizacion y adn se
permanece en el mundo intermedio de las sombras?

-Dime, iquibn es tu qurt? -Matsyendranatha.

-¢Te guia, por acaso, desde el plano de Los desencarnados? Nadie e ha visto
nunea en cuerpo fisico. EL no es de nuestro tiempo.

-Vive en el bosque Y enseira a la sombra de una higuera.

-¢Estas seguro? ¢Me Llevards a verle?

-vamos -dijo el joven.

cruzarow la civdad y entraron ew La floresta. Extrairamente el joven se
demoraba en dar con el camino Yy con La higuera. Con sorpresa, hubo de
reconocer que el Maestro no estaba alli.

-Razéw tenia -exclamd la sacerdotisa-; Matsyendranatha nunea ha existido.
Debo dudar de que hayas aprendido La vecta doctring sin caer en una trampa
de tw imaginacion, o de un demonio de La selva... No importa, ven conmigo.
Te revelaré tu propio cuerpo...

El joven titubes.

Ella le tranguilizé con una sonrisa.

-EL templo es tu cuerpo.

Regresarow al templo. La sacerdotisa deposits su corona de jazmines a Los
ples de ghanesa.

-Ya podemos entrar.

Se adivinaba una penumbra hiwmeda Yy fresea en el interior. Pero la
sacerdotisa cambié de idea y Le Llevs primero a ver La parte exterior del templo.
-Aqui se halla vepresentada toda la vida, Maya, La llusién. B los frisos
bajos encuentras La guerra, La muerte, el placer, el amor. Pero quienes se
aman en estos muros no son Los hombres stino Los dioses. Observa el rostro de
Siva, su lgjania no es humana. Las posturas del amor son siempre tensas,
ninguna es espontidned; se estd cumpliendo un ritual. Todo este mundo en
apariencia ardido, estd tluminado por un sol frio. Es el muro de nuestra
existencia, La pared del templo, Lo que acontece al Lado de afuera. s Maya.
Tambiéwn es el muro escarpado del monte Kailas, downde cada roca es un dios
que se acopla Yy ama. La cumbre estd wmds alla de las nubes. Este templo es tu
CUErpo.

-Me Lo adelants el Maestro -dijo el joven con devocion.




-El templo estd construido de una sola roca, como La montaina de Siva. Antes
de entrar, observa las figuras agqul talladas por Los escultores de Khajuraho.
No hay nada de naturalista en su arte. Nunca wmds ew La tierva se construird
esto. Ruienes haw sido capaces de esculpir ast, han penetrado wn misterio gque
asusta a Los mismos dioses. Lo divino confandese con Lo demoniaco. EL arco
tenso tal vez se ha quebrado La cuerda se ha roto, sin lograr distender una
tension. Y es alli, en ese punto imposible, downde se reproducen Los rostros del
esposo Y de La esposa, sus cuerpos que se agitan como hojas de piedra de un
arbol cosmico, petrificado, movido por un viento gue vienwe de otro universo.
Este mensaje no serd entendido. Se buscardw ideas, velos tranguilizadores
que puedan hacer olvidar, interpretaciones piadosas. Pevo La seival ha sido
dada. Nadie puede destruirla ya. Observa el rostro del esposo ew el momento
de fundirse con la esposa. Expresa placer, dolor, ausencia; todo a la vez.
Contempla La delicadeza de sw abrazo, sosteniendo a la amada, protegiéndola
de ella misma. Mira Los dedos de su otra mawno, en el gesto ritual. Observa Las
piernas entrelazadas Y el beso de piedra, descubriendo el sentido de un roce
que sblo se reencontrard al final de Los tiempos... ST, temo que este templo
esté siendo batido por un viento que procede de La esfera propia de una
decadencia de los inmortales. Sélo dioses enamorados de Lo humano han
podido favorecer La realizaciéw de este arte. Unicamente seres con ansias
diabélicas de Los divino...

Todos Los templos de Khajuraho vaw en dirveccion de worte a sur, menos el de
Chosant Jogindi, el de Siva, el dios temible Yy verndeulo, el cual va de oriente a
occiolente, como si estuviera indicando que algo muy especial deberd ser
transportado en esa direccion. Es también el tnico templo construiodo de
granito; Los otros son de piedra blanda, coloreada.

El templo de Siva es una mandala dificil de penetrar, defendido en su
wnbral por el guardidn qanesha. Todo templo termina siempre en un muro
sin salida. Pero en Khajuraho Los templos tiemen al final tres pequeiras
puertas gue daw salida al sur. EL templo de Siva abre tres puertas hacia
occioente.

-vas conmigo de la mano, por dentro de tu cuerpo, buscando la entrada y Lla
salida del mandala, del Laberinto, ascendiendo por cada una de tus flores.
Estamos ahora ew La primeera. DL OM.

tban gritando. En La penumbra, cargada de humos de sdwndalo, se
adivinabaw celdas Laterales con doble puerta de madera. Lna de ellas era La
celda de La sacerdotisa.



-Agqui medito. Desde agqui he salido a buscarte.

Penetraron en el gabhagriha, o sancta sanctorum. Daba la tmpresion de un
créter Y el adepto se sintis como arvastrado por una fuerza poderosa. Se arvojo
al suelo, repitiendo mantrams.

Atravesando el sexo de La esposa cosmica, se erguia el falo de Siva, el lingam,
simbolo de La tnmovilidad ultima. La unién de ambos era el Siva
Ardhanasisvara, el andrbgino. EL falo de granito, pulido por las caricias de
las manos de las sacerdotisas Yy de Los fieles, lustroso de aceites Yy especies
sacramentales, tenia manchas de sangre aun frescas de las victimas
inmoladas, tal vez del fluioo menstrual de Lla Esposa.

Mientras la sacerdotisa entronaba mantrams, cadenciosamente, juntanoo
las manos Yy cow La vista baja, sonaba de tiempo en tiempo un cuerno ronco.
Las tres puertas al fondo estaban cervadas.

En alguna parte del templo abrisse una celda y salis el escultor ciego. Se
acercod, caminando a tientas, Y vino a sentarse, con Las piernas cruzadas,
Junto al lingawm de piedra. La sacerdotisa se aproximé acin wmés al centro, con
movimientos rituales, evitando ciertos dngulos, en intensa concentracion,
como st en Lo invisible hubiera una entrada gque debia descubriv. Al Llegar,
derramsé sobre el Lingam un aceite perfumadlo. Le pidis al discipulo que se
acercase, vepitiendo sus movimientos. Le paso el aceite, Yy €L Lo dejo caer sobre
Ardhanasisvara.

Los tres permanecieron reclinados en igual posicidn, junto al simbolo oscuro.
Ella volvié a levantarse Yy Le entregb al escultor ciego una jofaina con agua.
-Soy el rio -dijo-. Tt eres quien realmente ve; tambiéw eres La piedra en medio
del rio, el que trabaja La piedra.

El escultor ciego se irguid Y dejo caer el agua sobre La cabeza del adepto. -Eves
el pez en el rio. Nada, busca tu camino hacia Occldente.

Aun antes de La primera piedra, el templo Ya estd agqui. Sélo ha sido hecho
visible. Bn Llos muros del templo, La esposa se contempla en un espejo,
adwmirando una belleza gue se descompondrd Lrremedinblemente. Todo esto te
es dado a conocer; también, La existencia de esas tres puertas, por Las que tu
saldris.

El escultor ciego se levants. Toed primero el rostro de La sacerdotisa, luego el
del adepto. Los recorris con sus dedos, como guarddndolos en La memoria de
SUS MANDS.

El adepto retorné al boscgue, junto a La higuera. Estuvo bajo el drbol muchos
aiRos, no menos de velnte.



Practics las wds dificiles disciplinas, destinadas a purificar su cuerpo, las
conocidas Y otras gue €l mismo fuera descubriendo. Tenia la bmpresion, a
veces, de que le guinbawn los Sidhas desde La ciwdad de Agarthi.

Pevo no aleanzs La paz. Sentia que fuerzas contrarias se Lo disputaban; Lo
que habia sido dejado atrds, sin superar.

EWn SUS SWEiros, rocas intentaban pronunciar palabras. Todo tiene a
ascewndler', decia una Voz. 'Vew, apirate, para que dejes un espacio que pueda
ser Llenado por tu hermano, Y el de éste, por un animal, que permitird
ascender a un vegetal Yy a un mineral. Sube, disuelve tu forma para
aywdarlos, porgque hay niimeros exactos.

Vino un dios cornudo, de pies toreidos, que portaba una flauta. Y empezs a
danzar ya cantar:

Los lagares son azules EL vino es rojo

El sol quema el vientre de las danzantes

ivew al jardin de Brindavan!

cerraba los ojos, e imploraba. Entonces el dios pasaba por su cuerpo ardido un
polvo azul, comeo de estrellas. Tomaba su flauta Yy cantaba:

ioh, Baghavan!

{Posaris tus o0jos sobre tu servidor? mploremos a aguel a gquien tu oracidn
dice: iOh, vagabaw, tu, quien das agqui

Yy en todo sitio, ese especial estado

que adorna la brillante

corona de Los dioses!

Se detenia un tnstante, o quizds aios, para volver a cantar ew la noche.,
Junto al drbol del penitente:

ioh, diosa

que a voluntad puedes

mover Los tres mundos!

iTus pechos son el sol Y La Lunal iven aqui junto al que sufre!

Yt que en tu corazén contemplas a aguel gue tiene La forma

del Himalaya

Yy con su sola mirada

deja caer refrescante ambrosia sobre Los gque se queman en fiebres! iReposa
un instante tu cabeza

y decansa!

EL penitente recordaba, a veces, a la sacerdotisa Y tenia la certidumbre de que
habia muerto.



un dia, descubrié la manera de wirar Yy ver. Bs deciv, de ver realmente el
mundo, una flor, un drbol, un animal, un hombre, hasta wuna Lmagen, o un
pensamiento. Para Lograrlo, deblé detener toda Ldea en su mente. Pudo wmirar
asi como gquien dirige un rayo de Luz fria. EL mundo se transformsb. En ese
Lnstante Le fue dado, adevmds de ver, escuchar el lenguaie de Los antmales Y
de las cosas; tambiéwn, el de los colores Y la luz. Todo se Llano de fantasia
exterior, ajena.

Para lograrlo, debié primero descubrir su cuerpo. Se dijo iComo puedo ver sin
0jos, otr sin oldos? Se recorvis por dentro. Ascendié el drbol de su coluwmna.
Abrib Los ojos, mirb el mundo Y Lo vio por primera vez.

Pudo también wmirar hacia adentro. Se esforzaba por abriv La flor del
entrecejo.

Y fue ast como un dia, el ave que alli reposa abris sus alas.

Profundamente concentrado, detuvo todo pensamiento, o imagen, con La
respiracién acompasada y el cuerpo en La posicion de Lloto. Sintié un suave
suspiro en La base, como su una boca se abriera. Entonces, como Vértigo oue
paraliza, subis el fuego. A medida que ascendia, olas ritmicas mecian su
cuerpo, que parecta cambiar de forma, haciéndose plano, como Ldmina que
Junta sus dos polos. cuando Las ondas ardientes alcanzaron a su cabeza,
comprendio gue, st no se proyectaba hacia afuera, en wn impulso supremo,
hacia el vacio, seria cogido entre dos fuerzas contrarias y destrozado ew ese
punto. Era victima, a La vez, de terror ante Lo desconocido.

Bs muy posible que alguien le ayudara en ese instante. Y cruzé el Limite en
wn carvo de fuego. Se sintis caer a velocidades vertiginosas. Luego floté
blandamente en espacios oscuros, donde también habia fuego. Subid
nuevamente, cruzs el borde de una esfera Yy penetrs en una regisn delgada,
azul, en la que se sintié Liviano y Libre, envuelto en zonas luminosas.

Al retornar, fue otra vez un prisionero. Contempls sus manos Y tuvo la
bmpresion de gue todo habia trascurrioo en un instante, ain cuanodo su
experiencia Le Llevara a howdas lejanias, a mundos perdidos en el tiempo.

No Le fue posible cruzar nuevamente el unmbral. Aun cuando Logré hacer
otros viajes aparentes, algo Le acontecis ew el borole, como st un recuerdo
dejado atrds le estuviera reteniendo. Su mente diwrna, su Yo, se defendian,
pretendiendo dirigir acuel suceso, gque les era ajeno. Dos mundos contrarios
se combatian, dos universos. Uno antiguo, sumergido, Y otra gque flotaba
sobre las aguas.



Volvieron a producirse Las poderosas vibraciones que se desatan en las raices.
Las sintib subir por el drbol, por Los secretos canales Yy poner en movimiento
las ruedas, abriendo Las flores. Pero, junto a La cima, La corriente encontrs un
obstdculo. BL hijo de la vida se enfrentaba al de la muerte. EL Yo queria
participar en el suceso alterando su sentido.

Con su mente funcionando en parte, hallose paralizado, semiconsciente, en
ese trance, con una zowa inhibida, mientras el tervitble mundo antiguo habia
entrado ya en actividad.

Sin encontrar la salida, las ondas giraban sobre st mismas cada vez con
mds intensidad. Se sintis dentro de un torbellino, veia ya cireulos de
sangye.

En ese momento, aparecis a sw lado wna jofaina con agua. Como obedeciendo
a un mandato, sumergis en ella sus manos Y esparcis el agua por su cuerpo.
Las vibraciones se calmaron Yy pudo volver a moverse.

iRuién Le trajo esa jofaina? ¢Era, acaso, agua del rio que desciende de La
cabeza de Sica en La cima del monte Kailas?

Consumido por Las disciplinas, el adepto Kaula no deseaba abrir sus ojos.
volvia lentamente de un penoso trance. Cubierto de swdor frio, como si
hubiera estado escalando un monte, cayendo y levanténdose. Vio que se
aproximaba una mujer en La penumbra, como la imagen de un recuerdo.

La mujer se tneling junto al penitente Y Le enjugb el rostro con el borole del
savi.

Dificil Le seria saber si esa forma era tlusoria; la tmagewn se hacia clara, o se
esfumaba, en la vacilacién de La

luz crepuscular.

-Vengo en tu buscea.

Vivieron en una cabaina de La selva. Fue su servidor. Atendia a sus
quehaceres, Le preparaba el alimento. Ella trata el agua de una fuente
cercana. Otras veees, tba mds Lejos a lugares gue él desconocia. La esperaba
pacientemente, Y, al verla aparecer, sentia gozo. Ella le enseind el uso de
perfumes Yy adornos, de modo que él pudo prepardrselos. Le ayuds a tocarse
con diademas de flores Yy le arreglaba sus collares de turgquesas y zafiros. Le
enseirs a untarle con una pasta bermeja La palma de las manos y los pies. La
mujer se contemplaba en un espejo, como La esposa en Los muros del templo.
cuando regresaba de sus excursiones desconocidas, él La esperaba en La
puerta de La cabaira Yy Le Lavaba Los pies.



cata la noche Yy La selva se Llenaba de murmullos. Aullabaw las hienas y el
cielo palpitaba. Con voz suave, ella entonaba canciones que describian los
amores divinos. Dormian afuera, entre los drboles. Ella se reclinaba siempre
sobre un costaolo, apoyando su cabeza sobre La palma de wuna mano. EL se
tendia a sus pies.

Ew esos tlempos, parecia como gque ambos estuvieran atentos a sus sueinos. EL
penitente sentin que aquella mujer se estaba transformando en una bmagen
de piedra de los muros del templo. La luna se hizo pequeira y volvié a
Lenarse. Y €L seguia durmiendo a sus pies. Entonces, ella le contd de su
infancia, de Los juegos con otros niinos. Y €l se admirs de saber gue ella era
una muer.

Le plio que también Le hablara de su infancia. Ast Lo hizo el penitente. Pero
conté de dos infancias, una que se desarvollaba aqui, en este tiempo, Yy otra
en un pais del futuro.

Ella no se extrainé por eso. Fijb sus ojos oscuros en un punto Lejano, sobre Las
copas de los drboles Yy Le habls de una ciudad que tenia por nombre Ur. Era
ahi -dijo- dowde habia jugado con otros niiros.

Esa noche Le pLdis que no durmiera a sus pies, sino a su lado izquierdo.
Obedecio el penitente, cruzé sus manos sobre el pecho Yy fij6 su wmirada en el
cielo profundo. Ella se recliné sobre su brazo derecho.

Al dia siguiente, La mujer partis al amanecer Yy regress entrada la noche. Bl
La estuvo esperando, concentrado, tratando de olr sus pisadas avn mds alld
de la selva. Al sentirla Llegar, se levantd Yy lavé sus pies con uncibn.

Ella Le pioio entonces que durmiera a su lado derecho. Y esa noche sintib el
perfumadlo aliento de La mujer en su mejilla. Mantuvo siempre fija su vista
ew el cielo estrellado, Yy, arriba, muy Lejos, Le parecia descubrir el cuerpo del
bailarin azul, danzando frenético e inmbvil ew los jardines celestes, con
todas las virgenes del firmamento, pero con una solamente.

Dias, meses, pasaron asi. Ella partia siempre Yy, a veces, tardaba mucho en
regresar. Una vez le preguntsd donde iba. Ella Le respondis que a visitar a su
martdo.

Comprendia que esa mucjer se estaba transformando en energia dentro de él.
Sw presencia Le despertaba ecos, aioranzas que Llevaba ew st desde siempre.
Una noche soird con altas cumbres nevadas, que no eraw las del Himalaya,
con un pais en los extremos del mundo Yy con una mujer de ojos azules y
cabellera clara, que Lo miraba como si él fuera una ventana y ella pudiera ver
a través suyo. Despertd con el rostro cubierto de LAgrimas, comprendiendo gue



era un sueiro de mil aivos mds. Ella, que dormia ahora a su lado, Le enjugé
las lagrimas con el sart.
-¢Por qué Lloras?

Por primeera vez La vio como a wna extraing.

-Hoy sé€ que mi rueda continuard girando -le respondis.

~También La rueda del que se ha desposaddo en La Copa del Arbol ha
continuado girando. Existe un matrimonlo secreto. Para cumplirse sélo
necesita de la luz de una estrella. Te desposas mirando esa estrella, Y basta
una declaracién de amor transmitida por su luz. Si el mensaje Llega hasta
ti, estds ya desposado ew la eternidad.

-Stento gque me he desposado ast en el futuro -dijo éL.

Llegd La noche en que ella Le enseind a besar. Se recostd desnuda sobre La
hierba y le Llamé a su lado. Le envolvib con sus largos miembros Yy aproximé
sus labios a los del penitente. Fue sélo un roce suave, Lmperceptible, enviuelto
en un perfume de resinas.

Al dia siguiente, ella partis. Y €L supo que no volveria esa noche. Se recling
Junto al umbral y se concentrs intensamente. Tuvo una sospecha: Alguien,
quizés éL wmiswmo, podia estar pensando, o soivando, todo esto.

Sobre el suelo de finas maderas se ha dibujado el nuevo yantra, usdnoose
para ello polvo de oro Yy plata, tierras coloreadas, pasta de sdndalo. Tiene
nueve entradas, pues, ain cuando simboliza el universo, también representa
el cuerpo del hombre. Es un Laberinto. Se haw dibujado, asimismo, un
tridngulo, un cuadrado, un hexégono Yy un cireulo.

Mientras tanto, las viejas mujeres Y los magos consultan a los astros para
conocer st son propielos.

Dentro del yantra hay uwn tripode. Sobre éste un céliz. En el suelo, diversos
manjares Yy dos urnas conteniendo vino Yy agua.

Es de noche.

Llega el iniciado Kaula, cubierto por un a tinica blanca. €L cabello Le cae
sobre Los hombros Yy huele a cenizas. Percibe el yantra y comienza una
danza que se parece a La del ave del paraiso. Busca la entrada que Le
corresponde. La encuentra Yy puede aleanzar el centro.

Se abren Las puertas Y se presentan los testigos, que vienen acompairados de
sus mujeres. Se distribuyen en torno al cireulo, con movimientos rituales.
Ninguno de ellos tocard el centro.




La espera nocturna se prolonga hasta gue aparece La mujer. La siguen sus
servidoras. También La cubre un manto Yy entra en el yantra con Los ojos
cervados, como dormida, pero sin dudar ni confundir los movimientos. Las
servidoras también entran con ella.

EL y ella se reclinan, una al Llado del otro, en La espera.

Se oye una Voz gque invita al festin. Se consagran los manjares con
mantrams Y signos, coreados Y repetidos por las servidoras Yy los huéspedes.
Primero se consagra el agua y el vino:

ilntroduce tu alegria ew este vino para que sea curso de eterna vida felicidad
e indestructible placer! itntroduce La esencia de la ambrosia

la que representa todos Llos sabores

del universo

Y es el esperma de la segunda creaciow de los nacidos dos veces!

Se escancia el vino en el chliz Y se recita el mantram del sol:

iKang, Bang, Tapinyai, Namah! ikKang, Bang, Tapinyait, Namah! iGgang,
Phang, Ngang, Ngang! iChang, Dhang, Jhang, Tang, Nyang! iNang,
Thang, Pang, Thang, BPan!

Se llena tres cuatros de una copa con el vino, el resto con agua Y se recita
ahora el mantram de la luna:

iung, Soma, Mandalaya, Sodaza, Kalatmane, Namah!

Se ha transformado el vino en néctar, destruyéndose la maldicion oque
pesaba sobre éL desde antiguo. Es ahora el wmbgico brebaje, que ayuda a
cruzar el umbral, es sangre del sol y de La luna.

Dentro de La jarra de vino se arrojan dos flores, gue simbolizan el hombre y
la mujer. Se bebe en dos copas, volviéndose hacia el Norte, Luego hacia el Sur.
Se recita un mantram gue comienza por La letra G, en honor a Ghanesa, el
guardidn del unbral.

Cow La primera copa de vino se come carne cocioa; con la segunda, pescaolo;
con La tercera, cereales. Después, se come Lo gque se desee, pues también el
albmento ha sido transformado en carne de un dios.

AL beber La quinta copa de vino, se entonan clnticos Yy se hace sonar un
cuerno roneo. Ya no se bebe mds. La voz invisible describe La cima del monte
Kailas, seiror de Los montes, resplandeciente en pledra oe Luna, con drboles de
sombra tnmbvil, envuelto en la fragawncia de flores alucinadas.

Los iniclados se lLevantan, dejando caer sus mantos. Las servidoras
aproximaw La jarra con agua. Ellos entran en La jarra. Los coros cantan,
describiendo el cuerpo de La mujer. Es el jardin del placer, el templo de La Luna



Y del sol. Su vientre, es el altar del sacrificio; su pelo, es la hierba
sacramental; el dulee vello de sus brazos Y muslos, es el trigo de los campos;
sus pechos henchidos, son como voleanes gue Llenawn de temor reverencial a
las tribus de Las Llanuras; sus largas piernas, sow los caminos que el
peregrino oeberd recorrer. Sus ojos, sow dos estrellas. Sus Lablos, son de Leche
Yy miel.

Ella dice:

-Tengo fuego dentro de mis labios. iven,, aliméntalo con los tuyos, amado,
no retardes!

Sufren un momento de ausencia, una caida en el olvido. Porgue el agua de
la jarra es de ambrosia pura. Al salir del bairo son coronados como rey y
relna por Las servidoras. Tiemen dos varas en sus manos.

El iniciado se sienta cow las piernas cruzadas. Las servidoras levantan a la
mujer, con sus muslos abiertos. La suben a la altura del rostro del hombre y
la van bajando Lentamente de moolo gque roza todo su cuerpo, sus distintos
centros, sus flores, hasta caer suavemente abierta sobre el Lingam.

EL hombre siente que ha penetrado a la mujer, Yendo a una region verde-
oscura, con el sabor de la endrina. La mujer inicia un ritmo Lento, mientras
las servidoras, que estdn también desnudas, reproducen Los gestos Y
acciones de las esculturas del temeplo. Se forma asi un universo gque se agita
con cadencia creciente, al tiempo gque alguien canta:

iOh, Casto, sélo tu esposa existe en el tiempo de La gran dispersién todos Los
otros mueren

Yy aun el ojo abierto del gran Uno se cierral

El ritmo acelera, se hace intenso. La mujer busea sus Labios.

ioh, destructor

el suelo ardido es tu campo de juego

tu arte sow las cenizas de las piras funerarias

tus coronas sow rosarios de craneos!

Sin embargo, ioh dador de bendiciones!,

quien medita en ti obtiene Los auspicios

quien se autocontrola Yy en ti medita

con el pensamiento fijo, ajeno a todo Lo exterior en La manera ordenada por La
Leg

conteniendo su respiracion

sus cabellos erectos de felicidad



sus ojos llenos de Ldgrimas de alegria

Lnmerso en un lago de néctar delicloso

aguél sube a la ctma del kailas

iReverencia a ti, el tres ojos!

Parece como oue La mujer pierde el control. Comienza a gemir Yy sus Labios
abiertos buscawn Los del héroe, penetrdndolos con su lengua hivmeoda.

Las servidoras cantan:

iTervible, bello! icasa oe nuestra seivoral iBosgue de Durgal iHija de
Matanga! iEsposa de Brahma! ikumart, Lakshmi! iPura!l iPural

El concentra su voluntad en el entrecejo, tratando de ausentarse, ain
cuando sin dejar de participar en el drama, en cada uno de sus detalles,
sintiendo a la mujer, sus Labios en sus Labios, sus piernas oprimiendo sus
riirones, sus brazos enlazados en su cuello. La sostiene, tratando de
defenderla de ella misma. tnmévil, hace un signo con La mano gque avn
mantiene Libre. Sin embargo, el ritmo enloguecido estd a punto de
arvastrarle. €s el momento supremo de La prueba. Comprende que deberd
descubrir La salida, en wna dltima inspiracion. Y piensa en La sacerdotisa
muerta.

En ese momento, su semen salta hacla adentro. Y en las raices del drbol
despierta La Serpiente. Como fuego Liquido sube a la cima, hasta la copa,
abriendo a su paso todas las flores de su jardin, haclendo olr La mitsica de Las
entranas.

Abre sus ojos. Con infinita ternura, sostiene a la mujer, Yy Le restaira el suolor
de sangre.

Sin embargo, el festin no ha terminado, porgue ahora deberdn cenar Los
testigos. Y el festin de Los testigos es su propia carne.

Los PLrineos

Se adwmird oel aspecto que presentaba ese dia la ciwdad. Por sus calles se olan
canciones, habia flores en ventanas y puertas.

Marché sin rumbo por Las angostas callejas empedradas, topdnoose a cada
PAsO con musicos que batian panderos, tocaban trompas y flautas, vistiendo
tundieas de vivos colores. Junto a la arcada de una venta, pregunts a una
muchacha por el suceso de aquel dia. Le respondié cque era La Fiesta de Mayo:



-La ultima; porgue el monje Pomingo ha prohibide cantar al ruiseiror. EL ave
me avisa en mi ventana st mi amado vendrd hoy. Las flores que ves e los
dinteles sown para proteger del wmal a La ciwdaol.

-Dime, muchacha -interrumpls el caballero-, épodrias tndicarme donde vive
el Arcediano Sans Morlane? Debo encontrarle.

-Bs un cdtaro. Hoy los chitaros se ocultan; la nguisicion controla La region.
Sblo Montsegur resistird. Pero hoy es la Fiesta de Mayo; todos sow Los otros Yy
nadie es quien es verdaderamente. Los chtaros sow Los romawnos Y los
romanos sow Los cataros; Los maridos sow Los amantes Yy los amantes, los
maridos. EBw este dia, Llos amos sirven a los servidores. Todo es Lo que no es.
-0 Lo que realmente es -musits el caballero.

-Bs una fiesta muy antigua -tereid un anciano que habia escuchado la
conversacion-. Fiesta de Mayo, o Maya.

Se quits la mdéscara Y se vio que era un adolescente. Bn verdad, era una
muchacha que besaba a La muchacha, La que Le devolvié el beso con pasisn,
riendo de placer.

-isea Lo que sea! Nuwncea Lo sabré ew este dia -exclamé. En verdad era un
trovadoy.

Ew el atardecer, el caballero Logrd encontrar a Sans Morlane. Le halld en La
catedral, hacia la entrada de la nave izguierda, parado sobre La losa de una
tumba. Estaba embozado en una capa azul.

-Me haw dicho que ti podris ayudarme a entrar a Montsegur. -¢Eres por
acaso un chtaro? éHas recibido el consolamentum?

-No, pero he tenido un sueiro de amor. He visto a mi amada al otro Lado de un
puente levadizo, junto a la entrada de un castillo, que tiene cinco puertas, Y
ella me decia algo cuyo secveto deberé guardar. SE que tendré que cruzar ese
puente antes de gue Las cineo entraodas se cierven, en definitiva.

-Montsegur sblo tiene dos entradas, una al Norte Yy otra al Sur. Realmente,
tiene una sola, pues La del Norte estd reservada para Los Perfectos.

-Dos nombres he escuchado en sueiros: Montabor Yy Montsegur... -¢Eres un
cataro?

-Si o Lo fuera, icémo conoceria tu nwombre? iComo sabrin gque estls muerto Y
que ahora te hallas parado sobre La losa de tu tumba?

-Tilenes razén. Sélo alguien gue viva en el futuro, que venga a visitarnos
desde el futro Y ya no nos pueda hacer daino. Ve a Fanjeaux, busea all al
ultimo chtaro. Le encontrards seteclentos ainos mds tarde. Se llama Rogues



Marceaw. Y st puedes, ve también a Esclermunda. Bwn verdad, ella es una
paloma.

EL caballero abandons La ciudad de carcasona, Llena de floves Yy cantos de
rulseiror, para alcanzar hasta Fanjeaux, cubierta de nubes bajas, con ruido
de armas Y una pesada atmosfern de guerra. En una calleja perdida,
encontré al altimo chtaro, Rogques Marceau. Le wird a Los ojos Y no necesits
decirle nada. EL hombre Le reconocts.

-En alguna parte nos hewos visto -dijo--. évienes a que te haga el hordscopo,
0 & que te trace Los colores de tu alma? EL mozuelo no estd conmigo esta vez
para pasarme los pinceles.

-No, sélo vengo a gque me seirales el camino de Montsegur.

-De nuevo preguntas por un monte. Te Lo dije ya en alguna parte, Montsegur
wo estd afuera, sino adentro de ti. éPor qué sigues buscando en Lo externo?
-Debo ir. Ademds, deseo ver a Esclermunda, st esto avun fuera posible. Dicen
que ella construys Montsegur. -Siguiendo el camino de Los sueiros -dijo el
ultbmo chtaro.

Le guio por unas callejuelas hasta el lugar donde setecientos airos antes se
levantara el castillo de Fanjeaux, en la Ria de Castello.

-iPura ruinal iNada queda ya, ni una piedra sobre piedras!

-Bs que has regresado muy tarde, cuando haw transcurrido siglos desde que
el castillo de fuera tomado Yy destruido...

-A veces creo estar soinando. No sé st he soivado el pasado o el futuro.
-Bscucha, Yya que has venido nuevamente, te revelaré el secreto. All4, en La
base del monte, en un rectnto sombrio, en una celda cuadrangular, duerme,
desde tiempos inmemoriales, una bella mujer. Nadie La ha despertado. Se dice
que los Perfectos La mantienen dormida a la espera de alguien que vendri de
lejanas tierras Yy tiempos. Cuando despierte, se destruird Montsegur Y Llos
Perfectos pereceran en el fuego.

-Vengpo a luchar por Montsegur. No seré Yo quien despierte a esa dormida.
-Los Perfectos saben Lo gque hacen, no se equivocan. Sow dirigidos desde
afuera de ellos mismos, por alguien que les piensa o sueira. Tal vez por La
Dama que duerme. La destruceion de Montsegur es su triunfo. ive Y
despierta a la Dama! iSalva a Montsegur!

Cow el corazén oprimido, el caballero se alejs del iltimo chtaro. Sentia
hawmbre Yy sed. Bntrd en una posada y pidié de comer. Bn la ristica mesa se
sentd uwn trovador.



-Awntaino, éramos Los escultores del templo. Hoy Lo reconstruimos con
nuestros versos.

-¢Crees en La reencarnacibw, juglar? éNo te esté ello prohtbido?

-Mis maestros, Los Perfectos, creen en la reencarnacion. No nos estd aun
permitido cantarla en nuestras trovas, pero st Montsegur vence,
empezaremos, poco a poco, a vevelarla. Estia contemplado en el plan aun
cuando Los Perfectos parecieran dudar de si serd bueno entregar La creencia a
todo el mundo. Sélo Los que han recibido el Consolamentum se hallan
preparados.

-Y ti, ¢has recibioo el Consolamentum?

-Soy ciego -dijo el trovador.

-éPor qué no cantas, para alegrar mi corazén? EL trovador pulss su lacd:
Construyo un castillo

noble Yy gentil

Tan hdbilmente como puedo

Dulce en las raices

Gqrande Yy pequeno

Lleno de cantos de aves

Sus domintos se extienden

Bellos como ninguno

Ese castillo es el

casttllo del amor

Seinor de seinores

Y del castillo las altas torves

Donde el extranjero encontrard

A su dama

Y blancos corderos

Cowmo simbolos de amor

A reposa la amada

Que tmplora con dulzura

Por La proteccion de su bien

En el instante de gran necesidad

La primera puerta estd siempre abierta La segunda estd cervada

Y es sélo para Los preferidos

Se deberd abrir con un beso puro

Una vez que esa puerta se ha franqueado Ya wo hay mdés defensas

ew el castillo



Pero quien pasa ese Limite

Y wo avanza ain mis

Atrae su mal fin

No es digwno del amor

La gran sala Y el techo que La cubre

Sow para acariciar Largamente

Y para dormir muy juntos

Desnudos con tu amiga

Las puertas Yy ventanas

Sow hechas de bellos semblantes

Los muros espesos de piedra oscura

Son males Yy tormentos de la ausencia que se hace

Sufrir al suplicante

Hasta que wo revele

Sus mds delicados sentimientos

Las aleobas estdwn hechas de entregas De discrecion tenida por preciosa Bwn las
cocinas Yy en la gran sala

No hay mdés fuego que el amor Aquel que logra entrar ew el castillo Deberd
ser su defensor

Encontrard alll seguridad al fin

Y wada que perder

Porque las Leglones

venlidas de las distancias

No podrian penetrar

B un castillo tan seguro

€ tnviolable

Residencia a la que pertenezeo Estas sow las palabras

Y el mensaje

Que de Lejos te son enviaoos

calls el trovador. EL caballero se habia dormido con La cabeza reclinada en un
brazo ew La ristica wmesa de La posada. Soivaba de nuevo con el puente
levadizo. En el otro extremo aparecia siempre La dama vestida con una tinica
alba. Le decia Las palabras que éL guardaba como su mds preciado secreto:
"Vew, apresirate, cruza el puente. Yo soy ti'.

EL caballero partis solo Y se perdis en los montes. Bncontrd una gruta Y se
refugis en ella. ALLL permanecis dias, tal vez meses.



Hasta la gruta Llegé el trovador, trayéndole alimento. Fue su compairero
Lnvistble.

-Has hecho bien en venlr a una gruta. Los Perfectos hawn grabado signos en
estos muros. Mira ese pez, esa paloma, Y ese rostro.

El caballero descubrié el vostro ew La roca de La gruta, en el lugar mds
sombrio. Era un rostro de mujer, cow Los cabellos sueltos Yy, en su mirada, en
todo, tenia un togque primigenio que Le Llenaba de recogimiento. EL diseiro del
rostro estaba realizado por las hendiduras y promontorios en la hiimeda roca.
Tal vez fuera dibujado por Los hielos de una edad perdida, o por hombres de
una raza muerta. Habia algo que impulsaba a adorarlo. Hizo su santuario
de ese rincon de la gruta.

Lejos, se deslizaba el torvente. En La soledad de Las woches, ola voces, como
venidas de un tiempo Lejanisimo. Las palabras le eran tncomprensibles, pero
estabawn alli, como suspendidas en el aire hiimedo.

Vino el trovador Yy cantd nuevamente:

como dijera Perceval En Los tiempos en gqué el vivia

Sé tan fuerte Yy maravilloso Que no puedas pedir

A quien sirves

La Lanza y el Ggrial

Ello te estard prohibido iML Dama! Frente a tu Belleza

Yo Lo olvido todo

Sélo deseo implorarte

Y wo Lo puedo

iYo sélo sweiro...!

El caballero empezs a vivir en sueiros. EL aire enrarecido de La caverna era
propieio a las alucinaciones. Parecible que una mujer entraba a la gruta. No
tenia rostro. Caminaba hasta el fondo, tomaba el rostro de La roca Yy se Lo
colocaba sobre el cuerpo.

-Ahora puedo hablarte, porgue tengo boca -dijo, con majestad-. Puedo hacerlo
en nombre de todos ellos, porque soy el Maestro de sus Maestros. Los Perfectos
me pertenecen totalmente. Vengo de Lejos. Con Los cdtaros Y Los trovadores me
estoy apoderando de toda esta regidw. Soy la Madre. Sélo Yo conozeo el
secreto.

-Me parece que Ya he otdo en algin otro lugar esas palabras -replics el
caballero-. Mejor seré que pregunte directamente a Los Perfectos.
"Apresirate”, Le dijo una voz, parecida a la del trovador. "porgue luego,
cuando todo desaparezea, Lo que ocurrird muy pronto, Yya wo habrd ningun



medio de enterarse de La verdad. Nadie sabrd quiénes fueron realmente Los
Perfectos, ni qué fue con certeza Montsegur.”

EL caballero salib de la gruta Yy Llamé a voces al trovador. Los ecos del monte
Le respondieron. Esa noche durmis de bruces sobre La hierba.

De amanecida, el trovador Le trajo Leche de cabras montaraces.

-éponde te ocultas? Te he Llamado a gritos. iSabes cudnto tiempo mds deberé
pensar ew este gruta? Debo Lr a Montsegur. Se wme ha dicho que me gueda
poco tiempo, gue el castillo estd sitiado.

-Se dice que La preparacion dura veinte airos...Cudnto Llevas agui?

-varios siglos -dijo el caballero-. Déjame sacar cuentas. Estamos
acerchndonos al airo 1244, Y Yo vengo del 900, en Asia... St, en verdad, son
sblo minutos.

Pasarow la primavera Y el verano. Transcurrieron del siguiente modo: Con
wna cancién el trovador Los hizo irse.

He aqui la canso:

Languam Ui jorn lone en may

Mes belhs dous chans d'auzelhs de lohn € quan mi suy partiz de lay
Remembram d'un amor de Lonn vaw de talan embrone e clis

Nom platz plus que L'yvern getalatz.

Comenzd a caer La nieve. Estalactitas crecieron en la caverna. Sin embargo,
el caballero wo sintié el frio. Ya no estaba alll. viajaba en un estado especial,
como de sueino.

La primera vez aleanzé sin vacilaciones hasta el pie de una montaina Yy
ascendis por un angosto sendero. En la empinada cumbre, se divisaba una
casa de piedra. Se encontrd en una plataforma frente a unas grandes
puertas gue fueron abriéndose hacia un tinel excavado en el monte. Penetrd
por el pasaje iluminado con luz que no era de antorcha. Al final del tinel
habia un espacio redondo. Se abrié otra puerta Y el caballero se encontrs en
un cuatro cerrado, brillando con Luces de espejos. EL cuarto ascendié hacia la
cima, por el centro de La montaina. EL caballero tba alli comprendiendo gue
esto no era del tiempo de su historia, ni de Montsegir. Se habia pasaoo ew Los
siglos, estaba ascendiendo un monte paralelo, al Lado opuesto del
acontecimiento. Alguien miraba arviba, a través de un Largo tubo, sostenido
con ambas manos sobre un ojo. Al verle LLegar, dijo:

-iviajero, sigue tu camino, retorna a tu tiempo!

Abajo, a Los pies de la montaira, se extendia w lago de sombrias aguas verdes.



Atn cuando aguello no era de Montsegiur ni del tiempo de Montsegitr, algo
tendria gque ver con Montsegitr. Porgue, st no icomo habria ido a dar alli el
caballero?

En un niuevo intento, aleanzs por fin su objetiva. Arribb exactamente en el
espacio, en La lmagen gue se conserva en el espacio; pero, de nuevo, errd en el
tiempo.

Lo que aparecia ew la cima de la montaina era una rubna. La ruina de
Mowntsegir. S6lo sus muros se preservaban, en parte. Al pie del monte, el
caballero Los contemplaba. EL dia era de una luminosidad transparente. La
luz producia un murmullo sobre La corteza de hielo Yy nieve. Comenzs a
ascender. Llegb junto a un monolito, en gue se habia grabado algunas
palabras y una fecha. distante, aparecian avin los muros en ruina. Toms el
sendero que seguia hasta Lla cumbre, ascendiendo al comienzo sin mayor
dificultad. Mas, pronto, sus pies empezaron a resbalar en el hielo ode La
pendiente y Le fue bmposible continuar.

cabizbajo, Lleno de pesar, se alejé de aguel sitio. De tanto en tanto, iba
volviendo La cabeza. Se detuvo en un recodo para contemplar por iltima vez
la ruina del castillo. La soledad esa total ese dia. Sélo Los restos de Los viejos
muros de Montsegiur. Arriba, unos brazos se abrieron mplorantes. Desde esa
luz en movimientos de Lla cima, la aleanzs un mensaje de transparencia y
amor desconociolos.

La visiow e esas brazos de piedra, abiertos sobre La ruina de la cumbre,
contra un horizonte nevado, como st fueran alas, Le conmovié hondamente.
Cow la mirada puesta en la montaina, rectbis el mensaje en actitud de
entrega, deseando prolongar esa seinal.

At cuando wo habta alcanzado La cumbre, errando nuevamente en el
tiempo, el mensaje recibido era un indicio de que arriba le habian visto y Le
esperaban. No estaba preparado aun. Tendria que volver a su caverna Y
contemplar por mds tiempo el rostro de La Madve.

El rostro no estaba alli. Lo buscd afanosamente, siguiendo Las hendiduras de
La piedra, rompiendo con las manos La capa de hielo. Le asalts La duda de que
la mujer que entrd en la gruta Y se colocs el rostro, como una méiscara, se Lo
habria Llevado consigo. En ese caso, tendria que salir a buscarla. Aparecis
wna sombra Luminosa.

Cow los pies desnudos, cubierta con un largo camisén blanco, cruzs el
umbral, marchando cast sin rozar el suelo, ni tocar Las estalactitas. Con Los
brazos extendidos Y Los ojos fijos, se dirigis hasta el fondo, al umbrio rincon,



Yy alli se sewtd por un instante, en posicion tnmovil, desprendiendo una
suave claridad de todos sus miembros.

-Bscuché tu llamada y vengo a pedirte que me sagues del sueiro. Duermo por
edades. Hasta que no despierte, al fonoo de mi caverna, wo serd posible
destruir a Montsegitr.

-He venido a luchar por Montsegiur -vepitié el caballero. -La destrucceion de
Mowntsegur es su salvacion.

Se levantd, siempre con los brazos extendidos, Yy se volvié para irse como sobre
un rayo de luz blanca. un perfume a flores afiebradas, a tumbas antiguas,
queds flotando en el aire de La caverna.

Las Ldgrimas corrian por el vostro del caballero; porgue ew las delicadas
manos, entre dos de sus finos dedos, habia descubierto una mancha blanca.
-iLepra, reconozeo esa antigua lepral —exclamd. Y, de hinojos:

-iObedeceré, tus brdenes! iTe despertaré, auncue se destruya Montsegir!
iPorgue no deseo gue el cielo me ayude, ni wme dé alegria si no es a través de
til..

Ella dormia, se dice, desde hace siglos, en La base de La montaira donde se
edificara el castillo de Montsegiur. AlLL La encontraron los Perfectos, Yy La
dejaron dormir porgque sablan que al despertarla vendria el fuego gue
devoraria el castillo Yy sus celdas. Sin embargo, esperaban el acontecimiento
con serenidad, en ese especial estado que produce el amor fatt.

El castillo tenia wn corredor secreto que se comunicaba con La base de La
montaina. Abajo, sobre uw lecho de piedra, en una habitacién cuadrada,
dentro de un circulo, sumergida en una substancia especial, cubierta con un
velo transparente, como de novia, ella dormia. Cruzaba sus manos sobre el
pecho Y sus bucles le bajaban hasta la cintura. Sus pies de nieve estaban
desnudos Yy de toda ella se desprendia una vibracién que quemaba como el
hielo. Bra esto Lo que hacia conocer gue no estaba muerta, sino dormida.

A witad de la noche, a veces, se levantaba sin hacer ruido y ascendia
dormida el Largo corvedor ew espiral, hasta Llegar a la cumbre del monte. Los
Perfectos, que vigilabaw estdticos, sabian de inmediato gque ella se habia
levantado de su Lecho, de su tumba, en el fondo de la montaira Yy gue venia
subtendo. No hactan ni decian nada. Unicamente aumentaban sw
concentracién. Adentro del castillo mds de un caballero, mds de un servidor,
sentiria pasar wna sombra blanca por Las habitaciones, La veria acercarse un
instante al fuego de La gran sala, como queriendo calentar sus miembros,
para sequir de largo por Los corredores apenas tluminados por Las estrellas,



hastiar a detenerse junto a un centinela de guardia en una encunmbrada
torre. Més de wno suspiraria en sueiros al sentirla pasar.

Y en La torve mds alta, ella atisbaba las distancia con sus o0jos que no ven,
recorriendo el valle, La selva, para descubrir si su caballero vewdria al fin.
Después de La primera visita, dejé de ir por largo tiempo. Volvis el trovador con
su laud; se sents bajo uwn Grbol nevado, Y Le explico:

-Bste camino que tu inicias, fue revelado al primer trovador por un haledn
paraodlo ew La rama dorada oel mds antiguo drbol del Edén. Eres ahora el
suplicante... Solo quien esté preparado alcanzard a Mowntsegir.

Regreso ella, al fin. Sin entrar en La gruta, Le dijo;

-Sentémonos agqui un instante Y conversemos. Puedes ver bien que estoy por
entero a tu disposicion. No wme defiendo de ti. Eres gracioso Yy bello. Entonces,
el caballero voled su corazdn:

-Tus ojos dormidos no pueden contemplar tu bella imagewn; pero mis palabras
encontraran de algin modo el camino gque alcance hasta tu sueino. Tus pies
son menudos Yy finos Y dejan manchas de sangre sobre La nieve. Hay
también en ellos arena de Los desiertos. Tus largas plernas son columnas de
templos Yy senderos que deberé recorrver. Tu vientre, es el altar donde ofician
las tribus lejanas. Tu pecho es La cima del monte donde duermes. Tu frente,
como el disco de la luna, es La puerta del castillo al que aspiro a entrar. Tus
0jos, son el puente gque ain no cruzo Y el mensaje que e Llega en la noche
siw estrellas. Tus pélidas manos, tus afinados dedos, portan La huella de Los
sepuleros que pugnas por abrir con desesperaciom; marcas e

calls el caballero. Ella se irguib con un estremecimiento Y siglos...

Vino a buscarle con sus brazos extendidos, con sus manos moviéndose en el
aire quebradizo, en procura oe sw rostro.

“Bello amigpo, st jamds fueras wmio... iAh, st me es dada una noche para
acostarme a tu Lado con el placer de oprimirte entre mis brazos desnudos! iTe
doy mi corazém, mi alma, wmis ojos y mi vida!

SuUs manos encontraron su rostro. Lo atrajo muy suavemente. Sucspimwolo,
apenas, posb sus labios ew los de éL. Y se fue, sin pisar sobre el hielo.

EL trovador, omnipresente, volvié a traerle el alimento Yy a mantener el fuego..
El castillo del amor tiene cinco entradas -decia-. Te faltan adn tres por
descubrir. Esta ve no cantaré mds, porgue wada podria agregar a Lo que aqui
se ha dicho.

El arvobamiento Llenaba ahora Los dias del caballero con una especial
luminosidad y con un calor duleisimo. Marchaba por entre La vegetacion del



bosque blanco, descubria un sentido especial en La catoa de un copo de nieve,
en el vielo repentino oe un ave, en su aterido grito sobre las cumbres, sin
poder olvidar un tnstante el Leve beso que rectbiera de La dorwmida. vivia més
en ella que en €L, envuelto, en esas altas soledades, en el perfume de su sueiro.
El trovador vino con La woticia de La proxima visita. Se la anuncié a La
entrada de la gruta.

Prepara tu wmorada. Hoy vendrd de nuevo Y te entregard un dow del cielo.

La sintlé aproximarse, avn Lejos; perclbis el movimiento de sus manos al
desprenderse de su pecho, el suspiro doliente de La dormioda en su tumba de
piedra, en La raiz del monte. La escuchd levantarse, para venir con sus pasos
quedos por Los pasillos en penumbra, acercéwndose a Las fogatas, despertando
el fuego de los aposentos, Y los suspiros de Los caballeros Yy centinelas cue
percibian también sus pasos. Sintis su atmostera helada, su presencia de
sondmbula. A wmedida que ella se acercaba al bosque, a sw caverna, un
temblor ascenodente Le envolvia, una parilisis dificil de vencer. v fue de este
woolo como La vio Llegar.

Le mird sin verle. Dejb caer su Vestido, con lentitud. Primero fueron sus
hombros, Luego el pecho, el vientre, hasta quedar desnuda, vibrando, y con Lla
sonrisa triunfante del rostro de La Madre al fondo de La edad de Los glaciares.
El caballero, sin moverse, con un temor sobrenatural, contemplaba el cuerpo
desnudo de su Seirora, repitiendo todo el tiempo una sola palabra. Del cuerpo
se desprendia una substancia tmpalpable, que se Le comunicaba. Sin
palabras, ella le revelaba parte del wisterio.

¢Cubdndo pasard este pélido invierno, cubdndo se irGn las nieves Y se
precipitard el torremte? évolverd a cantar el ruiseinor?

El cruel tnterrogante pendia como wna espada sobre Las cumbres.

Ella volvis. caminé sin titubear hasta el lecho de ramas Y pellizeos. venia
desnuda. Con sus delicadas mawnos desvistié al caballero. Se tendié a su
Lado, cruzé Los brazos sobre el pecho, clavé sus ojos muy abiertos en el techo ole
la gruta y dijo, dentro del sueiro:

-Ccaballero, no soy Yo quien viene, eres tix quien ha tdo hasta wmi lecho, en el
monte; has estaolo ew el cireulo de mi tumba de piedra, donde estoy muerta, o
quizés sblo duerma. Confio en gque me despertaris, haciendo tnicamente
aquello que te es permitido. Necesito de tus caricias. Comienza por mis
cabellos; oprime ahora mis pechos. Dembrate agqui un momento. Hay aht dos
pequeiros frutos gque se abren al contacto de la yema de tus dedos, también de
tus Labios. Baja ahora hasta Le vientre; es el cielo hondo de la noche. Apoya



agqui tu cabeza y escucha como late un corazén sombrio. Situs manos, que
tiemblan, van ahora por mis piernas, has de saber que ew ellas siempre hay
un dngel esperando. Te daré refugio en mis rodillas. Seiror, iqué dulce eres!
Alcanza hasta wmis ples, dos pdjaros ateridos...

Tewmblaba, a punto de despertar del sueiro. En su casi vigilia, aproximé su
cuerpo al caballero, envolviéndole en un abrazo en que Le devolvia todo el
calor que Le robara. Sus mawnos Le acariciabawn, tocando centros también
dormidos en el hombre. Las manos de la mujer resucitaron La otra carne.
Cown gran esfuerzo, mantenia €L su mente en el blanco. Comprendia que
debia dejarla hacer a ella. un fallo, un fervor indebido Yy todo se habria
perdido para siempre. Ella no despertaria ya de su profundo sueiro.
Mowntsegur no seria devorado por el fuego. iCubdntos amantes fracasarian en
esta prueba final de L'Asag, sin poder despertar a La dormida!

-Amado, descansa tu cabeza en wmi pecho.. Despierta también de tu sueiro.
Porgue ti también duermes. Empezaremos a Vivir ahora tu sueiro despierto.
El vostro aparecis de nuevo, al fowdo de La gruta. Con una tnsinuante
expresion, se hizo witioo, se desprendis. -iven, poséeme como un guerrero! Te
daré wmi corazéw para gue Lo devores. Bebamos nuestras sangres.

-Es taroe -respondis el caballero-. Tal vez st hubieras venido antes, st no te
hubteras tdo... EL amor tiene un solo deseo: La fusiéon de Los corazones. EL
rostro se esfumd en el muro.

Regress entonces La despierta. Le envolvib en sus brazos Y Le besé con Los
Lablos entreabiertos, suspirando. De este modo le entregs sw corazon.

-Cow este beso, amigo, te doy mi corazéw. Tiewes ahora dos corazownes. iDame
el tuyo para poder vivir!

El caballero Le devolvis el beso. Y también suspirando, e entregs el corazin.
Desputs, sentado a la entrada de la gruta, vepetia:

-ML corazéw estd ew ella, todo entero, Y mi espiritu va en pos de éL. BL corazén
es un espejo donde el amante ve a su amada.

Habia entrado a Mowntsegiir. Penetrd con ella, con La gque tenia sw corazbw.
Pero no necesité moverse de Lla gruta; porque ahora vivia aqui y alld, al
mismo tiempo. Sabia Lo que ella hacia; en especial, Lo que ella sentia. Y ella
estaba en éL. Anmbos pensabawn cown el corazdén, habian cambiado el centro de
sus pensamientos, hactendo del pensamiento un corazdn. Un centro, ubicado
en ese sitlo, se habia ablerto, junto con el despertar. Y el hombre comenzaba a
soinay Los suweinos de ella, compartia sus vistones. Y ella soinaba Los de éL. €L
tewia ahora el corazén de wna mujer yella el de un howbre. Y esos corazownes




tenian cuerpos. EL del caballero tenia el cuerpo de ella; un cuerpo Y uw rostro
de mauder. Y el de ella tewia Los del hombre. Y estos corazownes, que habian
adquirido asi mayor vida, eran un corazéw cow alas que se transportaba por
Los espactos Y visitaba el castillo Yy la gruta, La cbvma Yy La base, stn que
pudleran herirlo wi detemerlo Los e\ilércitos enemLoos. Una eseneia sutil, como
uw cuerpo de aire, se habia desprendido Y se les traspasaba, adguiriendo vida
adewntro, de modo que ahora éL era ella y ella era éL.

Llegé el fin de las nieves en los Pirineos. EL caballero salis de la gruta y fue
hacia Montsegir. Su corazén conocia Yya el rumbo. No podia ervar. Por el
camino, se le unté el trovador. EL caballero Le saluwdd, dicténdole:

-ivamos al combate! ivamos a destruir en nosotros todo Lo gue pueole perecer!
canta una cancibn que nos ayude a cruzar Las filas de Los ejéreitos
enemLoos.

€l trovador tomwd su Lavd Y canto:

Mucho me place el alegre tiempo cuce hace nwacer hojas Y flores Me place oir el
dichoso rutdo

De los pdjaros gue hacen resonar Sus cantos por el bosque

Y we place ver sobre los prados Tiendas y pabellones levantados

Y tengo gran alegria

cuando veo alineados por el cuerpo Caballeros y caballos armados

Me place en mi valentin

Ver castillos fuertemente asediados

En todo su contorno de fosos cerraodos

También wme place cuando un Seirora, es el primero en invadir A caballo, sin
miedo, bien armado

Me place su valiente bravura

Y correriwn en desorden Los caballos Relinchardw por doguier

Ewn La arboleda, sin dueiro los caballos... Y Yo te digo: iQuédate ya en paz!
Subteron el sendlero del monte hasta La empinada cumbre. Y se encontraron
frente a la entrada del castillo de Montsegiar.

Al otro extremo, en el umbral, Le esperaba ella. -Yo soy tix -Le dijo.

Y €L pudo cruzar ahora ese umbral.

El trovador entrd a la zaga del caballero, como si fuera su sombra. Mas su
historia termina aqui. EL mismo Lo dice, antes de desaparecer:

-Tu historia de amor no es La nuestra, caballero; es wmds secreta Y wmis
antigua. Es la leyenda de amor sin amor, gue se perdiera en el Diluvio. Sélo




me es dado vislumbrarla. En nuestras historias no hay uw caballero, sino
un plebeyo Y una reina. Pero tu dama dormida es una reina que viaje a
través de las edades Yy ama a su igual, a un rey.

Asl se despidis el trovador.

El caballero siguid su camino, conducido por su dama.

En la gran sala cuadrangular del castillo, sentados en tormo a una mesa
redonda, Le recibieron Los caballeros defensores de Montsegitr. Cada uno tenia
a sw lado a una mujer.

Swdama cruzé el cireulo. EL permanecis en pie, esperando. Ella Le pregunts: -
ML dulce amigo, iqué ha sucedido a wi corazén?

-Late agqui en wmi pecho, seivora, con dos golpes a La vez, que van repitiendo tu
nombre Y el mio. Bs un espejo, un reloj de arena, que mee dice Lo que ain me
falta...

Hubo un gesto de aprobacién dentro del cireulo. Y €l pudo ahora entrar alli y
sentarse junto a sw dama, pasando a formar parte del reducido grupo de
caballeros que participarian en La batalla final de Montsegir.

Le fue mostrando las celdas, las disposiciones de Las torres, Los corvedores
secretos. También Le enseind el recinto en La base del monte, donde guardara
por edades el tesoro de Los cataros.

Desde Las altas almenas Le seiralaba Las cumbres Y los valles. En la luz
mortecina el crepisculo, Le explicaba:

-El sol se pone sobre estas cimas que por siglos fueran refugios de hombres
puros Yy de magos. cuando las grandes aguas desbordadas sumergieron el
continente central de los hombres dioses, cuando La tercera luna cays sobre La
tierra, aqui se guardarow las claves salvadas del diluvio. Ellas van
circulando de mundo en mundo. Lo gque se ha Llamado Grial, es una piedra
celeste que cayd sobre nuestro astro, al partirse en mil pedazos la Corona de
Luzbel, en su combate estelar. Sélo cuando se junten los pedazos dispersos,
Luzbel podra ser vindicaoo. Porgue €L es La Estrella de La Maiiana, La Estrella
de EL-Ella, el guardidwn de nuestro amor. La piedra aqui catoa, es esencial
para reconstruir La Corona. Brilla mds que el sol, es fuego helado, es luz
blanca. Su contacto une Lo disperso, retorna a los comienzos. La encuentran
sélo Lo que caminan hacia atrds. También wne todo cuanto se ha separado en
ti; porgue tu eres La Corona despedazaoa, Los astros esparcidos por el
firmamento. Bse secreto talismbn nos une a ti Yy a mi en la Bstrella de BL-
Ella. 8w cada astro del cielo hay un trozo de la Corona rota, Y la raza
humana tendré que ir a buscarlo; pero sélo cuando haya encontrado el que




en La tierva se guarda podrd tewer éxito en su basqueda cosmica. De mano en
mawno ha tdo el tesoro. Vino de Oriente, salis por La puerta sur de un templo, o
de una montaina. EBn el talismébwn estd grabado el secreto en lengua
indescifrable, con signos desconocidos. cuando Montsegir caiga Y el
talismdn sea Llevado a tiervas mds Lejanas, su vibracién, su no revelada
historia, transformard el alma de Los peregrinos que aun visitew estas
rutnas...

La delicada mano, con una palida mancha entre el anular Y el indice, se
levawnte contra el sol del atardecer, para seiralarle Las distintas cumbres:
-Alla se encuentran las cavernas Yy la Montaina Negra, donde se prepara a Los
buscadores. Nos separa de ese otro monte el Lago de la Muerte. Cuando
Mowntsegur sea consumiolo por el fuego, el tesoro deberd ser transportado de
centro en centro, hasta alcanzar un dia la montaina gque ha Y en venus, su
ultbmo refuglio, donde reconstruiremos, con un trozo tervestre, la Corona, tal
como fuera de hermosa antes de romperse...

Muchas veces recorrid el castillo, desde su base subterrdnea hasta Las
almenas mas empinadas, pero nunca cruzs La puerta del Novte.

-Conozeo Ya biew este castillo -dijo-; Lo he recorrido muchas veces; me siento
uwn prisionero, como si al ir Y venir, me estuviera topando en un punto alto,
en una ultima almena. Antes de La batalla final, plenso que deberia cruzar
la puerta del Norte Y visitar a los Perfectos, para que ellos we preparen.
Llévame a cruzar esa puerta...

Ella le siguis hasta el umbral de La puerta Norte del castillo.

Y €L supo que deberia continuar solo, Junto al abismo, habia un aire seco Y
transparente. Un pequeiro hacinamiento de cabairas entre ralas verduras Y
piedras. U rocio de luz worada Yy una tenue brisa.

Aun habia nieve en la clma. Avanzs hacta wna cabaina al borde del
precipicio. No tenia ventanas Y su angosta puerta estaba abierta. Una como
luz violeta Le hizo detenerse en el umbral. Sentado sobre el swelo, con el busto
erguido, Yy las piernas cruzadas; se hallaba el Perfecto. Tenla Los ojos abiertos
e inexpresivos; una sonrisa, no de la boca, sino de la luz que e envolvia y
que L mismo proyectaba, parecia estar insinudndose. Tal vez no se
encontraba alli, porgque cuando habls, su voz wo se escuché en sus Labios, gue
permanectan inmoviles, sino un poco hacia el techo de la cabaira:



-Dlaus Vos benesiga.

Permanecis largo rato ew silencio. Le costaba hablar. La lengua y los labios
se hactan como de piedra. -uiero saber, -dijo al fin- iddnde estamos?

-¢No comprendes, viajero -respondis la voz- que visitas wna ruina de un
castillo destruioo hace setecientos airos, que todo Lo que dentro del castillo
has visto no es sino la sombra de algo que fue en la tierra Yy que ahora se
transporta en La luz de un astro? AlLL también voy. Bn verdad, ti has venido
ew el futuro. Debo adwmirarme de que hayas podido cruzar los envevesados
planos de La luz. Te has extraviado, o te has trasplantado a un tiemepo
paralelo, donde también existe Monsegir Yy se cumple eternamente La historia
andloga de su catda; pero con wna tntensidad diferente. Hay tlempos
paralelos, hay planos que no se tocan, atn cuando se entreveren, hay
acontecimientos semejantes, simultdneos, como ecos de campanas dentro de
universos cerrados Y gue no se afectan mutuamente. Ast, aquello gque
acontects ew La tierra, ha tewnioo existemeia anterior, o stmultdnen, en alguna
otra concentracion de la luz, de un modo parecido, pero a Lla vez diferente.
ALLL estamos, entonces, tie Y Yo, en aquel otro drama de Mowntsegirr, tgual,
pero distintos adentro.

Stempre como vinitendo de arriba, del techo de La cabaira, quizds desole ese
otro tiempo semejante, continus La voz del perfecto:

-Nos oponiamos al matrimonio Yy a la fornicacién de Llos cuerpos, porque ellos
producen el hijo de La vida; pero no nos opontamos a la fornicacién de la
mente, al matrimonio mental, como se practicaban en la ceremonia secreta,
ew la cdwmara de La tniciaclén del castillo. Este fue el no revelado secreto, el
tesoro de Los cataros.

Se cuenta gque un poco antes de La caida del castillo, cuatro caballeros
lograrown descolgarse desde La cima, valiéndose de un cordén plateado, cue
resistis firmemente, sin romperse. Llevabawn el talismdn, el tesoro. Los
nombres de tres de ellos se conocen. EL del cuarto, no.

Los Andes

El sol del wmediodia penetraba con suave rumor por entre Las hqjas Y los
helechos. Arauwcarias, raulls, copihues rojos, cubiertos de gotas temblorosas de
Uuvia. Bn la penumbra, un olor intenso a tierra mojada Y ese incesante
murmullo de la luz, como misica de La selva.



"Este bosque es puro”, pensaba el hombre; "sus peligros sow para el alma; se
hallaw en el ansia que despierta esta Luz Yy en Las tribus de seres invisibles
que parecieran habitarlo".

Su caballo, con una estrella blanca en la frente, quizds viera los fantasmas,
pues dilata sus narices Yy relincha. Toma un sendero que atraviesa un claro
Y le conduce fuera del bosque. Bn el horizownte, al final del valle, se extienden
las cumbres nevadas de Los Andes.

Al atardecer, el hombre se detiene. Amarra su cabalgadura en la rama de un
arbol Yy comienza a escalar en direccion de una abertura en La pared del
monte. Ve que una sombra baja en su direccion, con los brazos extendidos.
La cubre un poncho que flota en La brisa del crepisculo. Es un anciano de
barba y cabellos largos. Al encontrarle, a witad de la pendiente, parece nwo
verle. Sus manos se posan primero en sus hombros, luego suben hasta su
rostro Yy Lo recorren. Se detienen en su pelo.

El siente una extraina emocion, como si esto Le hubiera sucedido antes Yy esas
manos modelaran su rostro alguna vez.

Estdn ahora sentados junto al fuego. BL viegjo tiene Los ojos azules Yy muertos.
€l homtbre habla:

-No me extraina gque seas clego, pero st que seas blanco. Pensé encontrar agqui
a wn mapuche, de pelo hirsuto.

-Peberds explicarme a qué has venido -dice el vigjo.

-Me contaron gque ew el sur vivia uwn hierbatero. Busco la yerba de la salud,
para Llevirsela a una amiga. Quizds exista una raiz wmedicinal que pueda
salvarla.

-No hay yerba que lo pueda. Su enfermedad tiene cue ver con la sangre que
se derrama. Las yerbas Yy los metales se relactonan con los drganos del
cuerpo. La pulmonaria es flbrosa. EL copihue es wna campinula de sangre.
La rosa es sangre coagulada. Bwn algun lugar de esta cordillera, hay un
muerto con una rosa en el pecho...

-He ventdo en busca de la medieina. ..

-La loica tiene La pechuga roja Yy me ayuda a encontrar el remedio. No se hace
necesario gue se Lo Lleves, ni que ella Lo beba. Bastard que togques La 5erlf)a, Y,
Luego, pongas tu mano sobre su pecho. La enfermedad wo estd en el cuerpo
visible, sino en los otros. Bs un desequilibrio entre los cuerpos Y Los soplos
que Los unen, un desconcierto de Las corrientes. También Los astros tienen
que ver en todo esto. éCudl es La piedra de tu amigaz?



-El topacio.

-Pel Polo Sur se desprende una corriente de color anaranjada. Este Polo
representa los drganos sexuales de La tierra. También el Lado izquierdo del
howbre despide una luz anaranjada.

-Me extraina que sea un blanco...

-Tamblén Ruetzalcoatl era blanco... éConoces el verdadero nombre de
América? €s Albantia, tierra blanca, de Los dioses blancos. En Albantia se
oculta un tesoro gue no es material; es un oro que se bebe... ¢No es esto Lo que
tu buscas para tu amigar Se lo dards a beber mejor cuando esté muerta...
Hay dos caminos; uno es seco Y es mds corto. EL otro es el camino hivmedo y
es mds dificil, porgue es el de las Ladgrimas

callé el anclano.

EL hombre recordaba: "Bn alguna parte he comido hojas de oro Yy plata. Hay
un pais donde se come oro Yy plata."

&l batir de Las Llamas acentuaba Las sombras huidizas en el rostro del
anclano.

-LLévale esta flor, crecida en el fuego.

El howmbre marchaba despacio por la ciudad. Atardecia sobre Las cumbres
cercanas. Llegs a la puerta de la casa al anochecer. Ella salis y Lle condujo de
La mawno por el pasillo en penumbra.

Los unia un amor de iniciados, la bisqueda de un sentido mitico de La vida.
Ella pertenecia a una Orden distinta de la suya; pero, de algiun wmodo, en el
origen, sus destinos parecian haberse juntado. Ahora se acercaban a un
punto dow de habia un cruce de caminos.

La Llevs a su dormitorio Y La recosts sobre el lecho. La cubria una camisa
blanca. U clntillo de plata sostenia sus cabellos dorados. Levants sus
brazos para ordenarlos. Sus manos, de largos Y nerviosos dedos, se perdieron
wn momento entre Los hilos suaves. Se gqueds meditanoo, como ausente. De
este modo, Le mird. EL conocia bien esa mirada singular gue, de tarde en
tarde, se posaba en su rostro.

-¢Dénde has tdo?

-Al sur. Bneontré a un ermitaino, quien me dio esta flor para ti. €s wna flor
que no se deshoja.

-t Rué te dijo?

-ue América se Llama Albawnta, tierva de Los dioses blancos, de @uetzaleoatl,
de Kontikt, de Viracocha. éHas oldo esto antes?



-st.

-Me gustaria saber mds -dijo éL.

Estaba sentado sobre el Lecho. Ella Le tomd La mawno.

-Bwn el Libro de Bnoch, que es un Libro escrito antes del Diluvio, se cuenta de
una raza de hombres de cabellos como La lana y de piel transparente. Esa
raza wo procede de La tierra, viene de otros mundos. Hay ast dos razas; unas,
La de Los hijos de La tierra; otra, La de Los hijos de la Luz y de los astros. Enoch
es Llevado de La tierra en wn carro de fuego. Tal vez los gigantes, que
también mencionan las antiguas escrituras, fueran los primeros viajeros de
otros mundos. Construyen los monumentos de piedra de Tihuanacu, de La
(sla de Pascua, de Bretaina, de Stonehenge Yy tantos otros. Ayudan a modelar
la tierva Y los continentes; el cabo de Hornos Y sus pilares es obra de ellos;
también, Nan Matal en el Pacifico, cerca de las Islas carolinas, donde
existen hasta cincuenta islas artificiales. Sus pisadas formawn Los primeros
valles Yy cimas. Los gigantes eran hermafroditas, portaban la mujer en su
corazén. Su costado derecho despedia un color azul; su costado izguierdo, un
color anaranjado. Pero algo desconocido acontecis, un hecho gque no se sabe a
ciencia cierta. Quizds una luna cays del cielo; Lo que no deja de ser extrairo,
porque los gigantes podian dirigir el curso de los astros con el poder de sus
mentes. Hubo un sol Yy una luna antiguos, ya desaparecidos. Con La venida
del nuevo sol, Los gigantes emigraron de La tierva. Aguellos gue no
alcanzaron a hacerlo, 0 que no guisieron partir, prendados de este astro, se
ocultaron dentro de Las cordilleras. ALLL esperan el retorno del antiguo sol.
Dicese también que La catdstrofe se produce cuando los gigantes se
enamoran de Las hijas de Los hombres, dejando de ser hermafroditas.
Expulsan a la mujer de su costado Yy daw existencia a una raza dual, sélo
con un alma extratervestre. De este modo, hay dos razas sobre La tierra. La
primera graw civilizaclon gque avn conserva el contacto cow los guias
extratervestres, por medio de una energia Llamada vril, se desarrolla en un
continente del norte, en una isla polar. Estd rodeada de montairas de hielo
transparente, como de cristal, con un oasis verde en su centro. Sus hombres
tienew La piel blanca Y el pelo como de lana. La cabellera dorada de las
mujeres flotaba al viento de esos siglos. Las sacerdotisas eran clarividentes y
mantentan La comunicactén cow los extraterrestres. EL tallsmbn que
indicaba su jerargquia era La piedra de luna, también La esmeraloa, piedra de
Venus. Bnseiraban el camino del amor mdgico, el que Lleva de regreso a La
tierra de los glgantes, La marcha hacia atrés del peregrino, del hijo prédigo,



en busca del hogar antiguo, remontando el tiempo. Mas, esta alta
civilizacion también desaparece. Los hielos se hacen inhabitables, se eclipsa
La isla de Los hiperboricos, La legendaria Tule.

-Tal vez alli estuviese el Jardin con manzanas de oro, habitado por animales
sownrlentes...

-Los animales estaban en el corazén del hombre... Pero no todos Los
hiperbbreos perecen. Bmigran hacia dos ciudades secretas de, Agarthi y
Shampula. Bwn La primera se enseiraba el camino del amor mégico, que se
prolonga a través de los astros. En Agarthi se guardaba La piedra de
esmeraloa, en Lla que se grabb La sabiduria de los antiguos. En Shampula se
practicaba la magia de Los gigantes que hizo posible Las construcclones
megaliticas, Los pilares del Cabo de Hornos, las islas del Pacifico, La puerta
del templo de Kalasasaya, Llos rostros de roca en las altas cumbres, la
distribucién de mares Y continentes Y el dominio de esa fuerza o energia
capaz de construir Y destruir los mundos. Se aspiraba en Shampula a
producir una mutacién ew La especie que permitiera volver a Lo gque fue antes
de La wmezela cow Los hijos de Los hombres... Como tit comprenderds, esta
leyenda es simbélica y seirala un camino de ascension interior. Los cuerpos
blancos, transparentes, los cabellos de Lana, el oro del pelo de las sacerdotisas
del hielo, no sow cosas de este mundo, ni se refieren a cuerpos materiales,
sino a los cuerpos tnvisibles. Al dar un sentido puramente material a La
leyenda, interpretando Literalmente el retorno al hogar perdido, se corre
peligro de destruirlo todo.

Bstaba cansada Yy su respiracion se hacia dificil; pero su wirada abarcaba la
noche del cuarto.

-Agqul, en el sur del mundo, La Cludad tiene diferentes nombres. Ha sido
amada De Los Césares, Trapalanda, Paitete, Elelin Yy Gqran Quivira.
Algunos de los Conguistadores espairoles crean en su existencia y venian
en su bisqueda, miés que de un tesoro material. Persiguieron la Civdad
hacta Los hielos del gran Sur, alli donde se encuentra el Oceldente Seereto...
Dej6 un momento de hablar. Luego, dijo:

-Debes prometerme que buscards la Cludad. Porgque sélo un nitmero preciso
entrard en ella. Cuanodo un elegido pierde la ruta, algun otro viewe a ocupar
su lugar. Alguien gue se introduce subrepticiamente, apropidndose su
rostro...



A pesar de Lo avanzado de La hora, el hombre se dirigis a la casa de su
Maestro. Tenia La impresion de que estaba esperdndole Yy se hallaba al
corriente de su conversacion con el ermitairo Y la mujer. Sentia la bmperiosa
necestdad de confirmarlo.

Se detuvo en el umbral, dudando; pero La puerta se abris. EL Maestro estaba
alli, y se aparts para dejarle pasar.

De nuevo en el pegueiro gabinete de trabajo el Maestro. Sobre un atril se
abria el Libro de La Orden. EBn el se guardaban Los nombres de Los miembros
de la rama anding, también el suyo, escrito por La mano del Maestro.

Cow dificultad, a causa de la luminosidad tntensa gque aguella noche
desprendia el Maestro, pitsose a contemplar su rostro. Su estatura era
mediana, ni alto ni bajo, equilibrado. Los rasgos de su rostro expresaban La
voluntad y La nobleza.

-Maestro debo veferirte mis experiencias. Hace tiempo que no te he visto y
ansto pooer confirmarlas en tu presencia.

ElL maestro asintié con La cabeza.

EL hombre Lle narrd su conversacion con el ermitaino Yy también Lo que Le
refiriera su amiga. Pasé, luego a explicarle La enfermedad que la aguejaba,
cow la esperanza de gque el Maestro La a wwlam.

El Maestro permanecis en silencio, observinoole sin expresion. Su bondad
prescindia de Lo humano, demasiado humano.

-La mujer desacraliza. Somos una Orden de guerreros. Los temas olel
corazéw, por vividos intensamente, Yya debieran haber sido superados. €L
hombre es dual, Lleva La mujer dentro. EL cuerpo sutil es femenino en el
hombre Yy masculino en La mujer. Ni el hombre iniciado necesita La mujer
fuera, ni la mujer iniciada necesita el hombre. Pueden bastarse a st mismo.
¢Rué significa para nwosotros esa leyenda de la boda wmdbgica, del camino
himedo? Creo gue estls comprendiendo mal un simbolo Yy corres el peligro de
perder tu tiempo tervestre. EL matrimonio deberd ser adentro. A nuestra
Orden de guerreros no Le tnteresa La doctrina. Solamente La acclon en Los
planos suprasensibles; guerra en este mundo Yy en los otros; guerra contigo
mismo, cow las proyecciones de tu mente, para alcanzar La realidad Gltima
del ser Yy recuperar al hombre-total, al hombre-dios, al hombre- mago, que es
otra cosa gue el mistico o el santo. Somos una Orden de magos activos, no de
misticos. Te he dado La espada Y el signo. Combate. Eso es todo. Los signos de
la orden sow apropiados para produciv la mutacion, porgque actian en Los
diversos mundos, simultdneamente, ew Llos planos invisibles y en los



tiempos paralelos. Sus trazos ligaw los universos, su vibracion establece un
pacto. Nada wmdés wnecesitas conocer. Dibuja sobre tu pecho el tltimo signo que
te he entregado, concéntrate firmemente en el entrecejo, detén todo
pensamiento, todo deseo, abre el tercer ojo Yy despréndete con tu cuerpo menta.
EL signo te proyectard al plano gue Le corresponde. Te Llevard junto a Los
Sidhas de Agarthi y la ciudad de los Césares. Porta contigo La espada para
combatir a Llas fuerzas enemigas que se te cruzardwn en el camino. Con
nuestro batallar, evitaremos por un tiempo La catdstrofe gue se aproxima;
hasta cue el nivmero preciso haya penetrado por La gran puerta, por Las tres
puertas abiertas en direccion del Occldente Secreto, donde La luz fisica muere
Yy nace la luz espiritual. Esas tres puertas por las que ti y Yo saliéramos
antaino...

No podia dormir. Débase vueltas en el Lecho sin lograrlo. Cuando la luz del
amanecer se filtraba por la ventana, cays en un sueiro liviano. Se le aparecis
un jovew gue portaba una flor. Era bello, de amplia fremte. Llegs hasta el
borole del Lecho Y Le toco el pecho con La flor. Se ineliné Y Le bess en La mejilla.
U perfume de infancia Llens su cuarto. "@Ruién eres?”, preguntsd. "Soy tu
amigo de la niirez", respondié. "ML cuerpo ha crecido, pero mi alma sigue
stendo La de un niino. Amala a ella con La pureza de este beso que te
devuelvo." Desaparecio el joven, Y éL se vio en su infancia, escalando un
roquerto en compainia de una muchacha de su edad. de pronto, La muchacha
pierde el apoyo sobre La roca. La sostiene, hasta que su mano se va abriendo,
poco a poco. Y cuando La muchacha cae, ve los ojos enormes prendidos de Los
suyos, con toda su vida concentrada en su mirada, traspaséndosela antes de
desaparecer. Siente La intensidad de su terror.

Desperts agitdndose en el Lecho. Se sumis de nuevo en un sueino sin
imdgenes, del que salié ya avanzada la tarde.

Se vistis de prisa.

Por La calle tba recordando sus sueiros. cuando niino, habia besado en La
mejilla a wn compairero de juegos, con ese mismo beso que un adolescente Le
devolvia ahora. €L sueiro de la muchacha sobre La voca se vepetia a menudo,
auin cuando nuncea sucediera en realidad. Se preguntaba si wo habria
acontecioo ew otra existencin. A veces tewin La tmpresion de que La vida en La
tierra carecia de inherencia, sienoo menos real que alguna otra que Le estaba
sucediendo al mismo tiempo, en distinto lugar. Tenia la rara sensacion de
que alguien, que no era éL mismo, estaba soivando su vida. Sin embargo,



creta veconocer a la muchacha el sweiro. Fue su compairera oe juegos de
infancia. Escals con ella Los cerros de los Andes. Bra como un amigo que le
acompairaba, Le protegia Yy se esforzaba por ganar su adwmiracion y
confianza. Tenia grandes ojos oscuros en un rostro palido Yy su pelo era
negro como agua de la noche. Al desprenderse de La roca, su cabellera flotaba
largo rato.

"Siempre el amor mezelado con La muerte”, se decia. "Nunca he podido olvidar
a esta muchacha. éRué habrd sido de ella? ése encontrard al fonoo de cierto
abismo? Hay como un amor muerto antes de haber Yo nacido. He sido como
traldo agui por un amor anterior a mi mismo. Sus imdgenes clreulan por
mi sangre. Soy prisionero de ese Mito, que me es traswmitido por legendarios
antepasados. No puedo renunciar a él sin renunciar a un mandato de Las
profundidades. Es como una ioea gue pugna por expresarse, como un dngel
que wme pide asilo. éLe cervaré La puerta?”

Se encontraba oe nuevo fremte a la casa de su amiga. La puerta se hallaba
entreabierta. Tuvo un presentimiento, Y entrd rapido.

Bstaba tnmovil sobre el Lecho Y tenia su sangre en sus labios Yy en la camisa
de woche. Muy pélida Yy con una expresion semejante a La de la muchacha
cayéndose desde La roca.

Se incling sobre su amiga, le acaricié Los cabellos Yy besé sus labios. Sintié
uw sabor de miel amarga, Y bebis un poco de su sangre.

Trajo una toalla y una jofaina con agua. Le lavs el rostro Yy las manos. Ella
dijo, con voz débil:

-Hablamos mucho anoche. Me ha hecho mal. Ahora Yya somos hermanos; has
bebido mi sangre. Debes darme también de Lla tuya. Antes de existir el amor
entre hombre Y mujer, existio el amor entre guerreros; hermanizaciom por el
Lntercambio de sangres. Ruienes han intercambiado sus sangres sélo
pueden amarse en Las almas, estdn Ligados por La eternidad. Es extrairo
comprender como el destino nos Lleva de la mano, Lgual que a sondwmbulos
que Ya no pueden equivocar sus pasos... Estoy llena de sangre, la tengo en
mi pecho, en mis brazos. ¢Me bairarias? Soy incapaz de hacerlo Yo misma.
Towmsb a la mujer en sus brazos. Su cabeza se reeling sobre su hombro Y su
cabello se e derramé sobre el pecho.

La transports con cuidado hasta el bairo Y Le dejé oe pie junto al espejo. Le
retlrd La camisa oe noche. Ella se contempls desnuda.

-Ya wo podré amar con este cuerpo. Pero el cuerpo Visible serd cada vez menos
necesario. EL amor deberd consumarse cow Los otros cuerpos.



Tenia el cuello Largo Yy fino, Los hombros rectos, el pecho erguido. Sus brazos
catan a sus costados en actitud de desamparo. Las piernas eran esbeltas,
como caminos. EL no vela sangre en agquel cuerpo. Extraiiamente, sélo ew Los
ples Yy en las palmas de Llas manos La habia, como si la mujer hubiera sido
crucificada.

Cow dificultad, pudo moverse para tomar oe nuevo en sus brazos el cuerpo. Y
Lo dejé caer Lentamente en el bairo.

Empezb a lavar a sw amiga.

Ella fij6 en €L su wmirada Lejana.

-Agqui -dijo-

Le estaba indicanodo su costado, a la altura del pecho.

una mancha blanca parecia atravesarla, como La herida de una lanza. Ella
posb La mano sobre sus cabellos:

-Desnidate, entra al bairo conmigo.

Se tomarow de La mano Yy permanecieron inmoviles en el agua.

-Cuando Yo muera. Ti me Llevards dentro, Yo seré ti; viviré en ti. Te
hundirdn conmigo ew la tumba. Tu alma seré Yo; tu alma tendré mi rostro
Y mi cuerpo. Bs Lo que tu Maestro no te ha revelado. Tu alma ain no tiene
rostro. Llegard a tener el wmio. Ast serd persona, seréi Yo. Le daré mi eternidad.
Tw alma podrd desposarse consigo misma. La booa se cumple en La Estrella
de la Mairana. Mientras pasa la noche Yy se cumple el destino, hablemos de
amor. La flor del amor se va muriendo para siempre; las nuevas generaciones
no la conocerdn. Se le ha robado su wisterio, su pudor, su timidez divina...
Has bebido mi sangre Yy ya somos dos hermanos. Mi forma ya transita por
tu sangre. Todo esto que en La tierra es una vez Yy nuncea mdés... St dios Lo
quiere, te amaré avn mds estanoo muerta...

-Plenso que Yya ha amado asi alguna vez -dijo él-, a una sacerdotisa, 0 a una
mujer que dormia dentro de una montaina. LSerfs ti misma? ¢Se repetird
todo eternamente? ¢Es esta la reemcarnacton? éVolveremos a encontrarnos,
sin memoria, sin tiempo?

-Nuwnea he stdo antes Y wo volveré a serrlo. Una vez Y nunca mds. Y esto es
ya definitivo, en el fondo, en el centro de las cosas... cuando wme haya ido,
alguien que también va por tu sangre, te enseirard, sin palabras, Lo que es La
reencarnacidn Yy Lo que puedes lograr de ella. ¢No has pensado que el hilvin
de las historias se encuentre en el narrador? Unicamente el dngel del amor
es. Bl dios del amor. Por €L vivimos Yy morimos. Sélo en €l seremos
eternamente, prestdndonos a la revelaclon de sus designios, que élL desconoce,



porgque solo a través nuestro se le hardw visibles... Ese dios es La Estrella de La
Mairana, el Astro de EL-Ella. Contemplémoslo...

Amaneeia. Bn una ventanita alta aparecis el Lucero del Alba Yy dejé caer su
luz howda, humedecida.

-Oremos -dijo ella-. Te enseiraré sw oracién, para gque le repitas cuanoo Yo no
esté mas. DLla con uneldn. Vendré en su luz...

Reclbld una carta:

"Bs muy tarde. No puedo dormir. Me voy, parto. No sueltes mi mano. Tengo
puesta mi fe en ti, sé que me ayudards Y wo dejards cue me muera
totalmente. Shlvame. Hazwme caer en ti, no es la nada. Comprendo que Yya no
es posible cambiar el destino, que Las leyendas del camino cque hemos elegido
son inmutables. Deberé morir para gue ti vivas. Para gue EL viva, para que el
amor se alimente. St Yo viviera, iqué pasaria? Ln amor mdés destruido al
paso de los dias, cambiado en indiferencia. La ley de la tierva haria surgir en
mi la madre que devora. Cumpliviase asi La prediceion de tu Maestro. Pero EL
no Lo quiere. EL no Lo permitird. Siento que el destino de la amante es
renunciar a su eternidao para dérsela al amado. Te entregaré wmi eternidad.
caeré en tu abma Y Le davé mi rostro. Asi me conservaré eternamente jovew. Y
cuando tu mueras, caerds ew tu alma como dentro de mi... Despbsate
conmigo, alli dentro. St tu fracasas, st tu no Llegas, todo habréd stoo en vano.
Y el angel del amor Ya no conocerd su rostro.. Estoy muy cansada. ven
manana a visitarme. Tenemos gque cumplir un tltimo rito."

Con su camisa larga y blanca, que Le dejaba al descubierto sélo Los pies
desnudos Yy con su cintillo de plata en los cabellos, se hallaba en el centro de
la habitaciowm. Junto a ella habia wuna talla de wmadera roja, wn hombre de
tamaino natural, con alas plegadas a los costados. Sobre el Lecho, un corazén
también con alas, de La misma madera roja.

-Tiéndete en mi Lecho, ocupa mi lugar. Deja que mis vibraciones te penetren.
Duerme. Bste corazén con alas es el nuestro; es hombre Yy mujer. Vuela.
Conoce el camino de regreso a Lla Estrella.

Sobre el Lecho, cow Los ojos cervados, €L sintis que e pasaba suavemente Las
manos por La frente. Mientras toa adormeciéndose, oys que Le decia:

-EL amor no es de dos, es de cuatro... Uno, dos, tres... Primwero amas con el
cuerpo visible; el hombre gue eres La mujer gque soy. Luego, La mujer que hay
en tu alma busca al hombre que hay ew la mia. Bw este amor, estéril hacia
fuera, mi alma preira a la tuya, Yy das a luz el hijo de La eternidad; un ser



con alas, un corazéwn alado... Uno, dos, tres, cuatro... éDénde estd el cineo? EL
cinco es nuestro hijo, el hombre con alas, el hombre-pdjaro. También es el hijo
de la muerte... Uno, dos, tres...

Mientras La ola contar, cada vez mdés distante, Le parecié que ella crecia Y se
Lenaba de luz. Hubo una explosion de Luz en el cuarto. La mujer se
inclinaba sobre el Lecho, Llevando en una mano un puiral. Lo hundia en su
pecho Y le extraia el corazén. Bn su lugar, colocaba el corazén con alas.

Tenia Los ojos cada vez mds Llenos de otro universo.

una noche Le Llamé a su Lado:

-¢sabias gque cuando un metal entra al fuego pierde una substancia
esencial? Por eso el fuego tiene que ser frio. EL fuego helado de La mucerte...
U ruido en el dormitorio, como si alguien abriese una puerta Yy caminase
con Los pies descalzos. Ella estd erguida sobre el lecho, con Los brazos
extendioos, Los ojos desmesuradamente abiertos, fijos en un rineén del
dormitorio.

Se estd cayendo desole La roca. Bajaron el caddver a la tumba. EL hombre se
alejé por el sendero. De pronto, creyd escuchar una Voz que Le decia: "No te
vayas, no e dejes sola". Retorns al borde de La tumba, bajo el sol del
mediodia. Sintié que una corriente surgia del suelo y Lo alcanzaba,
penetrando lentamente en su cuerpo. Era como una Vibracion que ascendia
ew oleadas. Largo rato estuvo alll, inmévil, sin pensamientos, dejdndose
tomar por esa fuerza, hasta gue, poco a poco, se extinguis. Tal vez fuera el
espiritu de la sangre, o una energin restante que ella Le entregaba.
Comprendis que era Lla boda, el matrinonio al borde de La tumba.

El howmbre pass muchos airos recorriendo el reino del sur, en busca de La
Cindad encantada de Los Andes. Primero, Le tomd esa corriente gue tira hacia
los extremos, hacia abajo, siempre mds abajo, hacia el Polo. Buscs alli "la tsla
Blanca que estd en el Cielo”, de La que hablan Los magos selenam de La Tierra
del Fuego. Ellos creen que a la Ciudad solo se puede entrar con el cuerpo
tnvisible, que Llaman huaiguhuew. En la Antdrtida buscé el Oasis de aguas
templadas, que se halla entre Los hielos, Y el sol blanco, el fuego frio, que
existis una vez en el Polo Norte Yy hoy se encuentra en el Polo Sur.

Y un dia, volvié a desandar lentamente el camino recorrido, al paso tardo de
sw caballo con una estrella en la frente. imaginaba que su amiga le
acompainaba. Y Le decia:



-No nos desanimemos. A La vuelta de agquuel recodo aparecerd La cludad.
Alguien nos dard su derrotero. Quizds el ermitaino.

St, el ermitaino. éComo no Lo habia pensado antes?

Cruzé la selva Yy se encontrd de nuevo a la entrada de Lla cueva del monte.
Siguib hasta el fondo, donde Los hombres de La prehistoria trazabaw signos Yy
pinturas rupestres. Comenzé a Limpiar el muro de roca con sus manos.
"Agui tiene gue estar el rostro”, se decia, "agqui estaba en otro tiempo".

Al salir de La cueva tropezbd con un monton de huesos. Era el esqueleto del
Mtilodbw.

Afuera la esperaba un chamdwn araucano. Tenia la lengua partida y Le
costaba hablar. EL hombre Le pregunts por el ermitairo.

-t@ué ermitaino? Te he visto antes agquis; pero entonces venias solo. Hoy
vienes acompainado. iRuién es esa mujer que traes a la grupa? Pensé que
fueras witranalwe, el que monta un caballo que crece Y crece.

-¢Donde estd el ermitaino que habitaba esta cueva? Era blanco. Ln
ancahuinea, como dirian ustedes.

-Nuwnea ha vivido agqui un ermitaino. Recuerdo, en cambio, que te vi
hablando con el aire; puede que con el fantasma del Milodown. éSe te habrd
metido en el cuerpo Anchi mallen, La enana de boca Lluminosa? Es posible que
seas el imbunche, pues te veo marchar para atrds; Llevas los pies de revés.

Se alejo del indio Yy se encontrs de nuevo en meedio de La selva antigua,
buscanoo por sus vericuetos enmarainados. Las altas ramas olqjabaw pasar la
luz tamizada; sus rayos se abrian como Los dedos de una mano sobre el verde
de Los helechos, el blanco Yy rojo de Los copihues. EL olor del rauli, del wmairio, oe
la arawcaria, del ewcaliptus salvaje le hactan sentirse como ebrio. Descendid
de su cabalgadura Yy se sents sobre un colehén de hojas. En algin sitio, el
phjaro carpintero perforaba La piel de La madera. Frente al hombre, un enorme
troneo dervibado unia Las riberas de un rio seco. Estuvo contemplandolo
hasta que vio venir sobre el a una niiia ode wo wmds de ocho aivos, vistiendo un
delantal de pintas celestes.

Cruzb la nina el gigantesco tronco Y se detuvo junto al hombre. Le mird oe
un mooo gue €L reconocia.

-He venido a encontrarte, cruzando desde La otra orilla. Tw deberds hacerlo en
sentido opuesto. Sigue buscanolo.

Antes del atardecer, el hombre Llegs junto a una laguna cercada por grandes
rocas. Una cascada caia con suave ruido. Se desnudd Y entrd en el agua. La
muerta wads a su lado. Se aproximarown a la cascada. Habia alli una semi-



penumbra Yy el agua se movia ew cireulos verde-oscuro. Se dejé Llevar por Los
cireulos concéntricos Y se encontrs en una caverna abierta ew La roca,
deslizdndose con el agua, con Los helechos Y Los dedos largos de la luz. Del
techo descendian agujas de piedra. Se toms de una de ellas, porque al fonoo
se hacia la oscuridad. Sobre un saliente de la pared rocosa halldbase
depositado un copihue rojo. "Es un signo”, penssd. Y no se atrevié a tocarlo. Se
volvid, buscando a la muerta, pero wo La encontrd. "Tal vez ha seguido hasta
el fondo oscuro de La caverna®, se dijo, "o ha salido, Llevada por La corriente
opuesta”.

Nads afuera de la gruta Yy fue a buscarla junto a Lla cascada. Temia que
hubiera sido arrastrada al fondo de La Laguna por Los cireulos concéntricos y
se ahogara.

salis a la ovilla Yy se vistié. una duda Le torturaba: Si hubiera seguioo hasta
el final de La caverna, dejdndose guiar por La corriente, quizds La luz se
hiciera, al cruzar esa oscuridad; una luz nueva, distinta. Tal vez alli
estuviera la Ciwdad.

Ast, un dia, se encontrd frente a la casa de sus antepasaoos. Antairo esta
casa abarcs grandes extensiones. Sus muros tienen varios siglos y los
subterrdneos no haw sido nunea totalmente recorridos, por Lo menos en
nuestro tiempo. AlLL abajo, Los pilares se amarran como correas Yya podridas.
También hay cadenas Y esqueletos. Se cree gque estos subterrdneos se
prolonguen hasta los Andes, también hasta La plaza central de La cludad.
Cruzb el viejo portal Y recorris zaguanes Y patios, mds antiguos a medioa
que progresaba hacla Oriente. Se tops con servidores ancianos, de mds de un
siglo, que tomaban el sol sentados ew sillas desvencijadas, en hornacinas
cubiertas por La hiedra. Se les dejaba vivir alli porque ya eran parte de la
tradicion de la casa, como Los muebles Yy Los cuadros de las habitaciones.

El hombre pidis abrigo. Se le dio una pieza junto a los pasillos de La planta
alta, frente a uno de los viejos patios. Ewn el cuarto habia una mesa con un
candelabro, un gran armario, una silla de alto respaloo, un Lecho angosto
con baldaguino. Bn el muro, un cuadro de un antepasado. Podia verse sobre
la mesa un Libro empastado en piel, con cerradura mohosa.

Se tendis sobre el Llecho Y estuvo alli varios dias, sin moverse, con la vista fija
ew el terciopelo apolillado de Los cortinajes. A veces, dormitaba. Nunea vino
nadie a visitarle, ni Le trajo alimento. Entre sueiros, imaginaba encontrarse
sobre La roca, batallando por salvar a la muchacha que se caia. Se mantuvo
sereno ahora, mirdwoole al rostro intensamente para descubrir La toentidad



Yy captar sus emociones. Descubris que la muchacha wo sufria, insinudndose
en sw rostro wna sonrisa de complicidad, que se fue acentuando hasta
convertirse en mueca de rabia mpotente. EL rostro se rompis en ecos. Y no
Volvié mds.
Se levants del Lecho, con La espada en la mano, Y se sentd en el sillon de alto
respaldo, mirando en direccion del cuadro. Detuvo todo el pensamiento.
owndas fueron subiendo desde el piso, hasta Llenar el cuarto. Fremte a sus ojos
se formd un tubo cilindrico, que empezs a girar. Bn su extremo opuesto
aparecids una luz azul. una figura diminuta se venia acercando por su
interior. La figura se inmovilizd, se apagb la luz y desaparecié el cilindro.
Junto a él se hallaba el antepasado. Vestia habito sacerdotal. una emanacion
de La piel, un tirdn emocional de las raices. Se reconocia en esas manos, en
sus venas marcadas, en el aspecto de aquella presencia. Le envolvis un hélito
de La estirpe, una viril ternura de familia. Sin embargo, estaba descubrienolo
en el rostro ciertos rasgos como prestaolos, que Le recordaban a alguien de otro
pais.
EL antepasado escruts detenidamente su rostro. Abris su vieja boca y dijo: -
Si. Bs el camino hiumedo, el de Las Ladgrimas; biew Lo reconozco.
El le interrogb:
-Tal vez puedas ilustrarme. (Como es que estoy viendo en ti a otro? éPor qué
suelo ver a dos en uno, Y hasta tres? ¢€s esto la reencarnacién? Tengo el
sentimiento de que Lo que hoy vivo ya se cuumplié antes, en otro paisaje Y
tiempo. Los personajes se repiten, en wun eterno retorno; La historia se ahonda,
auwmentando su intensidad.
-De eso que Llamas reencarnacion hablaremos luego; aungue en propiedad yo
wo deba hacerlo.
-Te explicaré como entiendo La reencarnacion -continub él-. A los cuatro aivos
de edad, mdbs o menos, comencé a sentirme Yo. Contemplaba a las otras
personas Y e decta: ¢Bs posible que ellas también se sientan Yo, de Ldéntica
manera? A través de Los airos he tdo dawndole vuelta a este sentimiento-
pensamiento, confrontdndolo con La experiencia vivida. Y we he dicho: Si el
Yo se acaba con La muerte, no gquiere ello decir que. Algun dia, alguna vez,
alguien, de nuevo, no vaya a sentirse Yo, tal como hoy me siento Yo.. Yo,
Yo... éEntiendes? Y este Yo, Lo seré Yo mismo. Porgque no puedo entender que
nadie se sienta Yo de este mismo modo, sino Yo mismo. € igual te habréd
acontecido a ti Yy los demds, pienso. Bse Yo, que alguna vez Volverd a sentirse
alguien, en algun lugar del universo, seré Yo... Esta es para mi la



reencarnaclon. Comprenoo que es un pensamiento-sensacion intransferible.
He tratado muchas veces de explicarlo, pero sin mayor éxito...

-¢Por qué ese Yo wo puede acabarse para siempre? -replics el antepasado-. ¢No
repetirse nunea mAs? Una vez Y nunea miés. Y ya nadie volverd a sentirse
ti; es decir, Yo. Bse Yo se acabs. Los que vienen sow otros; también Los que se
quedawn. EL hecho de que ahora wme encuentre aqui, hablandote, no prueba
nada. Adivino tu pensamiento. No creas gque ello pruebe La supervivencia del
Yo, ni que algo perdure mds alld de La muerte. Bn Lo que a la reencarnacion
se refiere, wo hay mds que Lo que va por el rio de Lla sangre. Unicamente agqui
hay supervivencia, sblo aqui se vuelve Yy se reencarna. Bn la medida en gue
ti te Lincorporas conscientemente a ese rio, percibes una wmelodia tnaudible
que va por sw corriente, que se hace cada vez wmds clara ew el transcurrir de
las generaciones, aproximéndose a su culminacion. Ella te eleva sobre La
vida transitoria Yy el Yo wortal, para hacerte vivir en un Arquetipo de
familia, que tal vez se encuentre ya fuera del tiempo Yy del espacio, en las
venas de las constelaciones. Hay, por asi decirlo, una suerte de Gtomo-
simiente en la raiz de la sangre, del cual se obtienen expresiones mds claras
o0 mds borrosas, segun sea la fuerza del retoiro Y el sentido que puso en el
cumplimiento del destino algun predecesor. Ese argumento, esa melodia gue
se repite, que gira, que tiende a su realizacion Yy que ti expresarfs mejor o
peor, es Lo gque se ha pensado como reencarnacion. De este modo, Yo reencarno,
sobrevivo en ti. Porgue ambos hewmos percibido la welodia tnaudible para
muchos... Como podris ver, tampoco hay reencarnacion para todos.

-équaieres decirme que el sueiro de amor eterno es La melodia gue nuestra
familia viene interpretando, porgque niestro Espiritu-quia ast wos Lo ordena?
-Nuestra familia, vieja de siglos, viene viajando hacia el Occidente Secreto.
Los nuestros rectbieron su

herencia de esa parte de La humanidad que no es agqui. Ti eres el iltimo en
Llegar a esta casa Y es posible que seas también el retoiro de una rama que se
seca. Es al final de wna estirpe cuando puede cumplirse mejor el destino. En
tL vamos todos nuevamente, amando, aspirando, sufriendo. Solo tix puedes
abrir el sepulero Yy traernos a la luz del dia. Pero no creas que eres el inico.
También yo amé ast, Yy wmi padre Yy mi abuelo. La renunciacién al amor
carnal, la basqueda del amor eterno, mezcelado con el ansia de la muerte, es
el tema de esta wmelodia obsesionante. Bn nuestra sangre hay todo un
camino de tniciacion individual, que se perdid ew los siglos. Nuestra familia
ha tenido por mision reencontrarlo Yy darle cumpliveiento, antes del final



que se aproxima Y gue reducird a polvo esta vieja mansion de tus
antepasados.

Se fue el pariente, se esfumd. Solo queds el cuadro sobre el muro, gue
unicamente en parte se le parecia, porgue Los muertos se parecen poco a Los
vivos.

El hombre tenia hambre.

Se abrib la puerta del cuarto Y entrd, sin hacer ruido, una sombra. Era uno
de los viejos servidores, que trala una bandeja con viandas.

-El seiror me manoa servirle. Bn Los tiempos de Monseiror se servian mdés de
siete platos diferentes. Hoy todo es distinto. Nadie me paga ya en escudos de
oro, sonantes Yy contantes. Sin embargo, sigo aqui, porgue aqui he estado
siempre. No recuerdo que exista otro lugar fuera de éste donde Yo haya
estado.

-No digas eso -Le reprochd el hombre-. Bien sabes que nos hemos encontraoo
en otros sitios. No quiero tus viandas, mi hambre no es fisica. iuiame,
como antaino, mi fiel amigo, hasta downde ella se encuentral

-iven! -dijo el vigjo,

Mavrcharow por Los corvedores hasta alcanzar a uno de Los patios, donde La
hierba subia por los muros Yy soportales de madera carcomida. Un sol de
atardecer Lamia Las cancelas Y se apegaba a los wmbrales. Nada alli era
stmétrico.

El viejo golped Las manos. De Los aposentos salieron mujeres vestidas con
mantos negros Yy choapinos descoloridos. Se pusieron a reir y a batir las
MANDS.

-Ha vuelto el niiio -declan-. Viene a jugar con nosotras.

Sown las yewulfes -explico el viejo-. ¢éNo Las recuerdas? También Yo soy un
yewulfe. 2QuE es eso?

-Ayudante, ayudante, en el juego. iTu Lo sabes!

Gritaban Yy saltaban en la luz wortecina.

-vamos a jugar con el niivo al mawmilldn. iCubrdmosle Los ojos on una
vendal

Le venodarow Los ojos Y Le dieron vueltas, empujdnolole en cireulo. Relan sin
control. EL Les implord que Le quitaran La venda.

-No; deberds decirnos qué andas buscando...
-iDénde estd, donde me La hawn escondido?



Le quitaron le venda Yy Le hicieron entrar en uno de los cuartos. AlLL habia
otras mujeres junto a un kRutralwe, o fogon encendioo. Se cubrian el rostro
con Rollones, mascaras de madera, Y tqjiaw chainuntukus. Lna de ella
explico:

-Bstamos tejiendo para tu novia un manto de desposada. Te casards en el
napitin, robando una novia. Estamos tejiendo tu alma. EL alma deberd ser
tejida Yy es un chaiuntuku, un choapino. iComo Lo quieres? Elige Los colores.
Otra le wmostrd unas grandes tijeras.

-Cow estas tijeras Le corté el corddw de la vida. Yo ful quien se Lo corts.

Y rib detrds de su méscara.

El tuvo una sospecha. Le arvebatd La wmdscara. Aparects el rostro de La
muchacha gque caia al abiswo, riendo, hactendo muecas. Se deshizo en una
explosion Yy dejé un hueco negro, un cuerpo sin rostro.

Volvib el pariente.

-Has hecho mal ew ir a visitar la casa sin wmi autorizaciéw -le reproché-. Soy
Yo quien debe acompainarte. éNo sabes qué es La casa, La casa de tus
antepasados? iDeseas gue te Lo explique? Bs tu cuerpo. Ahora te hallas aqud,
en el dormitorto.

El pariente Le puso su dedo nudoso en el vientre.

-Antes de ascender a La torre, tienes que bajar a Llos subterrdneos. En verdad,
wo hay arriba ni abajo; por ambos extremos te es dado salir. Mas, primero,
debemos visitar al Gran Antepasado y obtener su bendicion.

-Seamos precisos -dijo €l-, nada wme interesa si wo es ella. iTe lmploro que me
des una luz de esperanzal iComo puedo volver a encontrarla? He perdioo su
fantasma...

-Bs la segunda muerte. nterum mori. Se estd muriendo por Segunda vez;
sw cuerpo etérico empieza a desintegrarse. Sila vieras ahora seguramente no
La reconocerias. Por mucho tiempo Llevard méscara, para wo espantarte.
"Como en el Libro Tibetano de Los Muertos" reflexiond el hombre. "Se avanza
oe descomposicion en descomposiclon.

-iNo te ciiras a libros! También Yo los escribi. AlLL, sobre la wmesa, he dejaolo
uno. Lleva por titulo "€l Derecho Natwral".

EL antepasado toms el Libro Y Lo abrié con displicencia. Bmpezs a Leerle:

&l verdadero anor no sobrevive a su realizactén. s un acuerdo secreto, una
uniow de corazones en el plano de Las mentes. La verdadera wnion es sblo
posible en sueiros"... ML Libro se Llama "EL Derecho Natural”. Te Leeré un poco
de esa clencia infusa: "EL amor nada tiene gque ver con La sexwalidad; es



anterior a ella. Fue antes que la bipolarizacién de las especies. Hay
organismos, primarios, hermafroditas, que se reproducen por partenogénesis
Yy buscan a otro, igualmente hermafrodita para poder amarse, parodiando La
diferenciacion, La bipolarizacion. €s el ansia de amar La gue produce La
particion del hermafrodita, La diferenciacion de Los sexos. EL amor crea el sexo
Y wo al revés. Se divide el hermafrodita para buscar por el mundo la nueva
reunidw, para poder regresar Y transformarse en andrdgino, que es otra cosa
que el hermafrodita de La aurora”. EL andrégino también es el dngel, hijo. Es
mdés Y es menos que él. Cuando te unas con tu amada nuevamente, cuando
te desposes cow ella, Lo sabris mejor... iSL, Los Ltbros no nos sirven de nadal
Pasé a las ultimas plaginas, pero no Las leys. Dejé el Libro abierto sobre La
mesa Y se fue.

Con dificultad, como si saliera de su cuerpo, el hombre se levants de La silla y
se acerc) a la mesa. Encendié La candela. En las plginas abiertas se lefa un
titulo escrito con caligrafia arcaica:

"Sutras. Aforlsmos."”

"ioh, Dlosal, tit eves el verdadero Yo mismo. Ninguna diferencia entre tid y
0. et

"El viento que sopla desde el jardin donde reside mi amada, wme trae La
esencla de eLla MALSAAL" L...oooiiiiiiiiiiii e

"Considera nuestra alma como un castillo todo de diamante o muy claro
cristal, donde hay muchos aposentos, muchas moradas, unas ew Lo alto,
otras en Lo bajo, otras a Los Lados; Yy en el centro Yy mitad de todas éstas tiene
la mds principal, que es donde pasaw Las cosas de mucho secreto entre el
amado y el alma...

"Este castillo, este drbol de vida, estd plantado en las aguas vivas de La vida...
"Pues, hemos de ver como podremos entrar en él... Parece que digo algun
disparate; porque si el castillo es el dnima, clavo esté que wo hay para qué
entrar, pues se es el mismo; como pareceria oesatino decir a uno gue entrare
en una pieza estando ya dentro... Me habéis de entender que va mucho de
estar a estar; que hay muchas almas que se estdn en La ronda del castillo,
que es donde estan los que Lo guardawn, Yy que no se les da nada entrar
dentro, ni saben qué hay en aquel tan precioso lugar ni quien estd dentro ni
auwn qué pieza tiene..."



"Y sl acaso no supieres donoe me hallards a wmi

no andes de agqui para alli sino, si hallarme guisieres, a mi buscarme has en
ti. Porque tit eres mi aposento. Eres wmi casa Yy worada...

Yo toda wme entregué Yy di Y de tal suerte he trocado que es mi amado para mi
Y Yo soy para mi amado."

"... que son como presagyios Y mensajeros de la noche venidera del espiritu,
aungue no sow éstos durables, como La noche que espera.... Pevo es la duda, La
que Llama agqui el alma noche que espera... Pero es la duda, La que Llama
aqut el alma woche oscura..."

"Esta oscura noche de fuego amoroso, ast como a oscuras va purgando, ast a
oscuras va el alma inflamando..."

"Detente, clerzo muerto

Os conjuro

No toguéis el muro

Porgue La esposa duerma wmds seguro..."

veniawn otros titulos, seguioos de subtitulos:

"En el Reino Ulterior de las Cosas." La Muerte.

"EL guerrero debe dar a La wmeuerte el rostro de La amada. Asi se logra La
feminizacion ardiente de la muerte." EL Beso.

"El beso fue una nueva dispensacion, establecida para reemplazar La tncision
Yy succibn de la sangre. Porque en el beso se mezelan Los soplos. Pero asi como
el dios Ruetzaleoatl, fracass ew el intento de reemplazar los sacrificios
sangrientos de Los aztecas por ofrendas florales, del mismo modo no se ha
conseguido con el beso Lo gue se buscara. Se Lo ha transformado en roce
sensual. EL beso debe ser el primero paso, o escaléwn, en el camino de vuelta al
hogar perdido, a La ciwdad de La vida eterna..."

La Mirada

"Bl arrobamiento expresa la unisn de la virilidad y la femineidad en el
howbre. La alegria del arrobamiento se transmite al corazéon por La mirada..."
Dio vuelta varias pAginas Y encontrd Lo siguiente:

EL Vino de la Familia

"Ewn el uinto Libro, de welndenfeld, que solo nosotros conocemos, se explica
la fabricacion del Espiritu del



Vino Secreto. Bn ninguina otra parte ha sido descrita. Es éste el spiritus
mercuril universalis; la menstruacién de Lla uva, el agua disolvente, el agua
ardida. Nuestra familia piensa que el oro potable, La piedra, el filivwm dureo
no podréawn ser creados, en propiedad, st antes no se obtiene el Espiritu oel
Vino Secreto. He aqui La receta: Tomase uw poco de vino blanco Yy otro poco de
vino rojo; mézclanse en proporciones Lolénticas; se calientan en el bairo
Maria, a temperatura pareja. En otro tiempo el bairo Maria fue Llamaolo
Maya. También es el mes de Maypo, La fiesta de Mayo, o Mayas... Se deja
hervir el vino hasta gque wna capa de oleo delgado aparezea al fondo; es La
putrefaceion, la menstruacion vegetal. Se debe esperar a que suba a la
superficie. Y todo este tiempo se estd en oracion. Se abre Luego La tapa del vaso
hermético Y se aspira. St exhala un perfume sutil, aungue penetrante, es gue
el Bspiritu del Vino ha aparecido. Debe beberse rapidamente, antes de gue se
contraiga. Se cierra de nuevo el vas hermeticum Y se continia La coceibn,
hasta que el oleo se endurece, transformbndose en metal, en semen dureo, en
oro potable. Es la Ruintaesencia. Esta Materia Prima no se encuentra en
ninguno de los tres reinos naturales Yy deberd ser inventada. Bs muy posible
que sea traida de Lo alto por un pdjaro blanco. Y es el trabajo de La coceidn el
que Lo obliga a descender del cielo. Para la fabricacién de la Piedra, hay dos
caminos. Por uno de ellos, se Llega mds rapidamente, pues no se pasa por La
destilacion oel Espiritu del Vino Secreto; ha sido Llamado por esto Camino
Seco. También, porgue no requiere La ayuda de la mujer a tu Lado, en tu
Laboratorio. No podriamos decir si es que sus resultados son Los mismos; pero
nuestra familia ha elegido el camino que pasa por el Vino, el cual ha sido
Wamado camino Hiamedo, porgque no puede recorrverse sin La compainia de La
mujer, La que derrama Yy hace dervamar Ligrimas. En verdad, es ella quien Lo
fabrica. Sin embargo, para La construccisn de La Pledra, del Ovo, del Hijo, tik
deberds estar solo nuevamente, terriblemente solo, més solo que nunca, més
que aquel que eligiera el Camino Seco, pues te habrds quedado solo... EL
Sendero del Vino es el mds dificil, el mds largo Yy Llewo de peligros. Por ello,
nosotros pensamos que es el mis noble Y completo. Por eso nuestra estirpe Lo
ha elegido. No nos estd permitido decilr el nombre del primeero de Los nuestros
que Lo siguid; pero es tradicion en nuestra familia beber La primera copa en
suw howor..."

Seguian varias Lineas ilegibles y otras que habiaw sido tachadas con tinta.
No Le fue posible descifrarlas. Dio vuelta la peniiltima pagina Yy leys:



"Te digo que wmi corazén ha sido abierto como por una daga y tu has entrado
en €L. Luego se ha cerrado en mi pecho. Ast ti te encontrards sin otro
compairero hasta el dia de la resurreccion y del Juicio Final, compartiendo
toda wi vida y toda mi muerte. Porque cuando Yo muera, ti habitards en el
fondo de wmi coraziwn, ew las tenebrosas profundidades de Lla tumba..."

Volvié a aparecer sw antepasado. Traia un candelabro en su mano izguierda
Yy vestia los paramentos de su alta dignidad.

-Acomphirame -Le pidis-, debo mostrarte nuestras viias Yy bodegas, donde,
por trescientos aivos, fabricamos el vino. EL oficio tradicional de la familia
stempre ha sido éste.

Atravesarow La casa vacia Yy salieron a los campos, donde Los trabajadores
recolectaban los racimos de uvas Y bailaban sobre ellos a pie descalzo,
entonando canciones de un ritmo creciente. EL mosto corria por La tierva,
como uwn rio suelto. Bajo Los entoldados, se reunian los familiares para
asistir a la fiesta de la vendimia. Viejos Y jovenes, en gran silencio y
concentracion. A La Llegada del antepasado, se pusieron de pie Y se
tnclinaron. EL se acercéd a saludarles uno a uno. Le miraban asombrados, sin
reconocerle.

-No te preocupes -dijo el pariente-; no todos saben de Lo que se trata. tremos
ahora a las bodegas.

De nuevo se hallaron solos. EL antepasado Le fue mostrando Los barriles.
Tenlan nombres grabados. A wmedida que avanzabaw, Los barriles
disminutan de tamaino.

-Bste vino es para la familia. Aqui guardamos el Espiritu del vVino Secreto.
Por el Libro de la Familia, que he dejado en tu cuarto, habrds podido enterarte
que sblo nosotros sabemos como fabricarlo, porque a niestras manos ha
Llegadlo el @uinto Libro de Weidenfeld. Nadie fuera de wosotros sabe gue él
escribis ese @uinto Libro, tan prowmetido Yy esperado... Bste barril, que atn no
tiemen nombre, ha sido reservado para ti. Yo mismo Lo grabaré, cuando en
verdad sepa como te Llamas.

Las bodegas eran ya el comienzo de los subterrlneos. EL pariente se cambid
de induwmentaria y tomsd una espada.

-Lleva también la tuya, pues la vas a necesitar -explico.

EL piso era desparejo. Un olor rancio Y hivmedo Lo envolvia todo. De vez en
cuando, La débil Luz de las candelas dejaba ver eslabones herrumbrosos de
cadenas rotas.



-vawmos a visitar al Gran Antepasado.

caminaron largo rato ew la oscuridad.

-¢Como te orientas agui? -pregunts.

-No me oriento, me desoriento... Ya no sé dénde estamos. Tampoco he
recorriolo estos subterrdineos en toda su extension. Pero, igquién Lo ha hecho en
este mundo?

Se oyb un quejido; Luego, un como rugioo.

Sintis frio en su columna. EL pariente Le calms, tomdndole del brazo.
-También Yo senti Lo mismo La primera vez que aleancé a este lugar tan
oscuro. Empuina fuerte tu espada. Hewos Llegado.

(luming con el candelabro La base del muro. AL pie de una colummna, aparecis
La forma de uwn ser contrahecho, amarrado con cadenas. En su rostro se
marcaban Las huellas de todas las humillaciones Yy sufrimientos, de todos
los crimenes. Resplandecia también en agquel rostro la santidad de La
criatura. Mezcldbanse en sus rasgos Las razas de La tierra; el antmal con el
pez, el vegetal con La piedra.

-Bste es el qran Antepasadlo. Pidele su bendicion, su perddn. Humillate ante
€L, besa sus llagas. -i€so nunceal -respondié-: Lo que haré es Libertarle. Para
eso he veniolo.

Y con un golpe seco de su espada cortd las cadenas del Gran Antepasado, del
Rey de los esclavos de la Atldntida.

ElL qran Antepasado entrd en el cuarto. Traia aun las marcas de las cadenas
Yy de los suplicios infamantes y olia a profundidad.

-vengo a agradecerte. Mi agradecimiento se expresard del misimo modo:
cortando tus cadenas, Liberdndote de Las amarvas gue te ligan al sueiro.
Traitgo el Arbol Genealdgico de Lla familia. Lo de tus bisabuelos se Llamé
Domingo; otro, Sabado. Ti, te llamas Viernes; porgue este es el dia de tu
estrella. Al final del Arbol estd crectendo una nueva rama, que serd La
ultima, pues es estéril. Debo decirte que en esta familia mora el espiritu de un
orgullo sin limites, que busea refugio ew Lo irreal. Ese pariente del cuadro,
tus otros antepasados, todos, fueron incapaces de amar a sus semejantes de
carne Y hueso. nclindndose ante Lo que no existe, crelan poner a salvo su
desmedioo orgullo. lgual ti, incapaz de amar a wna mujer real, amas a una
muerta; te entregas a una muerta, porgue sabes que no existe, porgque sabes
que se acabb para siempre. Como tus antepasaolos, no amas a nadie; sélo te
amas a ti mismo...



Sintis que una lanza le atravesaba el pecho. Sin poder moverse ni replicar,
cervd Los ojos. Con gran dificultad, movis sus Labios de piedra:
-¢Por gqué wme has abandonado?

"La he amado con todo el ser. La he amado con un amor que es mas gque
amor. La he Llevado por el mundlo, prestdndole mis ojos para gue vea, mis
sentidos para gue sienta. St wo puedo amar a nadie mds, es porgue me he
quedado frio. Porgue Yo soy ella.”

tba a pronunciar La oraciéw a la Estrella de la Mairana, cuando escuchs una
VoZ:

"AUW ND. Bstoy en la tumba."

Y luego, el pariente:

"ES la noche oscura. La corvupelon de uno es la purificacion del otro.
Corruptlo unius est alterius...”

Lo que sigue de esta historia es mejor vivirlo en silencio. Tras la nigredo,
viene La albedo. Albantia, La Tierra Blanca, el ascenso a las divinas cumbres,
el encuentro con el Oasis que existe entre Los hielos. Es posible que ella
también vuelva y Lle guia por Los pasillos en penuwmbra, tal como Lo hiciera
antairo, hasta dejarle junto a los muros de la Ciwdad, en Lla que ella no entra.
El hombre se mLra en un espejo. Y en su agua viela, descubre gque su mirada
es La de ella; porgue ahora éL se estd mirando desde ella.

"iTw eres Yo!", exclama.

Y su grito de triunfo precipita el terremoto. Y, al desplomarse La montaing,
junto a las costas del sur del mundo, desde el Océano, emerae La antigua
tierva del Andrigineo.




HE - SHE
(Miguel Serrano)
The Book of Magical Love

The HimaLagas

-Master, | have had a wmewmory from the future. t have seen myself in a war,
n a country that Ls not of our time, wearing unknown clothing and
WEAPONS.

"tt won't be better thaw today," said the Master. We go doww in time.



-t have had this memory, and { come to the forest of Bundelikhand, where you
live, so that you can initiate me into the Kaula tantric practice and doctrine,
in which Yyou are Master of Masters. There's a reason Your name is
Matsyendranatha.

The Guru, who was naked, covered his body with blue ashes, closed his eyes
and remained this way for a long time. He was resting his right arm on a
short wooden support ano was sitting that morning i the lotus position, tn
the shade of a twisted fig tree. He opened his eyes as if he had returned from
a trip and fixed them on the Young man's, who tried in vain to resist his
gaze. He felt investigated inside, traveled back to his chilodhood. He Lowered
his eyes with respectful modesty and also with fear.

-You talke about a mewmory of the future and surely you think about
transmigration. You must know that the belief in retncarnation is not
found in the most ancient texts. He was here. it comes from this Land and Lts
dark inhabitants; tt has to do with the various deaths that follow that of the
body, with the shedding of the snake's skin... Tell me what you saw in your
dream.

-t saw myself in a war in a distant country. He carried a sword.

-The sword is knowledge... So that ( can accept You as a disciple, initiating
You in the Kaula practice, You have to bring me woman's milk. tt is
necessary to start again, from childhood.

wWhere to find mother's milk? He will go to ask ghawesa, the god of good
luck, at the door of the tewmeple.

He prostrates himself in front of the statue of the elephant god and asks him
to help him, so that the Master can Lnitiate him. As he Leaves his
concentration, he sees next to him a priestess from the temeple, who has come
to place flowers next to the god's hooves. It is slender ana covered with
fragrant oils; Her black hair is tied with a jasmine bow.

"Don't walk away," he says, "l want to ask you something." His dark eyes
wateh hime. -t need wmother's milk. -t am a virgin, but L will try to please you.
Give me Your bowl. The waiter extends it to him with Lowered eyes.

The priestess's hand hao a white spot between two of her fingers. 'Leprosy’,
thought the young maw. "You have to help," she said.

The Yyoung man's trembling hand did not kinow how. She guided him. She
was bare-chested. He was thus able to extract milk from Ghanesa's wife. "He
gives you the milk," she said. The young man wanted to prostrate himself



before the priestess, but she prevented him. He joined his hands and said: -
OM! The Yyoung man left grateful and a Little sad.

As he crossed some wide terraces, with niches and portals, he heara chisel
blows and saw the sculptors and architects of the temple at work. The granite
and marble reverberated, rising into fine dust. Fishing lines and filaments
floated in the dense air, remained suspended or vanished. under a marble
Lintel stood a blina sculptor; He held a block of stone tn his hands. He felt the
young man passing by with the bowl. And, as if he saw him, he followed
him with his face, as he walked away in the direction of the Bundelikhanol
forest.

The Master brought the bowl to his lips, keeping his eyes closed and in
meditation. But he didn't rush all of Lts contents.

"You must drink too," he said. what ( Leave here belongs to Yyou.

The young man drank with devotion. The milk tasted like jasmine. He
couldn't stop thinking about the priestess, feeling something of her enter
hime. The Master had also drunk. Now there was a bond that united the three
of thewm. Surely it could already be started.

"No," said the Master; you still need it. t need to know your yantra. -who
can, Master, trace my yantra? -Go visit Sudhir Ranjau Bhaduri and tell
hime that t need to know You inside. -'ve heard that name. It also seems to me
like a memory of the future...

And the young man went to see Sudhir Ranjau Bhaduri, with the suspicion
that the scene was repeating itself, that he had already come to visit this man
once, to ask him for something similar, but in another time, not in the past,
but in the future.

Sudhir Ranjau Bhaduri was inside his cabin and was accompanied by a
teenager who handed him some brushes, which he washed in a bronze pot.

"t shouldn't have downe this," satd the old mawn. Your horoscope wouldl be better.
The yantra is Your inner portrait, a subtle image on which your external
form rests. t have to visualize that intimate vibration and give it the color
that corresponds to it. They are the musical instruments of the soul, which
Master will call chakras, Lotus flowers. | don't know why 'w doing this, if
he's going to change everything. nitiation consists of changing the yantra.
As long as you do not change your yantra, You will not achieve
tmmortality. L will be the witness, if not today, in three hundred years...



The yantra was beautiful, but pale colors, somewhat indecisive. it was
wnderstood that the muste that came from there could be tender and
captivating.

The Master also seemed to hear her, under the fig tree, because his eyes had
an unusual expression, while he immersed himself in contemplation of the
yantra, as if reading a text that only he could decipher.

-Who created the world? Nobody knows. Not even Brahma himself in high
heaven knows it. Something unknown happened. And the world was born.
who disturbed the stillness of nothinguness, the peace of God? Perhaps she, the
Bride, the eternal feminine, the feminine Brahma.

-Master, who created the world? Who put us in this predicament?

-l say that not even Brahwma himself seems to know. An equivocal force has
intervened. n a very distant time, however, there were beings who knew this.
They managed to place themselves on the margins of the circle, altering the
fatal game of the laws. They disintegrated this world and created another,
through a secret knowledge that allowed them to penetrate the equivocal
principle. They did not aspire to ultimate fusion, in a supreme ecstasy, but
to definitive separation, to ultimate solitude. These beings were the Sidhas.
They lived in two cities in: Agarthi and Shampula. To enter them Yyou have
to follow a path in reverse, towards the origin of time.

-Master, and the Sidhas, who are they?

“Brahma does not know who created the world; but his wife seems to know
him. Also, the Sidhas. They have managed to extract the secret that is kept in
the sex of the Wife, and that Brahwa does not know.

The Master continued:

-The knowledge has been transwmitted to us by the Serpent who survived at
the bottom of the waters, when a world of men-gods was destroyed, in whose
world the woman was not outside, but inside, where he and she were one and
she did nothing that he didn't know. But she did something he didn't know
about. And the overflowing waters destroyed the continent where the king
was the supreme priest and meditated unoler the Tree, surrounded by
animals, directing the course of the stars, which did not exist outside of him
either. As long as you do not reincorporate the woman and reabsorb the
animals into You, as long as you do not intermingle Your roots with those
of the Tree, taught by the Serpent, You will not be a priest-king.



Adfter saying this, the Master considered it necessary to get up. He did it
with difficulty, because his roots were intertwined with those of the fig tree,
under which he had beew reclining for many years, in the lotus position. tn
truth, few know the sacrifice that a Master Lmposes whew he accepts a
disciple.

The sun was just rising at dawn. Soft pulsations enveloped the forest,
reaching with their beats to the tops of the temples. The river moved silently,
also watting for dawwn.

The Master Led the disciple to the royal stables. Seeing him appear, the
groowms prostrated themselves in the dust. Thew they fled, because no one hao
ever seen Matsyendranatha in the physical body.

A black mare, with shiny skin, with a white star on her forehead, was there
that morning. A spirited stallion entered the corral. Master and disciple were
able to observe, immersed in similar reflection, what was happening. Gently,
the stallion nipped the mare's thin legs and haunches. He thew moved away
powerfully and neighed. It seemed to hold the entire universe within itself.

The disciple Looked at the Master, gquestioning him with his eyes.

For a lLong time, this game continued, in which the male was Like a monsoon
cloud, full of lightning. The stallion rushed forward, like the sky upown the
earth. And drama ensued. The Lightning bolt broke tnto pleces. The stallion,
on the mare's back, showed his large yellowish fangs; the female tilted her
ears to either side of her starry forehead.

-Have you understood it? -asked the Master. The waiter was too embarrassed
to reply. At noown, under the shade of the fig tree, the Master spoke:

-We have to change everything. Changing the stallion into a mare, the man
into a woman... You could understand that the mare was rejoicing, with
quiet joy, even before the event. She is the only one trivmphant at the end of
that misfortune. Something happened, sometime, somewhere. Bverything
has been altered. The woman came out of the man. Mare and stallion took
shape externally. Someone starts to devour someone. n what we have seen
today, there is a sacrificer and a victim. Someone receives and becomes rich,
someone gives and becomes poor. There is the death of a god, of a destiny. it
has been believed that evil is seen here and, therefore, asceticism has been
preached. Deep down, theve is fear of falling into the trap and being devoured.



within the game of blind laws, the role of the gods. Using it you reach
another reality. The natural life and that of the magician go in opposite
directions.

The Master Lnvited the disciple to visit the temple. But now he did not move
away from the shadow of the tree.

"The temeple Ls You," he told her, "it is your own body." One day, ( also
traveled arownd the world visiting their sanctuaries, from Mount Kailas, in
, to Cape Comorin, in the extreme south. tn all of them theve are temples, and |
offered sacrifices.  bathed in the sacred rivers and searched for the city of the
tmmortals outside of myself, to come to understand, at last, that what is
external is an bmperfect reflection of what is i we. The real Kailas Lies
within, also the far south and the city of Agarthi. The sky itself has the
shape of your body, the stars only reproduce centers of Llight that are in you.
Therefore, every cosmic journey is truly carried out within. Those who search
outside are the ones who will die. They will reach the stars only in appearance
and will find them empty. The earth is nothing wmore thawn a point of your
great cosmic body, or it is possible that you are a point of the earth. You are a
temeple with a single column and several doors. You must find the entrance
tn your own maze and thew seal it. Over there, in the center, above, is the
Kailas and the city of Agarthi. But now they seem to be submerged, under
the sea. You must first descend to the bottowm to recover the keys among the
ruins of an old continent. And, do You know what this submerged world is?
It is the old brain of the godmen, which is still in you, but which has been
covered by a new crust, by a new country. With the disappearance of the
ancient, of an old sun, the godmen sank into the mountains and the waters,
awaiting the resurrection. Bverything that was accomplished with the help of
the godwmen, today escapes Your will; the direction of the course of the stars,
the automatic processes of Your body are truly directed by those submerged
and capricious gods, who are always waiting for the new sun that shines on
us today to go out.

The path that | teach you goes under the waters, in search of the lost land of
the gods, of the seed-guides, of the instinet-gods; He goes from a new suwn to
an old, submerged sun, to float a legendary continent, finding the paths,
the bridges that Link it to the present, thus being able to inherit from the old
priests, the gudides, the direction of the work in the temple.



The Master spoke to the disciple about the lotus flowers, about the chakras:
"They are there," he said, "even though they are actually non-existent
flowers." They are rather a possibility, a virtue of the soul. They create Your
etheric double, your air body. But you will have to invent them. It is like a
garden in shade; n order for You to see Your flowers, You have to make the
Light. The Light is called Kundalint; BY turning it on, you will find the
narvow paths that take you from flower to flower. Kundalini is also the bee
that drinks from each flower.

AlL this that does not exist is wmore true than what exists. mmortality is like
a flower that no one has seen. It will have to be invented. Not otherwise you
are imwmortal. Blind, without seeing, you must cultivate the flowers in your
garden at night.

Awnd the Master came Ln to describe the different Lotus flowers, or chakras. He
explained its color and the number of petals, starting with the flower of the
genitals, the one at the base of the spine, continuing with those of the belly,
the heart, the throat, the eyebrows, until reaching the one with a thousand
petals, which opens in the head and which is also Mount Kailas, where Siva
has wmet Parvati. There Ls a diamond Lake there, he told him, which must be
crossed in a boat guided by a blind boatman, in an underwater boat with
lights on underwater, or on the back of the igneous serpent, to reach a vold
that no longer exists. You know if it is tnside or outside, because maybe it is
nowhere, because it is Like being nowhere. The wedding, or union, is fulfilled
in the flower with a thousand petals. Between the eyebrows there is a flower
with two petals, Like dove wings. BY opening this flower, a third eye is born
and we are allowed to see the gates of the city of Agarthi.

There are, however, more flowers - continued the Master -. But these, tn
general, do not open; They are forbidden flowers. There are them on your feet,
on Your kinees. They are centers of different consciousness, thoughts of the
giant-gods of the ancient sun. A kaula magician must open all his flowers,
but without remaining in them for a long time.

n the ghostly landscape of Yyour gardewn there is a tree. The snake coils
around Lt. This tree is also

n always parabolic Language and establishing analogies between what is
inside ano what iLs outside, between the Lnvisible and the visible, the Master
referved to those channels or rivers called nadi and which are Like the
filaments of the soul, through which the terrible energy of the soul circulates.
world of giants



-Kundalint is a caleulation, an internal power. She is asleep. She is the
sleeper. You have to wake it up, lnvent it. But nothing s created without it
existing virtually. Kundalini is the possibility of that force that destroys
one world to create another. She is cotled at the foot of the tree, tied there with
chains, forming a knot, in the very place where all the trees come from.

To reach that hidden sleeping enclosure, You must cross jungles and
valleys. Armed with a sword, you will reach the end. You will cut the chains,
You will awaken the sleeping wing, You will open the three paths and you
will ascend with it in a chariot of fire. Together Yyou will drink from each
flower. You are one half, she is the other. Since she is blind, only with you by
the hand can she reach the summit, the edge of the great void. But even
married, You will have to take the last Lleap alone.

It is very possible that at the end of the trip everything will be reproduced
again, but in a way and in a reality that only resembles it. A big doubt
takes You when You take the leap. Furthermore, the journey is not
continuous; It is spiral. At each flower the gardener stops and gets tived,
falls asleep again, returns to the root of the tree, to its dark cavern. You will
have to go down again to wake him up. You fall Like this many times and
You get back up on this path in which Yyou generate yourself, in which you
nvent yourself, becoming your own child. The sown of man, begotten by the
father, who is also the son.

The sow is very fragile. He is an unnatural son. He dies easily, a breath, a
bad thought destroys him. n truth, thought destroys it. The son of man is
conceived in reverse, fertilized by the woman. He is of pure mental
substance, of tnvisible ether. He has beew created with the purest magic of the
Stdhas, with the semen that spills in reverse, inwards.

Sowme affirm that the physical permanence of the woman is unnecessary,
they say that the magical intercourse, or maituna, must be carried out
internally, only with the image of the woman who has become Your own
soul. The etheric body of man is feminine, that of womawn is masculine. tn
the Love of the Stdhas, of the Raulas, the masculine soul of the woman
fertilizes your feminine soul. And you give birth to the son of eternity.
There are those who maintain that the event is purely symbolic, purely
mental. we Kaulas believe in the need for women to be outside and for a
matuna carried out effectively, according to rules that t will reveal to you. tn



this heavy, iron age, the physical body is the instrument that you must
tune. The Stdhas were also reswrrected with this boolg.

The disciple practiced difficult purification exercises. He must have
swallowed a long strip of Linen, which he expelled through his rectum. He
Learned to absorb water through the urethra, in preparation for reabsorption of
semen, in case of involuntary ejaculation in the morning. He was also able
to concentrate between the eyebrows, paralyzing thought and breathing.
Owne day, his steps took him back to the god Ghanesa, at the temple portal.
And he leaned down, touching the stone with his forehead. As he stood up, he
saw that there was the priestess again. She was tall, with her bare bust,
smelling of fresh flowers and sandalwood.

-Why are Yyou sad? -she askeod him.

-How can You not be, when You so eagerly seek fulfillment and still remain
tn the tntermediate world of shadows?

-Tell me, who s your Guru? -Matsyendranatha.

-Poes he guide You, by chance, from the plane of the disembodied? No one has
ever seen hime in a physical body. He Ls not of our tine.

He-he Lives in the forest and teaches in the shade of a fig tree.

-Yow're sure? WiLL You take me to see him?

"Come on," said the young mawn.

They crossed the city and entered the forest. Strangely, the young man took
a long time to find the road and the fig tree. With surprise, he haa to
recognize that the Master was not there.

"l was right," exclaimed the priestess; Matsyendranatha has never existed. |
must doubt that you have learned the right doctrine without falling into a
trap of Your imagination, or of a demon of the jungle... it doesn't matter,
come with me. [ will reveal your own body to You...

The young man hesitated. She reassured him with a swile.

-The temple is your body.

They returned to the temeple. The priestess placed her crown of jasmine at
Ghawnesa's feet.

-We can enter now.

A damp and cool gloom could be seew insioe. But the priestess changed her
mind and took him first to see the outside of the temple.

-Here all Life is represented, Maya, the llusion. n the low friezes you find
war, death, pleasure, Love. But those who love each other in these walls are not



men but the gods. She observes Siva's face, the distance from it is not
human. The postures of love are always tense, none are spontaneous; a ritual
is being fulfilled. This entire world, apparently on fire, is illuminated by a
colol sum. It is the wall of our existence, the wall of the temple, what happens
o the outside. It's Maya. It is also the steep wall of Mount Kailas, where each
rock Ls a god who mates and loves. The summit is beyond the clowds. This
tewmple is your body.

"The Master told me about it," said the young mawn with devotion.

-The temple is built of a single rock, Like Siva's mountain. Before entering,
he observes the figures here carved by the seulptors of Khajuraho.

There is nothing naturalistic about his art. Never again on earth will this be
built. Those who have been able to sculpt like this have penetrated a mystery
that frightens the gods themselves. The divine Ls confused with the demontc.
The tense bow has perhaps broken, the string has broken, without being able
to release a tension. And it is there, at that impossible point, where the faces
of the husband and wife ave reproduced, their bodies shaking like stone
leaves of a cosmic tree, petrified, moved by a wind that comes from another
wuniverse. This message will not be understood. tdeas will be sought,
reassuring veils that can make one forget, pious interpretations. But the
signal has been given. No one can destroy it anymore. Observe the face of
the husband at the moment of merging with the wife. He expresses pleasure,
pain, absence; everything at once. He contemplates the delicacy of her
embrace, holding her beloved, protecting her from herself. He Looks at the
fingers of her other hand, Ln the ritwal gesture. Observe the tntertwined legs
and the stone Riss, discovering the meaning of a touch that will only be
fouwnd again at the endl of time... Yes, ( fear that this temeple is being beaten
by a wind that comes from the sphere of a decadence of The lmwmortals. only
gods in love with humanity have beew able to favor the realization of this art.
only beings with diabolical desires for the divine...

ALL the temples of Khajuraho go tn a dirvection from north to south, except
that of Chosant Jogint, that of Siva, the fearsome and vernacular god, which
goes from east to west, as if it were indicating that something very special
must be transported in that direction. address. It is also the only temeple built
of grawnite; the others are made of soft, colored stone.

The temple of Siva is a mandala that is difficult to penetrate, defenoled at its
threshold by the guardian qanesha. Bvery temple always ends in a wall



with no exit. But in Khajuraho the temples have three small doors at the end
that Lead to the south. The Siva temeple opens three doors towards the west.
-You go with me hand in hand, inside your body, looking for the entrance
and exit of the mandala, of the labyrinth, ascending through each of your
flowers. We are now in the first one. Say OM.

They were screaming. n the darkwness, filled with sandalwood fumes, one
could see side cells with double wooden doors. One of thewm was the priestess's
cell.

-Here L meditate. From here | went out to look for you.

They entered the gabhagriha, or sancta sanctorum. It gave the impression of
a crater and the adept felt as if dragged by a powerful force. He threw himself
ow the ground, repeating mantrams.

Passing through the sex of the cosmic wife, stood Siva's phallus, the Lingam,
a symbol of ultimate lmmobility. The union of both was Siva
Ardhanasisvara, the androgywous one. The granite phallus, polished by the
caresses of the hands of the priestesses and the faithful, shiny with oils and
sacramental spices, had stains of blood still fresh from the immolated
victims, perhaps from the menstrual fluid of the Bride.

While the priestess chanted mantrams, cadentously, clasping her hands
and with her eyes Lowered, a hoarse horn sounded from time to time. The three
doors at the back were closed.

Somewhere in the temple a cell opened and the blind sculptor emerged. He
approached, groping his way, and came to sit, cross-legged, wext to the stone
lingam. The priestess approached even closer to the center, with ritwal
movements, avolding certain angles, Ln intense concentration, as tf in the
Lnvisible there was an entrance that she must discover. Whew she arrived, she
poured perfumed oil on the Lingam. She asked the disciple to come closer,
repeating her movements. She handed him the oil, and he dropped it on
Ardhanasisvara.

The three remained reclining in the same position, next to the dark symbol.
She got up again and hanoed the blind sculptor a basin of water.

"l am the river," she said. You are the one who really sees; You are also the
stone in the middle of the river, the one who works the stone.

The blina sculptor stood up and Let the water fall on the adept's head. -Yow are
the fish in the river. Nothing, find your way to the west.

Bven before the first stone is laid, the temple Ls already here. tt has only been
maode visible. On the walls of the temple, the wife contemplates herself in a



wmirror, adwmiring a beauty that will irremediably decay. All this is made
knowwn to You; also, the existence of those three doors, through which you will
Leave.

The blind sculptor stood wp. He touched first the priestess's face, thew the
adept's. He ran them over with his fingers, as if keeping thewm in the memory
of his hands.

The adept returned to the forest, next to the fig tree. He was wnder the tree for
many years, no less than twenty.

He practiced the most difficult disciplines, designed to purify his body, the
lknown ones and others that he himself discovered. He had the impression, at
times, that he was being guided by the Sidhas from the city of Agarthi.

But peace was wot achieved. He felt that opposing forces were disputing him;
what had beew Left behind, unsurpassed.

n his dreawms, rocks tried to pronounce words. 'Bverything has to ascend’,
said a voice. 'Come, hurry, so that You leave a space that can be filled by
Your brother, and his brother, by an animal, which will allow a vegetable and
a mineral to ascend. Go up, dissolve your form to help them, because there are
exact mumbers.

A horned god came, with crooked feet, carrying a flute. And he began to
dance and sing:

The wine presses are blue The wine is red The sun burns the belly of the
dawncers

Come to the garden of Brindavan!

He closed his eyes and implored. Thew the god passed blue dust, like stars,
over his burning body. He took his flute and sang:

O Baghavan! Will you set Your eyes on Your servant? Let us Lmplore him to
whowm your prayer says: oh, vagabawn, you, who give here and everywhere,
that special state that adorns the brilliant crown of the gods!

He would stop for a moment, or perhaps years, to sing again in the night.,
Next to the penitent tree:

oW, gododess, who at will can move the three worlds! Your breasts are the sun
and the moon! Come here to the one who suffers! And you, who in your heart
contemplate him who has the shape of the Himalayas and with his single
glance drops refreshing ambrosia on those who burn in fever! Rest your head
for a moment and rest!



The penitent sometimes remembered the priestess and was certain that she
had died.
owne day, he discovered a way to Look and see. That is, to really see the world,
a flower, a tree, an animal, a man, even an image, or a thought. To achieve
this, he had to stop every idea in his mind. He was able to Look like someone
directing a ray of cold light. The world was transformed. in that moment he
was given, in addition to seetng, hearing the language of animals and
things; also, that of colors and light. Bverything became plain external,
foreign fantasy.
To achieve this, he must first discover his body. He said to himself, How cawn |
see without eyes, hear without ears? He Looked inside. He ascended the tree
from his pillar. He opened his eyes, looked at the world and saw it for the first
time.
He was also able to look inward. He was trying to open the flower between his
eyebrows.
And so it was that one day, the bird that rests there opened its wings.
Deeply concentrated, he stopped every thought, or image, with rhythmic
breathing and his body in the lotus position. He felt a soft sigh at the base,
as his mouth opened. Thew, like paralyzing vertigo, he turned up the heat.
As he ascended, rhythwmic waves rocked his body, which seemed to change
shape, becoming flat, like a sheet that joins its two poles. When the fiery
waves reached his head, he understood that if he did not project himself
outwards, in a supreme impulse, towards the void, he would be caught
between two opposing forces and destroyed at that point. He was a victim, at
the same time, of tervor in the face of the unknown.
It is very possible that someone helped him at that moment. And he crossed
the boundary in a chariot of fire. He felt himself falling at dizzying speeds.
Thew he floated softly in dark spaces, where there was also fire. He rose
again, crossed the edge of a sphere and entered a thin, blue region, in which
he felt Light and free, enveloped in luminous zones.
upon his return, he was once again a prisoner. He Looked at his hands and
had the impression that everything had happened in an instant, even though
his experience took him to deep distances, to worlds Lost L time.

He was not able to cross the threshold again. Bven when he managed to make
other apparent trips, something happened to him ow the edge, as if a memory
Left behind was holding him back. His daytime mind, his 1, defended



thewmselves, trying to direct that event, which was foreign to them. Two
opposing worlds were fighting, two universes. One ancient, submerged, ano
another that floated on the waters.

The powerful vibrations that are unleashed in the roots occurred again. He
felt them climb the tree, through the secret channels and set the wheels in
motion, opening the flowers. But, near the top, the current encountered an
obstacle. The sow of Life faced the sow of death. The ego wanted to participate
in the event by altering its meaning.

with his mind partially functioning, he found himself paralyzed, semi-
consclous, Ln that trance, with an tnhibited zone, whtle the terrible anclent
world had already come into activity.

Without finding a way out, the waves rotated on themselves with more anol
more intensity. He felt Like he was in a whirlwind, he was already seeing
circles of blood.

At that moment, a basin of water appeared wext to him. As if obeying a
command, he immersed his hands in it and spread the water over his body.
The vibrations calmed down and he was able to move again.

Who brought you that basine was it, perhaps, water from the river that
descends from the head of Siea on the top of Mount Kailas?

Consumed by the disciplines, the Kaula adept did not wish to open his eyes.
He slowly returned from a painful trance. Covered in cold sweat, as if he had
beew climbing a mountain, falling and getting up. He saw a woman
approaching in the shadows, like the tmage of a memory.

The woman bent down next to the penitent ano wiped her face with the edge of
her sari. it would be difficult for him to know if that form was illusory; the
Lmage became clear, or faded, in the wavering twilight.

- come looking for you.

They Lived in a cabin in the jungle. tt was your servant. He attenoled to his
chores, prepared his food. She brought water from a nearby fountain. other
times, she went further to places he didw't know about. He waited patiently
for her, and, upon seeing her appear, he felt joy in her. She taught him the
use of perfumes and ornaments, so that he could prepare them for her. She
helped him wear flower headbands and arranged his turgquoise ano sapphire
necklaces. She taught him to spread a redoish paste ow the palms of her
hands and feet. The woman contemplated herself tn a wirvor, Like the wife on



the walls of the temple. Whewn she returned from her unknown excursions, he
would watt for her at the door of the cabin and wash her feet.

Night fell and the jungle was filled with murmurs. The hyenas howled and
the sky pulsated. with a soft voice, she sang songs that described divine
loves. They slept outside, among the trees. She always leaned on her side,
resting her head ow the palm of one of her hands. He lay at her feet.

In those times, it seemed Like they were both attentive to their dreams. The
penitent felt that that woman was transforming into a stone tmage of the
temeple walls. The moon became small and became full again. And he
continued sleeping at her feet. Thew, she told him about her childhood, about
playing with other children. And he was amazed to know that she was a
woman.

He asked her to also tell him about her childhood. This is what the penitent
did. But he told of two childhoods, one that took place here, in this time, and
another in a country of the future.

She wasn't surprised by that. She fixed her dark eyes on a distant point,
over the tops of the trees, and told him about a city her name was Ur. it was
there, she said, where she had played with other children.

That night she asked him not to sleep at her feet, but on her left side. She
obeyed the penitent, crossed her hands on her chest andl fixed her gaze ow the
deep sky. She leaned on his right arm.

The next day, the woman Lleft at dawwn and returned Late at night. He was
waiting for her, concentrated, trying to hear her footsteps even beyond the
Jungle. whewn he hearad her coming, he got up and washed her feet with
anolnting.

She then asked him to sleep on the right side of her. And that night he felt
the woman's perfumed breath on her cheek. He always kept his gaze fixed on
the starry sky, and, above, very far away, he seemed to discover the body of
the blue dancer, dancing frantically and wmotionless in the celestial
gardens, with all the virgins of the firmament, but with only one.

pays, mownths, passed like this. She always left and sometimes took a long
time to return. He once asked her where she was going. She replied that she
was going to visit her husband.

She understood that this woman was transforming into energy within him.
Her presence awakened echoes in him, longings that she had always carrieo
within her. one night he dreamed of high snowy peaks, which were not those
of the Himalayas, of a country at the ends of the world and of a woman with



blue eyes and Light hair, who Looked at him as if he were a window and she
could see through. Yours. He woke up with his face covered in tears, realizing
that it was a dream of a thousand years. She, who was now sleeping next to
him, wiped his tears with her sari.

-Why are you crying?

For the first tlme he saw her as a stranger.

"Today | know that my wheel will continue to turn," she replied.

-The wheel of the one who was married at the top of the Tree has also
continued to turn. There is a secret marriage. To be fulfilled it only needs the
light of a star. You get married Looking at that star, and a declaration of
love transmitted by its light is enough. If the message reaches You, You are
already wmarried in eternity.

"l feel that 1 have thus married myself in the future," he said.

The night came whew she taught him how to kiss. She lay down naked on
the grass and called him to her side. She wrapped her Long Limbs around him
and brought her Lips closer to those of the penitent. tt was just a soft,
Lmperceptible touch, wrapped tn a perfume of resins.

The next day, she left. And he knew that she would not return that night. He
leaned against the threshold and concentrated intensely. He had a
suspicion: Someone, perhaps himself, could be thinking, or dreaming, all of
this.

The new yantra has been drawwn ow the fine wood floor, using gold and silver
dust, colored earth, and sandalwood paste. (t has nine entries, well, still
wWhew it symbolizes the universe, it also represents the body of man. it's a
labyrinth. A triangle, a square, a hexagon and a circle have also been
drawwn.

Meanwhtle, the old women and the magicitans consult the stars to find out if
they are auspicious.

Inside the yantra there is a tripod. Ow this a chalice. Ow the floor, various
delicacies and two urns containing wine and water.

[t's night.

The Kawla tnitiate arrives, covered tn a white robe. His hair falls over his
shoulders and he smells like ashes. He perceives the yantra and begins a



dance that resembles that of the bird of paradise. He Looks for the entrance
that corvesponds to him. He finds it and is able to reach the center.

The doors open and the witnesses appear, accompanied by their wives. They
are distributed around the circle, with ritual movements. Nowe of them will
touch the center.

The nightly wait continues until the womawn appears. Her servants follow
her. He also covers her with a cloak and enters the yantra with his eyes
closed, like her asleep, but without doubting or confusing her movements.
Her servants also enter with her.

He and she recline, side by side, waiting.

A volee s heard tnviting to the feast. The delicacies are consecrated with
mantras and signs, chanted and repeated by the servants and the guests.
Flrst the water and wine are consecrated:

Introduce 3ourj05 Lnto this wine so that it becomes a course of eternal
happiness and tndestructible pleasure!

ntroduce the essence of ambrosia, which represents all the flavors of the
universe and is the sperm of the second creation of the twice-born!

The wine is poured into the chalice and the mantra of the sun is recited:
Kang, Bang, Tapinyai, Namah! Kang, Bang, Tapinyai, Namah! Gang,
Phang, Ngang, Ngang! Chang, Bhang, Jhang, Tang, Nyang! Nang,
Thang, Pang, Thang, BPan!

He fills three quarters of a glass with wine, the rest with water and now
recites the mantra of the moon:

Ung, soma, Mandalaya, Sodaza, Kalatmane, Namah!

wine has beew transformed into nectar, destroying the curse that weighed
ow it since ancient times. It Ls now the magical concoction that helps cross
the threshold, it Ls the blood of the sun and the moon.

Two flowers are throww into the wine jug, symbolizing man and woman. It
Ls drunk in two glasses, turning towards the North, thew towards the South.
A mantram that begins with the letter & is recited, tn honor of Ghanesa, the
guardian of the threshold.

with the first glass of wine you eat cooked meat; with the second, fish; with
the third, cereals. Afterwards, Yyou eat whatever Yyou want, since the food has
also been transformed tnto the flesh of a god.



whewn drinking the fifth cup of wine, songs are sung and a hoarse horw is
blown. You don't drink anywmore. The invisible voice describes the summit of
Mount Kailas, Lord of the mountains, resplendent in moonstone, with trees
of motionless shadow, wrapped in the fragrance of hallucinated flowers.

The initiates stand up, Letting their cloaks fall. The servers bring the jug
with water closer. They go into the jar. The choirs sing, deseribing the
woman's body. tt is the garden of pleasure, the temple of the moon and the
sun. Her womb is the altar of sacrifice; Her hair is the sacramental herb; The
sweet hatr of her arms and thighs is the wheat of the fields; Her breasts, filled
with it, are Like volcanoes that fill the tribes of the plains with awe; Her Long
legs ave the paths that the pilgrim must travel. Her eyes are two stars. Her
Lips are made of milk and honey.

She says:- have fire inside my lips. Come, feed it with yours, beloved, do not
delay! They suffer a moment of absence, a fall into oblivion. Because the
water in the jug is pure ambrosia. Whew they Leave the bathroom they are
crowned king and queen by the servants. They have two rods in their hands.
The initiate sits cross-legged. The servants Lift the woman wp, with her
thighs open. They raise it to the height of the mawn's face and slowly lower it
so that it touches her entive body, her center, her flowers, until she falls
gently open on the lingam.

The man feels that he has penetrated the woman, going to a dark-green
region, with the flavor of sloe. The womawn begins a slow rhythm, while the
servants, who are also naked, reproduce the gestures and actions of the
temeple sculptures. Thus a universe is formed that shakes with an tncereasing
cadence, while someone sings:

Oh, castus, only Your wife exists in the time of the great dispersion, all
others die, and even the open eye of the

great Owe closes! The pace accelerates, it becomes intense. The woman
searches for her Lips.

Oh, destroyer, the burning ground is Your playground, your art is the ashes
of funeral pyres, Your crowns are rosaries of skulls! However, O giver of
blessings! He who meditates on You obtains the auspices. He who controls
himself and meditates on You with fixed thought, oblivious to everything
external.



He prays in the manner ordered by the lawholding his breathttis hair erect
with happinessHis eyes full of tears of joytmmersed in a lake of delicious
nectarte ascends to the top of KailasReverence to You, the three-eyed!

[t seems Like the woman loses control. She begins to moan and her open Lips
search for the hero's, penetrating them with her wet tongue.

The servants stng:

Terrible, beautiful! House of our lady! Purga Forest! Paughter of Matanga!
wife of Brahma! Kumart, Lakshmi! Pure! Purel

He concentrates his will between his eyebrows, trying to absent himself, even
though without ceasing to participate tn the drama, in each of its details,
feeling the woman, her Lips on his Lips, her legs pressing ow his kidwneys, her
arms Linked in his arms. his neck. He holds her, trying to defend her from
herself. Motionless, he makes a sign with the hand that he still keeps free.
However, the crazy pace Ls about to drag you down. It is the supreme moment
of the test. He understands that he must discover the way out, in one last
breath. And he thinks of the dead priestess.

At that moment, his semen jumps tnside. And in the roots of the tree the
Serpent awakens. Like Ligquid fire it rises to the top, to the cup, opening all
the flowers of his garden in its path, making the music of the bowels heard.
He opens his eyes. with infinite tenderness, he holds the womawn, and stabs
her blood sweat.

However, the feast is not over, because now the witnesses must dine. And the
feast of the witnesses is his own flesh.
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He was amazed at the appearance of the city that day. Songs could be heard
through its streets, there were flowers tn windows and doors.

He marched aimlessly through the narrow cobblestone streets, encountering
at every step musicians who beat tambourines, played horns and flutes,
wearing brightly colored tunics. Next to the arcade of a sale, he asked a girl
about the event of that day. She responded that it was the May Festival:

-The last; because the monk Dominic has forbidden the nightingale to sing.
The bird tells me on my window if my loved one will come today. The flowers
You see on the Lintels are to protect the city from evil.



"Tell wme, girl," the knight interrupted, "could You tell me where Archdeacon
Sans Morlane Llives?"  must find him.

-He is a cathar. Today the Cathars are hiding; the inquisition controls the
region. Only Montsegur will resist. But today is the May Festival; Bveryone
Ls someone else and no one is who they truly are. The Cathars are the
Romans and the Romawns are the cathars; Husbawnds are Lovers and Llovers
are husbands. Ow this day, masters serve servants. Bverything is what it is
wnot.

"Or what it really is," muttered the knight.

"it's a very old festival,” said an old man who had heard the conversation.
May Festival, or Mayaw.

He took off his mask and it was seen that he was a teenager. w truth, she
was a girl who kissed a girl, who kissed her back passionately, laughing
with pleasure.

-Whatever it is! "l will never kwnow to this day," she exclaimed. Truly he was a
troubadowr.

At dusk, the Rnight managed to find Sans Morlane. He found him in the
cathedral, towards the entrance to the left nave, standing on the slab of a
tomb. He was cloaked in a blue cloak.

-They told me that youw can help me enter Montsegur. -Are You perhaps a
cathar? Have You received the consolamentum?

-No, but t had a dream about Love. | saw my beloved ow the other side of a
drawbridge, next to the entrance to a castle, which has five doors, and she was
telling me something whose secret | must keep. | know 'LL have to cross that
bridge before the five entrances are finally closed.

-Montsegur only has two entrances, one to the North and one to the South.
Actually, it has only one, since the one in the North is reserved for the Perfect
ownes.

-Two nawes | have heard in dreams: Montabor and Montsegur... -Are You a
cathar?
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-(f it wasn't, how would | kknow Your name? How would [ know that you are
dead and that you are now standing on the slab of your grave?

-Yow're right. Only someone who lives in the future, who comes to visit us
from the future and can no lLonger harm us. Go to Fanjeaux, Look for the last
cathar there. You will find him seven hundred years later. His name is



Rogues Marceau. And if you can, also go to Bsclermunda. Truly, she is a
dove.

The knight left the city of carcassonmne, full of flowers and nightingale
songs, to reach Fanjeaux, covered in Low clowds, with the noise of weapons
and a heavy atmosphere of war. n a lost alley, he wmet the last cathar,
Rogues Marceaw. He looked into her eyes and didn't need to say anything.
The mawn recognized him.

"We have seew each other somewhere," he said. Are Yyou coming to have your
horoscope dowe, or to trace the colors of Your soul? The Yyoung man is not with
me this time to hand me the brushes.

-No, t only come to show me the way to Montsegur.

-Again You ask for a mountain. t already told you somewhere, Montsegur is
wot outside, but inside you. why do you keep looking externally?

-t have to go. Furthermore, | wish to see Esclermunda, Lf this were still
possible. They say she built Montsegur. "Following the path of dreams," said
the Last cathar.

He guided him through some narvow streets to the place where the Fanjeaux
castle stood seven hundred years before, on Riaa de Castello.

-Pure ruin! Nothing remains, not a stone upon stones!

-The thing is that you have returned very late, when centuries have passed
since the castle of Montsegur was taken and destroyed. ..

-Sowmetimes | think t'w dreaming.  don't kwnow Lf 1 have dreamed of the past
or the futwre.

-Listen, since Yyou have come again, | will reveal the secret to you. There, at
the base of the mountain, in a shadowy enclosure, in a quadrangular cell, a
beautiful woman has slept since time immemorial. Nobody has woken her
wp. It Ls said that the Perfect Ones keep her asleep while waiting for someone
who will come from distant lands and times. When she awakens, she will
destroy Montsegur and the Perfect Ones will perish in the fire.

-t come to fight for Montsegur. | won't be the one to wake up that sleeping
girl.

-The Perfect Ones know what they are doing, they don't make mistakes.
They are directed from outside themselves, by someone who thinks or dreams
about thewm. Maybe because of the Lady who sleeps. The destruction of
Montseguyr is his triwmph. Go and wake up the Lady! Save Montsegur!



with a heavy heart, the knight walked away from the last Cathar. He felt
hungry and thirsty. He entered an inn and asked for food. A troubadour
sat at the rustic table.

-ln the past, we were the sculptors of the temple. Today we rebuild it with owr
verses. -Do You believe in reincarnation, minstrel? Is this not forbidden to
you? -My teachers, the Perfect Ones, believe in relncarnation. We are not yet
allowed to sing Lt Ln our trovas; but Lf Montsegur wins, we will begin, Little
by Little, to reveal it. He is contemplated in the plan even though the Perfect
Ownes seem to doubt whether it will be good to give the belief to everyone. only
those who have received the Consolamentum, are prepared.

-And you, have you received the Consolamentums? "t am blind," said the
troubadour. -Why don't You sing, to cheer my heart? The troubadour pluckeo
his lute:

Lbuild a castlenoble and gentleAs skillfully as | cansSweet at the rootsBig
and smallFull of bird songsits domains extendBeautiful as noneThat castle
Ls thecastle of Lovelord of LordsAnd of the castle the high towerswhere the
stranger will findA his lady And white Lambs As symbols of love There rests
the beloved Who sweetly Lmplores For the protection of her good n the moment
of great need The first door is always open The second is closed And it is
only for the favorites It must be opened with a pure kiss Once that door has
been crossed There are wo more defenses n the castle But whoever passes that
Limit And does not advance further Attracts his bad end He is not worthy of
Love The great room and the roof that covers it Are to caress for a long time
And to sleep together Naked with your friend The doors and windows Are
made of beautiful faces The thick walls of dark stone They are evils and
torments of the absence that is made Suffer the supplicant until he reveals
His most delicate feelings The bedrooms are made of deliveries Of discretion
considered precious tn the kitchens and i the great room

There Ls no more fire thaw Love He who manages to enter the castle Must be its
defender He will find security there at last And nothing to lose Because the
legions Coming from the distances They will not be able to penetrate nto a
castle so safe And inviolable Residence to which ( belong These are the
wordsAnd the messageThat are sent to You from afar

The troubadour was silent. The knight had fallen asleep with his heao
resting on one arm ow the rustic table of the tnn. He dreamed again about
the drawbridge. At the other end the lady always appeared dressed in an alba



tunte. She told him the words that he lept as her most Precious secret: 'Comne,
hurry, she crosses the bridge. | am Yyouw'.

The knight Left alone and got Lost in the mountains. He found a cave and
took refuge in it. There he remained for days, perhaps months.

The troubadowr came to the grotto, bringing him food. She was his invisible
companion.

-You did well to come to a grotto. The Perfect Ones have carved signs on these
walls. Look at that fish, that dove, and that face.

The knight discovered the face on the rock of the grotto, in the darkest place.
lt was a woman's face, with Loose hair and, in her eyes, in everything, she
had a primal touch that filled her with contemplation. The design of the face
was made by the crevices and promontories in the wet rock. Perhaps it was
drawn by the ice of a lost age, or by wen of a dead race. There was something
that compelled us to worship him. He made his sanctuary from that corner of
the grotto.

Far away, the torvent slid. n the loneliness of the nights, ( heard voices, as if
they had come from a very distant time. The words were tncomprenensible to
him, but they were there, as if suspended in the humid air.

The troubadowr came and sang again:

As Perceval said in the times when
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what he lived®e so strong and wonderful That you cannot askwhom you
serveThe Spear and the Grailit will be forbidden to you My Lady! n front of
Your Beauty [ forget everything | only wish to lmplore you And [ cannot |
only dream...!

The knight begawn to Live in dreams. The thin air of the cavern was conducive
to hallucinations. tt seemed to him that a woman was entering the grotto.
She had wo face. She walkead to the bottom, took the face from the rock and
placed it on her body.

"Now  can talk to You, because | have a mouth," she said, with majesty. t can
do it on behalf of all of them, because t am the Master of the Masters of him.
The Perfect Ones belong completely to me.  come from far away. with the
cathars and the troubadours | am taking over this entire region. | am the
Mother. Only | Rnow the secret.

"l think have already heard those words somewhere else,” replied the knight.
Youw'd better ask the Perfect Ones directly.



"Hurry wp," a voice, similar to that of the troubadour, told him. "because then,
whew everything disappears, which will happen very soon, there will no
Longer be any way to find out the truth. No one will kinow who the Perfect
ownes really were, nor what Montsegur was with certainty.”

The knight Left the grotto and called out to the troubadowr. The echoes of the
mountain responded to him. That night he slept face doww on the grass.

At dawwn, the troubadour brought hime milk from wild goats.

-Where are you hiding? t have called you out loud. Do you know how much
Longer t will have to think about this cave? | must go to Montsegur. | have
been told that t have Llittle time Left, that the castle is under siege.

-It is said that the preparation lasts twenty years...How long have you been
here?

"Several centuries," said the knight. Let me do the math. we are approaching
the year 1244, and  come from 900, in Asia... Yes, really, it is only
minutes.

Spring and summer passed. They went as follows: With a song the
troubadour made them Leave.

Here it is:

Languam Li jorn Lone en mayM'es belhs dous chans d'auzelhs de lohn €
quan mi suy partiz de lay

Remembram d'un amor de lonn vau de talan embrone e clisNom platz plus
que L'yvern getalatz.

The snow begawn to fall. Stalactites grew in the cavern. However, the Rinight
did not feel the cold. He wasn't there anyweore. He was traveling in a special
state, like a dream.

The first time he reached the foot of @ mountain without hesitation and
ascended a narrow path. Ow the steep summit, a stone house could be seen.
He found himself on a platform in front of some large doors that opened
towards a tunnel dug tnto the mountain. He entered the passage
twminated by non-torch light. At the end of the tunnel there was a round
space. Another door opened and the knight found himself in a closed room,
shining with mirror lights. The fourth ascended towards the top, through the
center of the mountain. The Rnight went there understanding that this was
wot from the time of his story, nor from Montsegir. He had passed through
the centuries, he was ascending a parallel mouwntain, on the opposite side of



the event. Someone was Looking up, through a long tube, held with both
hands over one eye. Seeing him arrive, he said:

-Traveler, continue Your path, return to Your time! Below, at the foot of the
mountain, stretched a lake of gloomy green waters.

Bven though that was not from Mowntsegir or from Montsegur's time, it
would have something to do with Montsegitr. Because, Lf not, how would the
lenight have ended up there?

n a new attemept, he finally reached his goal. He arvived exactly in space, in
the image that is preserved n space; but, again, he missed the timing.

what appeared on the top of the mountain was a ruin. The ruin of
Montsegr. Only its walls weve preserved, in part. At the foot of the
mountain, the knight contemplated them. The day was transparently
bright. The Light made a murmur on the crust of ice and snow. He begawn to
ascend. He arrived next to a monolith, on which some words and a date had
been engraved. (n the distance, the ruined walls still appeared. He took the
path that followed to the summit, ascending at the beginning without much
difficulty. But soon his feet began to slip ow the ice of the slope and it was
bmpossible for him to continue.

Head dowwn, full of regret, he walked away from that place. From time to
time, he turned his head.

He stopped at a bend to look at the ruin of the castle for the last time. The
loneliness is total that day. only the remains of the old walls of Montsegir.
Above, arms opened Lmploringly. From that light in movements from the
top, he reached her a message of unknown transparency and Love.

The vision of those stone arms, open above the ruin of the summit, against a
snowy horizon, like if they were wings, it moved him deeply. with her gaze
fixed on the mountain, she received the message tn an attitude of dedication,
wishing to prolong that signal.

even though she had wot reached the summit, wandering again tn time, the
message received was an indication that they had seen him above and were
waiting for him. He wasn't ready yet. He would have to return to his cave
ano contemplate the Mother's face for a longer time.

Her face wasw't there. She searched for it busily, following the cracks in the
stone, breaking the layer of ice with her hands. He was plagued by doubts
that the woman who entered the grotto and put on her face, like a mask, haa
taken it with her. n that case, he would have to go out and Look for her.



A Luminous shadow appeared.

with bare feet, covered in a long white nightgown, he crossed the threshold,
walking almost without touching the grownd or touching the stalactites.
With his arms outstretched and his eyes fixed, he went to the back, to the
shadowy corner, and there he sat for a moment, in a motionless position,
releasing a soft Light from all her Limbs.

-t heard your call and | come to ask You to wake me up from sleep. | sleep by
age. Until | wake up, at the bottowm of my cave, it will not be possible to
destroy Mowntsegur.

"t have come to fight for Montsegitr," the kinight repeated. -The destruction of
Mowntsegur is his salvation.

He stood wp, still with his arms outstretched, and turned to Leave as if on a
ray of white light. A perfume of feverish flowers, of ancient tombs, remained
floating in the air of the cavern.

Tears ran down the knight's face; because tn his delicate hands, between two
of his fine fingers, he had discovered a white spot.

-Leprosy, | recognize that ancient Leprosy! —-he exclaimed. And, on his knees:
-( will obey your orders! t will wake You up, even if Montsegiir is destroyed!
Because | do not want heaven to help me, nor give me joy if it is not through
youl...

She slept, it is said, for centuries, at the base of the mountain wheve the
Montsegr castle was built. There the Perfect Ones found her, and they Let
her sleep because they knew that when they woke her up, the fire would come
that would devour the castle and her cells. However, they awaited the event
with serenity, in that special state produced by amor fati.

The castle had a secret corridor that connected to the base of the mouwntain.
Below, on a stone bed, in a square room, tnside a circle, immersed in a
special substance, covered with a transparent veil, like that of a bride, she
slept. She crossed her hands over her chest andl her curls fell to her waist. Her
snowy feet were bare and a vibration that burned like ice emanated from all
of her. it was this that made it known that she was wot dead, but asleep.

n the middle of the night, sometimes, she would get up without making a
sound and she would sleepily ascend the long spiral corridor, until she
reached the top of the mountain. The Perfect Ones, who were watehing
statically, knew bmwmediately that she had risen from her bed, from her
tomb, at the bottom of the mountain and that she had been climbing. They



didn't do or say anything. They only increased her concentration. nside
the castle, more than one Rinight, more thawn one servant, would feel a white
shadow pass through the rooms, he would see it approach the fire of the great
room for an instant, as if wanting to warm his Limbs, to continue along the
corvidors barely illuminated by the stars, tired to stop next to a sentinel on
duty in a lofty tower. More than one of them would sigh in their dreams as
they felt her pass by.

And in the highest tower, she peered into the distance with her eyes that oo
not see, traveling through the valley, the jungle, to

The Pyrenees to discover if her knight would finally come.

Adfter her first visit, she stopped going for a long time.

The troubadowr returned with his lute; He sat under a snwow-covered tree anol
explained:

-This path that you begin was revealed to the first troubadowr by a falcon
standing ow the goloen branch of the oldest tree of Eden. You are now the
supplicant... only those who are prepared will reach Montsegicr.

She finally returned. Without entering the grotto, she told him;

-Let's sit here for a moment and talk. You can see well that | am completely
at your disposal.  don't defend myself against you. You are funny and
beautiful.

Thewn, the knight poured out his heart:

-Your sleeping eyes cannot contemplate Your beautiful image; but my words
will somehow find the way to your dream. Your feet are small and thin and
Leave blood stains ow the snow. There is also sand from the deserts tn them.
Your long legs are columns of temeples and paths that [ must travel. Your
belly is the altar where distant tribes officiate. Your chest is the top of the
mountain where You sleep. Your forehead, Like the disk of the moon, is the
door of the castle | aspire to enter. Your eyes are the bridge that ( have not yet
crossed andl the message that comes to me Lin the starless night. Your pale
mbefore, if You hadn't Left... Love has only one desive: the fusion of hearts.
Her face disappeared into the wall.

He returned thew woke her up. She wrapped her arms around him and kRissed
him with parted lips, sighing. n this way she gave him her heart. -with this
kiss, friend, [ give you my heart. He now has two hearts. Give me Yours so |
can live!l The knight returned the Riss. And also sighing, he gave her his
heart.



Thewn, sitting at the entrance to the grotto, he repeated:
-My heart is in it, all whole, and my spirit goes after it. The heart is a wirvor
wheve the Lover sees his beloved.

He had entered Montsegiur. He entered with her, with whom he had her heart.
But he did not need to move from the grotto; because he now he lived here and
there, at the same time. He knew what she did; especially, what she felt. Anol
she was in it. They both thought with their hearts, they had changed the
center of their thoughts, making the thought a heart. A center, located at that
site, had opened, along with the awakening. And the man begawn to dream
her dreawms, he shared her vistons. And she dreamed of his. He now had the
heart of a womawn and she had the heart of a man. And those hearts haa
bodlies. The knight's had her body; a womawn's body and face. And hers had
the man's. And these hearts, which had thus acquired greater Life, were a
heart with wings that was transported through spaces and visited the castle
and the grotto, the summit and the base, without the enemy armies being
able to hurt it or stop it. A subtle essence, like a body of aiv, had detached
itself and passed through them, gaining Life within, so that now he was she
and she was him.

The end of the snwow has arrived in the Pyrenees. The kinight Left the grotto
and went towards Montsegiur. His heart already knew the direction. He
couldwn't err.

Along the way, he was joined by the troubadowr. The knight greeted him,
saying:

-Let's go to combat! Let us destroy in ourselves everything that can perish!
He sings a song to help us cross the ranks of the enemy armies.

The troubadour took his Lute and sang:

It greatly pleases me the joyful weather That gives birth to leaves and flowers.
It pleases wee to hear the happy wotse of the birds that make their songs
resonate through the forest.
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And Lt pleases me to see on the meadows Tents and pavilions raised And |
have great joy Whew I see lined wp by the body Knights and armed horses
It pleases me in my bravery To see castles heavily besieged w all their
surroundings of closed wmoats It also pleases me whew a Lady is the first to



bnvade ow horseback, without fear, well armed | am pleased with her brave
bravery

And the horses will run in disorder They will neigh everywhere tn the grove,
the horses without an owner... And ( tell You: Stay in peace now!

They climbed the mountain path to the steep summit. And they founo
themselves in front of the entrance to the Montsegitr castle.

At the other end, on the threshold, she was waiting for him. "t am You," she
told him. And he was now able to cross that threshold.

The troubadour entered behind the knight, as if he were his shadow. But his
story ends here. He says it himself, before disappearing:

-Your love story is not ours, knight; It is more secret and older. It is the
legend of love without love, which was lost in the Flood. | can only glimpse it.
n our stories there Ls not a knight, but a commoner and a queen. But Your
sleeping lady is a queen who travels through the ages and Loves hers just as
much as she does, a Ring.

Thus the troubadour said goodbye. The knight continued on his way, Led by
his lady.

n the large quadrangular room of the castle, sitting arownd a round table,
the knights defending Montsegiur received him. Each one had a woman by
his side.

His lady crossed the circle. He remained standing, waiting. She asked him:
-My sweet friend, what has happened to my heart?

-It beats here in my chest, lady, with two blows at the sawme time, repeating
your name and mine. It is a mirror, an hourglass, that tells me what ( still
need...

There was a wod of approval within the circle. And he was wow able to go in
there and sit down next to his lady,

The Pyrenees became part of the small group of knights who would
participate in the final battle of Montsegur.

He showed her the cells, the layout of the towers, the secret corridors. He also
showed him the enclosure at the base of the mountain, where he kept the
treasure of the Cathars for ages.

From the high battlements he pointed out the peaks and valleys. n the
fading light of twilight, he explained to her:

-The suwn sets over these peaks that for centuries were refuges for pure men
and magictans. whew the great overflowing waters submerged the central



continent of the godmen, when the third moon fell on the earth, here were
kept the keys saved from the Flood. They circulate from world to world. what
has beew called grial, is a celestial stone that fell on our star, whew the
Crown of Luzbel broke into a thousand pieces, in their stellar combat. only
whew the scattered pileces are put together can Luzbel be vindicated. For he is
the Morning Star, the Star of He-She, the guardian of our love. The stone
fallen here is essential to rebutlad the Crown. It shines brighter thaw the sun,
it is Ley five, it is white Light. Its contact unites what is dispersed, returns to
the beginnings. They only find it when they walk backwards. tt also unites
everything that has been separated in You; because You are the Crowwn broken
lnto pleces, the stars scattered across the firmament. That secret talisman
unites you and me in the Star of Him-Her. n every star in the sky there is a
piece of the broken Crown, and the human race will have to go look for it; but
only when Yyou have found the one that is kept ow earth can you be
successful in your cosmic search. From hand to hawnd the treasure has gone.
He came from the East, he left through the south door of a temple, or a
mountain. The secret is engraved on the talisman in an tndecipherable
language, with unknown signs. when Montsegir falls and the talismawn is
taken to more distant lands, its vibratiown, its unrevealed history, will
transform the souls of the pilgrims who still visit these ruins...

The delicate hand, with a pale spot between the ring finger and the index
finger, is raised against the evening sun, to point out the different peaks:
-There are the caverns and the Black Mountain, where the searchers are
prepared. The Lake of Death separates us from that other mountain. When
Montsegur Ls consumed by fire, the treasure must be transported from center
to center, until one day reaching the mountain on Venus, its last refuge,
where we will rebuild, with a piece of Land, the Crown, just as it was beawtiful
before. to break...

He toured the castle many times, from its underground base to the steepest
battlements, but he never crossed the North Gate.

"l already kwow this castle well," he said; | have walked it many times; | feel
like a prisowner, as if by coming and going, | was bumping into a high point,
a Last battlement. Before the final battle, | think t should cross the North
Gate and visit the Perfect Ones, so they can prepare me. Take me through
that door...

She followed him to the threshold of the north door of the castle.



And he knew that he shouwld continue alone.

Next to the abyss, there was dry and transparent air. A small crowding of
cabins among sparse vegetables and stones. A spray of purple light and a
faint breeze.

The Pyrenees

There was still snow on the top. He advanced towards a cabin ow the edge of
the cliff. tt had no windows and its narrow door was open. A violet light
made him stop at the threshold. He sitting on the floor, with his chest
upright, and his legs crossed; The Perfect One was there. His eyes were open
anol expressionless; a smile, not from his mouth, but from the light that
surrounded him and that he himself projected, seemed to be insinuating
itself. Perhaps he was wot there, because whew he spoke, his voice was not
heard ow his Lips, which remained motionless, but rather towards the roof of
the cabin:

-Dlaus You benesiga. He remained silent for a long time. He found it
difficult to speak. His tongue and Lips were made Like stone. "t want to
kRinow," he said at last, "where are we?"

"Do You not understand, traveler," answered the voice, "that You are visiting
a ruin of a castle destroyed seven hundred years ago, that everything you
have seen instde the castle s nothing but the shadow of something that was
ow earth and that is now transported i the Light of a star? t go there too.
Truly, you have come in the future. | must adwmire that you were able to cross
the convoluted planes of Light. You have lost your way, or you have been
transplanted to a parallel time, where Monsegir also exists and the
analogous story of his fall is eternally fulfilled; but with a different
intensity. There are parallel times, therve are planes that do not touch, even
whewn they intersect, there are similar, simultaneous events, like echoes of
bells within closed universes that do not affect each other. Thus, what
happened on earth has had a previous, or simultaneous, existence tn some
other concentration of Light, in a similar, but at the same time different,
way. There we are, thew, You and |, in that other Montsegir drama, the same,
but different tnside.

Always as if coming from above, from the roof of the cabin, perhaps from
that other similar tinme, the voice of the perfect continueal:

-We were opposed to marriage and the fornication of bodies, because they
produce the son of Life; but we were not opposed to fornication of the mind, to



mental marriage, as practiced in the secvet ceremony, in the initiation
chamber of the castle. This was the unrevealed secret, the treasure of the
Cathars.

[t Ls said that a Little before the fall of the castle, four Rinights managed to
climb down from the top, hanging ow a silver cord, which resisted firmly,
without breaking. They carried the talisman, the treasure. The names of
three of them are Rnown. The one with four, no.

The Andes

The wmidday sun penetrated with a soft murmur through the leaves and
ferns. Araucarias, raulls, red copihues, covered with trembling drops of rain.
(n the darkness, an tntense smell of wet earth and that tncessant murmur
of light, like music from the jungle.

"This forest is pure," thought the man; "its dangers are for the soul; they are
found in the desire that this Light awakens and in the tribes of tnvisible
betngs that seem to inhabit it."

His horse, with a white star ow its forehead, might have seew the ghosts, for it
expands its nostrils and neighs. He takes a path that crosses a clearing and
leads him out of the forest. On the horizow, at the end of the valley, streteh
the swow-capped peaks of the Andes.

At dusk, the mawn stops. He ties his horse to the branch of a tree and begins to
clinmb towards an opening in the wall of the mountain. He sees a shadow
come dowwn in his direction, arms outstretched. He covers her with a poncho
that floats in the twilight breeze. He Ls an old man with a beard and Long
hair. when you meet him, halfway wp the slope, he doesn't seem to see You.
His hawnds first rest on his shoulders, thew go up to his face and run over it.
They stop at his hatr.

He feels a strange emotion, as if this had happened to him before and those
hawnds once modeled his face.

They are now sitting by the fire. The old man has dead blue eyes. The man
speaks:

-'wm ot surprised that you're blind, but 'm surprised that you're white. |
thought ( would find a Mapuche here, with shaggy hair.

"You must explain to me why Yyou have come," says the old man.



-They told wme that a herb grower Lived in the south. 'm looking for the herb of
health to take to a friend. Maybe there is a wedicinal root that can save her.
-There Ls no grass that can do Lt. His tllness has to do with the blood that Ls
shed. Herbs and wetals are related to the organs of the body. Lungwort is
fibrous. The copihue is a blood bell. The rose is clotted blood. Somewhere in
this mountain range, there Ls a dead man with a rose ow his chest...

-t have come in search of medicine...

-The crazy girl has a red breast and helps wme find the remedy. tt is not
necessary for You to take it to her, nor for her to drink it. All you have to do
Ls touch the grass, and then put your hand on his chest. The disease is not in
the visible body, but in others. it is an imbalance between the bodies and the
breaths that wnite them, a confusion of the currents. The stars also have
something to do with all this. what is your friend's stone?

-The topaz.

-An orange current emerges from the South Pole. This Pole represents the
sexual organs of the earth. The left stde of the man also gives off an orange
Light.

'm surprised that he is a target...

-Quetzaleoatl was also white... Do You know the real name of America? It is
Albania, white Land, of the white gods. tn Albania a treasure Ls hidoden that
Ls not material; t's drinking gold... tswit this what you're looking for for
your frieno? You will give it to her to drink better whew she is dead... There
are two paths; one is dry and is shorter. The other is the wet path and it is
more difficult, because it is the path of tears

The old man was silent.

The man remembered: "Somewhere | have eaten Leaves of gold and silver.
There is a country where they eat gold and silver."

The beating of the flames accentuated the fleeting shadows on the old man's
face.

-Take him this flower, grown in fire.

The man walked slowly through the city. it was sunset over the nearby
peaks. He arrived at the door of the house at dusk. She came out and Led him
by the hand down the dark hallway.

They were united by a love of initiates, the search for a mythical meaning of
Life. She belonged to a different Order from his; but, somehow, at the



beginning, their destinies seemed to have come together. Now they were
approaching a point where there was a crossroaols.

He took her to her bedvroom and Laid her on the bed. He covered her with a white
shirt. A stlver headband held her golden hatr. He raised her arms to order
them. His hands, with long and nervous fingers, were Lost for a moment
among the soft threads. He remained meditating, as if absent. Thus, he
looked at hime. He Rinew well that singular Look that, from time to time,
Landed on his face.

-Where have you gowne?

-To the south. t found a hermit, who gave me this flower for you. it is a flower
that does not shed its Leaves.

-What did he tell you?

-That America is called Albania, Land of the white gods, of @uetzalcoatl, of
Kowntiki, of Viracocha. Have you heard this before?

-Yeah. "t wouldl Like to know more," he said. He was sitting on the bed. She
took his hand.

-tn the Book of Enoch, which is a book written before the Flood, it tells of a
race of men with hair like wool and transparent dark skin.

That race does not come from earth, it comes from other worlds. There are thus
two races; some, that of the children of the earth; another, that of the children
of light and the stars. Bnoch s taken from the earth in a chariot of fire.
Perhaps the giants, which anclent seriptures also mention, were the first
travelers to other worlds. They build the stone monuments of Tithuanacw,
Baster lsland, Brittany, Stonehenge and many others. They help shape the
earth and continents; Cape Horm and its pillars are their work; also, Nan
Matal in the Pacific, near the Caroline islands, where there are up to fifty
artificial islands. Their footprints form the first valleys and peaks. The
giants were hermaphrodites, they carried the womawn in their hearts. His right
stde gave off a blue coloy; its Left side, an orange color. But something
unkinown happened, a fact that is not known for certain. Perhaps a moon
fell from the sky; which is still strange, because the giants could direct the
course of the stars with the power of their minds. There was an ancient sun
and moon, now gone. With the coming of the new sun, the giants emigrated
from the earth. Those who were not able to do so, or who did not want to Leave,
fell in love with this star, hid within the mountain ranges. There they await
the return of the ancient sun. It is also said that the catastrophe occurs when
the glants fall in Love with the daughters of men, ceasing to be



hermaphrodites. They expel the woman from her side and give birth to a dual
race, only with an extraterrestrial soul. Thus, there are two races on earth. The
first great civilization that still maintains contact with extraterrestrial
guides, through an energy called vril, develops on a northern continent, on
a polar island. It is surrounded by mountains of transparent ice, like glass,
with a greew oasis in its center. Their men have white skin and hair Like
wool. The women's golden hair floated in the wind of those centuries. The
priestesses were clairvoyant and maintained communication with the
extratervestrials. The talismawn that indicated his hierarchy was the
moonstone, also the emerald, the stone of Venus. They taught the path of
magyical Love, the one that leads back to the Land of the glants, the backward
march of the pilgrim, of the prodigal sow, in search of the ancient howe,
going back in time. But this high civilization also disappears. The ice
becomes uninhabitable, the island of the hyperborics, the legendary Tule, is
eclipsea.

-Maybe there was the Garden with golden apples, inhabited by swmiling
animals...

-Animals were in the heart of man... But not all Hyperboreans perish. They
migrate towards two secret cities in , Agarthi and sShampula. n the first, the
path of magical love was taught, which extends through the stars. n Agarthi
the emeralo stone was kept, on which the wisdow of the ancients was
engraved. in Shampula, the magic of the giants was practiced, which made
possible the megalithic constructions, the pillars of Cape Horwn, the islands of
the Pacific, the door of the Kalasasaya temple, the rock faces on the high
peaks, the distribution of seas and continents. and the mastery of that force
or energy capable of building and destroying worlds. Shampula aspired to
produce a mutation in the species that would allow it to return to what it was
before the mixture with the children of men... As you will understand, this
legend is symbolic and indicates a path of internal ascension. The white,
transparent bodies, the woolew hair, the gold hair of the ice priestesses, are not
things of this world, nor do they refer to material bodies, but to tnvisible
bodies. BY giving a purely material meaning to the legend, Literally
Lnterpreting the return to the Lost howe, there is a risk of destroying
everything.

She was tired and her breathing was difficult; but her gaze encompassea the
night of the room.



-Here, in the south of the world, the City has different names. it has been
called De Los Césares, Trapalanda, Paitete, Elelin and qran Ruivira. Some
of the Spanish Conguistadors believed in its existence and came in search of
it, more than a material treasure. They pursued the City towards the ice of
the great South, where the Secret West Ls Located...

She stopped talking for a moment. Then she said:

-You must promise me that you will Look for the City. Because only a precise
number will enter it. whew a chosen one Loses his way, someone else comes to
take his place. Someone who sneaks in, taking over her face...

Desplte the late howr, the man headed to his Master's house. tHe had the
Lmpression that he was waiting for him and was aware of his conversation
with the hermit and the woman. He felt the imperative need to confirm it.

He stopped at the threshold, hesitating; but the door opened. The Master was
there, and he stood asioe to Let him pass.

Back in the Master's small work office. The Book of the Order was opened on
a lectern. tn it the names of the members of the Andean branch were kept,
including theirs, written by the Master's hand.

with difficulty, because of the intense luminosity that the Master gave off
that night, he begawn to contemplate his face. His height was medium, neither
tall wor short, balanced. The features of his face expressed will and nobility.
-Master, | must tell you my experiences. | haven't seen You in a while and |
Look forward to confirming them in your presence.

The teacher nodded his head.

The man told him about his conversation with the hermit and also what his
friend told him. She then went on to explain the illness that afflicted her, in
the hope that the Master would help her.

The Master remained silent, observing him without expression. Her goodwness
Lgnored the human, all too human.

-The womawn desacralizes. We are an Ovder of warriors. The issues of the
heart, no matter how intensely experienced, should have already been
overcome. The man is dual, he carries the woman inside. The subtle body is
feminine in men and masculine tn women. Neither the tnitiated man needs
the woman outside, nor does the initiated woman need the man. They can be
self-suffictent. what does that legend of the magical wedding, of the wet
road, mean to us? L think you are misunderstanding a symbol and are in
danger of wasting your Barth time. The marriage must be inside. Our Order



of warriors is not interested in doctrine. Only the action on the supersensible
planes; war in this world and in the others; war with yourself, with the
projections of Your mind, to reach the ultimate reality of being and recover
the total-man, the god-man, the magictan-man, who is something other
thaw the mystic or the saint. We are an Order of active magicians, not
mystics.  have given You the sword and the sign. Combat. That's all. The
sigwns of the Order are appropriate to produce mutation, because they act in
the various worlds, simultaneously, on invisible planes and in parallel
times. tts lines Link the universes, its vibration establishes a pact. Nothing
else Yyou need to know. Draw on Your chest the last sigw that | have given
You, concentrate firmly between the eyebrows, stop all thoughts, all desires,
open the third eye and detach Yourself with your mint body. The sign will
project You to the plane that corresponds to it. (t will take You to the Sidhas of
Agarthi and the City of the Caesars. Carry Your sword with you to combat
the enemy forces that will cross Your path. With our battle, we will avoid the
approaching catastrophe for a time; until the precise number has entereo
through the great door, through the three open doors in the direction of the
Secret West, where physical light dies and spiritual light is borw. Those three
doors through which you and t once Left...

[ coulol not sleep. He tossed and turned in bed without success. As the dawn
light filtered through the window, he fell into a light sleep. A young man
appeared to him carrying a flower. He was beautiful, with a broad forehead.
He reached the edge of the bed and touched her chest with the flower. He Leaned
down and kissed her on the cheek. A chilahood perfume filled his room. "wWho
are You?" he asked. "'m your childhood friend," he replied. "My body has
grown, but my soul is still that of a child. Love her with the purity of this
kiss that { return to Yyou." The Yyoung mawn disappeared, and he saw himself
in his childhood, climbing a rock in the company of a girl his age.
Suddenly, the girl loses her grip ow the rock. He holds her, until her hand
opens, little by Little. And when the girl falls, she sees the enormous eyes
fixed on hers, with all her Life

He concentrated on her gaze, piercing it before disappearing. She feels the
intensity of her terror.

He woke wp stirring in bed. He fell back into a dream without images, from
which he emerged Late tn the afternoon.

He dressed quickly.



Ow the street he was remembering his dreams. As a child, he had kissed a
playwmate on the cheek, with that same kiss being returned by a teenager
now. The girl's dream about the rock was often repeated, even though it never
happened in reality. He wondered if it had wot happened in another existence.
Sometimes she had the impression that Life on earth lacked inherence, being
less real than something else that was happening to her at the same time, tn
a different place. She had the strange feeling that someowne, other than
himself, was dreaming about his Life. However, he believed he recognized the
girl's dream. She was his childhood playmate. He climbed the hills of the
Awndes with her. He was Like a friend who accompanied her, protected her and
strived to earn her adwiration and trust. He had big dark eyes in a pale face
and her hatr was black as water. of the night. Whew she broke free from the
rock, her hatir floated for a Long time.

"Always love mixed with death,” she said to herself. "t have never been able to
forget this girl. what has become of her? Is she at the bottowm of a certain
abyss? There Ls Like a love that died before t was born. t was like brought here
by a love before myself. Her mwages circulate through my blood. L am a
prisoner of that Myth, which is transwitted to me by legendary ancestors. |
cannot renounce it without renouncing a mandate from the depths. It is like
awn ioea that strugoles to express itself, Like an angel that asks me for
asylum. "shall t close the door?"

She was again in front of her friend's house. The door was ajar. She had a
feeling, and went in quickly.

He was motionless on the bed and had her blood ow her Lips andl on his
nightshirt. very pale and with an expression similar to that of the girl
falling from the rock.

He Leaned over her friend, stroked her hair and kissed her Lips. She tasted
bitter honey, and drank some of her blood.

He brought a towel and a basin of water. She washed his face and her hands.
She said, in a weak voice:

-we talked a Lot Last night. She has done me wrong. Now we are brothers;
you have drunie my blood. You must also give me Yours. Before there was
Love between man and womawn, there was Love between warriors; twinning
through the exchange of blood. Those who have exchanged blood can only love
each other in their souls, they are linked for eternity. It is strange to
understand how destiny takes us by the hand, just Like sleepwalkers who



can no longer take their steps wrong... L am full of blood, | have it in my
chest, in my arms. Would you bathe me? [ am incapable of doing it myself.
He took the woman into her arms. Her head rested on her shoulder and her
hair spilled over her chest.

He carefully carried her to the bathroom and left him standing next to her
mirror. She removed his nightshirt. She Looked at herself naked.

-t will no Longer be able to Love with this body. But the visible body will be
less and less necessary. Love must be consummated with other bodies.

She had a long, thin neck, straight shoulders, and an upright chest. Her
arms fell to her sides in an attitude of helplessness. Her legs were slender,
like roads. He didn't see blood on that body. Strangely, it was only on her
feet and tn the palms of her hawds, as if the woman had been crucified.
with difficulty, he was able to move to take her body back into his arms.
And she slowly dropped it into the bathroom.

He started washing his friend. She fixed her distant gaze on him. "Here," he
said, "she was pointing to her side, at the helght of her chest." A white spot
seemed to pass through it, Like the wound of a spear. She placed her hand on
her hair: -Undress, come into the bathroom with wme. They held hands ano
stood motionless in the water.

-Whew tdie. You will take me inside, ( will be you; | witll Live tin you. They
will sink you with me into the grave. Your soul will be me; Your soul will
have my face and my body. It is what Your Master has not revealed to you.
Your soul still has no face. Will get to have mine. That's how it will be a
persow, it will be me. t will give him my eternity. Your soul will be able to
marry itself. The wedding takes place in the Morning Star. As the night
passes and destiny is fulfilled, let's talk about Love. The flower of love is
dying forever; The new generations will not know it. His mystery, his
modesty, his divine shyness have been stolen from him... You have drunk
my blood and we are now two brothers. My form already passes through your
blood. ALL this that is once on earth and never again... If God wants it, ( will
Love you even more being dead...

"t think he has loved Like this before," he said, "a priestess, or a woman who
slept inside a mountain." Will you be yourself? Will everything repeat itself
forever? Is this reincarnation? will we meet again, without memory, without
tlme?

-t have never been before and t will not be again. once and never again. Ana
this Ls now definitive, deep down, at the center of things... when | am gowne,



someone who is also in your blood will teach you, without words, what
relnearnation is and what you can achieve from it. . Have Yyou not thought
that the thread of the stories is found in the narrator? only the angel of love
Ls. The god of Llove. For him we live and die. Only in him will we be eternally,
lending ourselves to the revelation of his designs, which he does not Rinow,
because only through us will they becone visible to him... That god is the
Morning Star, the Star of He-She. Let's contemplate it...

He dawned. tn a high window the Morning Star appeared and Let its deep,
motst Light fall.

"Let us pray," she said. t will teach you his prayer, so that You can repeat it
whewn L am no longer here. Say it with anointing. | will come in the light of
him...

She recelved a Letter:

"t's too late. | can't sleep. 'm leaving, 'm leaving. Don't Let go of my hand. |
have put my faith in You, [ know You will help me and not Let mee die
completely. Save me. Make me year? I've seen You here before;; but thew you
came alone. Today you come accompanied. Who is that woman you have on
your back? t thought you were witranalwe, the one who rides a horse that
grows and grows.

-Where is the hermit who lived iw this cave? He was white. An ancahuinea, as
you would say.

-A hermit has never Lived here. | remember, however, that | saw You talking to
the air; maybe with the ghost of Milodown. Has Anchi mallew, the dwarf with
the luminous mouth, gotten into your body? it is possible that you are the
mbunche, because 1 see You going backwards; you have your feet
backwards.

He walked away from the ndian and found himself back in the middle of
the anclent jungle, searching through its tangled twists and turns. The
high branches Let in the filtered light; His rays opened like the fingers of a
hawd over the greew of the ferns, the white and red of the copihues. The smell
of the rauli, the mairio, the araucaria, the wild ewcalyptus made him feel
drunk. He dismounted from his horse and sat on a mattress of leaves.
Somewhere the woodpecker was piercing the skin of the wood. tw front of the
man, a huge fallew Llog joined the banks of a dry river. He was
contemplating it until he saw a girl no more thawn eight years olo
approaching him, wearing a light blue aprow.



The girl crossed the gigantic trunk anod stopped next to the man. She lookea
at him in a way he recognized.

-t have come to find you, crossing from the other shore. You should do it in
the opposite direction. Keep searching.

Before sunset, the man arrived next to a lagoon surrounded by large rocks.
A waterfall fell with a soft woise. He wndressed and entered the water. The
dead woman swam wext to him. They approached the waterfall. There was
semi-darkness there and the water moved in dark-green cireles. He Llet
himself be carried away by the concentric circles and found himself in a
cavern opened in the rock, sliding with the water, with the ferns and the long
fingers of Light. Stone needles descended from the ceiling. He took hold of
one of them, because in the backgrownd it was dark. A red copithue was
deposited on a projection of the rock wall. "tt's a sigw," he thought. And he
didwn't dare towch it. He turned, Looking for the dead woman, but did not
find her. "Perhaps she has continued to the dark depths of the cave," he said to
himself, "or she has come out, carried by the opposite current.

He swam out of the grotto and went to Look for her by the waterfall. He feared
that she had been dragged to the bottom of the Lagoon by the concentric
circles and drowned.

He went out to shore and dressed. A doubt tortured him: tf he had continumed
to the end of the cave, letting himself be guided by the current, perhaps light
would come whew crossing that darkness; a wew, different light. Maybe the
City was there.

So, one day, he found himself in front of his ancestors' house. n the past
this house covered large areas. tts walls are several centuries old and the
underground passages have never been completely explored, at Least in our
time. Down there, the pillars are tied together Like already rottew straps. There
ave also chains and skeletons. It is believed that these subways extend to the
Andes, also to the central square of the city.

He crossed the old portal and walked through hallways and patios, older as
he progressed towards the East. He came across elderly servants, more than a
century old, sunbathing while sitting own rickety chairs in niches covered
with ivy. They were allowed to Live there because they were already part of the
tradition of the house, Like the furniture and paintings in the rooms.

The man asked for a coat. He was givew a room next to the upstairs hallways,
facing one of the old patios. n the room there was a table with a candelabra, a



large closet, a high-backed chair, and a narrow bed with a canopy. Own the
wall, a painting of an ancestor. A Leather-bound book with a moldy lock
could be seem on the table.

He lay down on the bed and remained there for several days, without
moving, with his eyes fixed on the moth-eaten velvet of the curtains.
Sowmetimes he dozed. No one ever came to visit him, nor did they bring him
food. tn his dreams, he timagined he was ow the rock, struggling to save the
girl who was falling. He remained composed now, looking at his face
intensely to discover his identity and capture his emotions. He discovered
that the girl was not suffering, and a knowing swile appeared on her face,
which gradually deepened until it became a grimace of Lmpotent rage. His
face broke tnto echoes. And he didn't come back again.

He got up from the bed, sword in hand, and sat down it the high-backeo
chalr, Looking in the direction of the painting. He stopped all thinking.
waves rose from the floor until they filled the room. A cylindrical tube
formed in front of his eyes, which began to rotate. At its opposite end a blue
light appeared. A tiny figure was approaching inside. The figure froze, the
light went out and he disappeared.

the cylinder. Next to him was the ancestor. He wore a priestly habit. An
emanation of the skin, an emotional tugging of the roots. He recognized
himself tn those hands, tn their marked veins, in the appearance of that
presence. He enveloped her in a breath of the lineage, a virile family
tenderness. However, he was discovering certain borrowed features in her face
that reminded him of someone from another country.

The ancestor carefully scrutinized his face. He opened his old mouth and
said: -Yes. It is the wet path, the path of tears; | recognize it well. He
questioned him:

-Maybe you can enlighten me. How is it that | am seeing someone else in
you? why do [ usually see two in one, and even three? (s this reincarnation?
L have the feeling that what | am experiencing today has already been
fulfilled before, in another Landscape and time. The characters repeat
themselves, in an eternal return; The story deepens, increasing its
intensity.

-We will talk about what you call reincarnation Later; although ( really
shouldwn't do it.

"l will explain to You how | understand reincarnation,” he continued. At four
years old or so, t started to feel Like myself. He Looked at the other people anol



said to wme: Is it possible that they also feel the same way? Over the years |
have been turning this feeling-thought around, confronting it with my
Lived experience. And ( have said to myself: If the self ends with death, that
does not mean that. Someday, sometime, someone, again, will not feel Like
me, just as ( feel today... Me, I... Do You understand? And this me, t will be
myself. Because ( can't understand that no one feels this way but myself.
And the same thing must have happened to You and the others, ( think. That
self, who will once again feel Like someone, somewhere tn the universe, will be
me... This Ls rebnearnation for me. L understand that it is a nwon-transferable
thought-feeling. t have tried many times to explain it, but without much
Suceess...

-Why can't that self end forever? -replied the ancestor-. Never repeat itself
again? once and never again. Ano no one will feel like You again; That is
me. That me is over. Those who come are others; also those who stay. The fact
that  am here now, talking to you, proves nothing. [ guess Yyour thinking.
Do not believe that this proves the survival of the self, or that something Lasts
beyond death. As far as reincarnation is concerned, there is nothing more
than what goes through the river of blood. only here there is survival, only
here one returns and is reincarnated. To the extent that You consciously join
that river, you perceive an inaudible melody that goes through its current,
which becomes increasingly clear as the generations pass, approaching its
cubmination. She elevates you above the transitory Life and the mortal self,
to make you live in an Archetype of family, which perhaps is already found
outside of time and space, tn the velns of the constellations. There is, so to
speak, a kind of seed-atom in the root of the blood, from which clearer or more
blurred expressions are obtained, depending on the strength of the shoot and
the meaning that some predecessor placed in the fulfillment of destiny. That
argument, that melody that repeats itself, that rotates, that tends towards its
realization and that you will express better or worse, is what has been thought
of as reincarnation. n this way, | reincarnate, | survive in Yyou. Because we
have both perceived the melody inaudible to many... As You can see, there is
wo relnearnation for everyowne either.

-Po You want to tell me that the dreawm of eternal Love is the melody that our
family has beew playing, because our Spirit-Guide orders us so?

-our family, old for centuries, has beew traveling towards the Secret West.
Ours received thelr



inheritance of that part of humanity that is wot here. You are the last to
arrive at this house and it is possible that you are also the shoot of a branch
that withers. It is at the end of a Lineage that destiny can best be fulfilled. in
you we all go again, loving, aspiring, suffering. only you can open the
tomb and bring us to the light of day. But don't think you're the only one. |
also loved like that, and wmy father and my grandfather. The renunciation
of carnal Love, the search for eternal Love, mixed with the longing for death, is
the thewe of this haunting melody. n our blood there is an entire path of
individual initiation, which was Lost in the centuries. our family has haol
the mission of finding it again and fulfilling it, before the approaching enol
that will reduce this old mansion of Your ancestors to dust.

The relative Left, he vanished. only the painting remained on the wall, which
only partially resembled it, because the dead bear Little resemblance to the
Living.

The man was hungry.

He opened the door to the room and a shadow entered, without making a
sound. He was one of the old servants, who brought a tray of food.

-The Lord orders me to serve him. n Monstgnor's time, more than seven
different cans. Today everything is different. Nobody pays me anywore in
golden escudos, hard and fast. However, 'w still here, because I've always
been here. | don't remenmber there being another place other thaw this one wheve
've beew.

"Don't say that," the mawn reproached him. You know well that we have met in
other places. | dow't want your food, my hunger Ls not PhgsicaL. Guide me,
as before, my faithful friend, to where she is!

-Come! -satd the old man,

They wmarched through the corridors until they reached one of the patios,
where grass climbed up the walls and arcades of worm-eaten wood. An
evening suwn Licked the gates and clung to the thresholds. Nothing there was
symmetrical.

The old mawn clapped his hands. women dressed in black cloaks and fadea
choapinos emerged from the rooms. They started laughing and clapping
thelr hands.

"The boy has returned," they said. He comes to play with us. "They are the
yewulfes," the old mawn explained. Don't Yyou remember them? ( too am a
yewulfe. -what's that? -Helper, helper, in the game. You know it! They



screamed and jumped in the dim light. -Let's play mawmillan with the
child. Let's cover his eyes with a blindfold! They blindfolded him and spun
hime around, pushing him in a circle. They laughed uncontrollably. He
bmplored them to remove the blindfolal.

-No; You should tell us what you are Looking for...

-Where is she, where have they hidden her from me?

They removed his blindfold and made him enter one of the rooms. There were
other women next to a kRutralwe, or Lit stove. They covered their faces with
kRollones, wooden masks, and wove chairuntukius. one of them explained:
-We are weaving a bride's mantle for your bride. You will get marvied in the
napitin, stealing a bride. We are weaving your soul. The soul must be
woven and is a chaiuntuku, a choapino. How do You want it? Choose the
colors.

Awnother showed her a pair of large scissors.

-With these scissors t cut the cord of Life. | was the one who cut it off.

And she laughed behind her mask.

He had a suspicion. He snatched the mask from her. The face of the girl who
was falling into the abyss appeared, laughing, making faces. He dissolved
in an explosion and Left a black hole, a faceless body.

The relative returned.

"You were wrong to visit the house without my permission,” he reproached her.
It is | who must accompany you. Pon't You know what the house is, the house
of Your ancestors? Do You want me to explain it to you? tt's Your body. Now
You are here, in the bedroom.

The relative put his gnarled finger on her belly.

-“Before ascending the tower, You have to go down to the underground. Truly,
there is no up or down; From both ends it is given to You to come out. But
first, we must visit the great Ancestor and obtain blessing from him.

"Let's be precise,” he said, "nothing interests me if it's not her." [ implore You
to give me a Llight of hope! How can t find it again? t have lost the ghost of
her...

-It Ls the second death. nterum mori. She is dying for the Second time; her
etheric body begins to disintegrate. If you saw her now you probably
wouldn't recognize her. For a long time she will wear her mask, so as not to
scare You.

"Like in the Tilbetan Book of the Dead," the man reflected. "She advances
from decomposition to decomposition.”



-Down't stick to books! t wrote them too. There, on the table, t have left one. It is
titled "Natural Law."

The ancestor took the book and opened it nonchalantly. He began to read to
hev:

-"True love does not survive its realization. It Ls a secret agreement, a union
of hearts on the plane of minds. True union is only possible in dreams"...
My book is called "The Natural Law". | will read you a little of that infused
science: "Love has nothing to do with sexuality; it Ls prior to it. tt was before
the bipolarization of species. There are organiswms, primary, hermaphrodites,
that reproduce by parthenogenesis and Look for another , equally a
hermaphrodite tn order to be able to love each other, parodying
differentiation, bipolarization. tt is the desire to love that produces the
partition of the hermaphrodite, the differentiation of the sexes. Love creates
sex and not the other way around. The hermaphrodite divides to search for the
world the new reunion, to be able to return and transform into androgynous,
which is something other thaw the hermaphrodite of the dawn". The
androgywe is also the angel, son. It is more and it is less thawn him. when
You unite with your beloved again, when you marry her, you will know
better... Yes, books are of no use to us!

He turned to the last pages, but did ot read them. He Left the book open on
the table and Lleft.

with difficulty, as if he were leaving his body, the man got up from the
chair and approached the table. He Lit the candle. On the open pages was a
title writtew in archaic calligraphy:

"Sutras. Aphorisms.”

"Oh Goddess, You are the true self. No difference between you and me."
............................................................ "The wind that blows from the garden
where my beloved resides, brings me the essence of herself, "ism."

"Consider our soul like a castle made entirely of diamond or very clear
crystal, where there are many rooms, many mansions, some ow top, others
ow the bottom, others on the sides; and tn the center and middle of all these it
has the most main thing, which is where very secret things happen between
the Loved one and the soul...

"This castle, this tree of life, is planted in the Lliving waters of Life...

"Well, we have to see how we can enter it... it seems that [ am saying
something abswrd; because if the castle is the soul, it is clear that there is no



reasow to enter it, since it is the same; just as it would seem absurd to say to
one that [ will enter a room while | am already inside... You must
wnderstand that there is a Lot going on from being there to being there; that
there are many souls who are in the castle ring, which is where those who
guard it are, and that they are not given nothing can enter inside, nor do
they know what is in that beautiful place or who is inside or even what room
it has...”

"And if You do not know where you will find e, do not walk from here to
there, but if you wish to find we, look for me in yourself. Because You are
my chamber. You are my house and dwelling...

"l gave myself completely and gave and in such a way t have changed that
he is my beloved for me and t am for my beloved.”

"... which are Llike omens ano messengers of the coming night of the spirit,
although these are not durable, Like the night that waits... But it Ls the doulbt,
which here calls the soul the night that waits... But t is the doubt, which calls
the soul dark night here..."

"This dark night of loving fire, just as it purges in the dark, so tn the dark
the soul inflames..."

"Stop, dead deer, | conjure You Do not touch the wall Because the wife sleeps
safer..."

Other titles came, followed by subtitles:

"t the Further Realm of Things." Death.

"The warrior must give death the face of the beloved. This is how the fiery
feminization of death is achieved." The kiss.

"The kiss was a new dispensation, established to replace the incision and
suction of blood. Because in the kiss the breaths are mixed. But just like the
god cuetzaleoatl, he failed in the attempt to replace the bloody sacrifices of
the Aztecs with floral offerings tn the same way, the Riss has not achieved
what it was looking for. it has been transformed into a sensual touch. The
kiss must be the first step, or stepping stone, on the way back to the lost
howee, to the city of life. eternal...”

The Look



"The rapture expresses the union of virility and femininity in man. The joy
of rapture Ls transmitted to the heart through the gaze..."

He turned several pages ano found the following:

The wine of the Family"in the Fifth Book, by Weindenfeld, which only we
know, the making of the Spirit of the Family is explained.

Secret Wine. Nowhere else has it been described. This is the spiritus mercurii
universalis; the menstruation of the grape, the solvent water, the burning
water. Our family thinks that the potable gold, the stone, the golden filium
cannot be created, properly, if the Spirit of the Secret wine is not first
obtaineol. Here is the recipe: Take a Little white wine and a Little red wine; mix
iw identical proportions; They are heated in a bain-marie, at an even
tewmperature. The bain-marie was once called Maya. tt is also the month of
May, the May festival, or Mayans... The wine is allowed to boil until a layer
of thin oll appears at the bottow; It Ls putrefaction, vegetable menstruation.
You must wait for it to rise to the surface. And all this time one is in prayer.
The Lid of the atrtight glass is then opened and inhaled. tf it exhales a subtle,
yet penetrating perfume, it means that the Spirit of Wine has appeared. tt
should be drunk quickly, before it is contracted. The vas hermeticum is
closed again and the cooking continues until the oil hardens, transforming
Lnto metal, into goloden semen, into drinkable gold. It Ls the Ruintessence.
This Raw Material is not found in any of the three natural kingdoms and
must be invented. tt is very possible that it was brought from above by a
white bird. And it is the work of cooking that forces it to descena from
heavew. For the manufacture of the Stone, there are two paths. Through one of
thewm, You arrive more gquickly, since you do not go through the distillation
of the Spirit of the Secret wine; tt has been called the DPry Road for this
reasow. Also, because it does not require the help of the woman next to Yyou, in
Your Laboratory. We could not say if their results are the same; but our
family has chosen the path that passes through the Wine, which has been
called the wet Path, because it cannot be traveled alone. in the company of
the woman, the one who sheds and causes tears to be shed. n truth, it is she
who makes it. However, for the construction of the Stone, of the Gold, of the
Sow, You must be alone again, terribly alone, more alone thaw ever, more
thaw the one who chose the Dry Path, because you will have been Left alone...
The Path of the Wine is the most diffieult, the longest and full of dangers.
For this reason, we think it Ls the most noble and complete. That is why our



lineage has chosen him. We are not permitted to say the name of the first of
our people who followed him; but it is tradition in our family to drink the
first drink tn his honor..."
There were several illegible Lines and others that had been crossed out with
ink. (t was not possible for him to decipher theme. He turned the penultimate
page and read:
"l tell you that my heart has been opened as if by a dagger and You have
entered it. Thew it has closed in my chest. Thus you will find yourself
without another companion until the day of resurrvection and the Last
Judgwment, sharing all my life and all my death. Because when [ die, You
will dwell in the depths of my heart, in the dark depths of the grave..."

His ancestor appeared again. He carried a candelabra in his Left hand and
wore the vestments of his high digwnity.

"Come with me," he asked, "t must show You our vineyards and cellars,
where, for three hundred years, we have made wine." The traditional family
occupation has always beew this.

They passed through the empty house and out into the fields, where the
workers gathered the bunches of grapes and danced on them on bare feet,
singing songs of increasing riythm. The must ran through the earth, Like a
Loose river. Under the tents, family members gathered to attend the grape
harvest festival. Old and young, in great silence and concentration. Upon
the ancestor's arrival, they stood up and bowed. He approached thewm to greet
thewm one by one. They looked at him in amazement, without recognizing
hime.

"Down't worry," said the relative; Not everyone kinows what it is about. we will
now go to the wineries. They found themselves alone again. The ancestor
showed him the barvels. They had names engraved. As they advanced, the
barrels decreased in size.

-This wine is for the family. Here we keep the Spirit of the Secret Wine. From
the Book of the Family, which t have left in your room, you may have
Learned that only we kinow how to make it, because Weidenfeld's Fifth Book
has arrived in our hands. No one outside of us knows that he wrote that Fifth
BooR, so promised and expected... This barrel, which does not yet have a
nawme, has been reserved for Yyou. U'LL record it myself, whew ( really know
Your name.



The cellars were already the beginning of the underground. The relative
changed his clothes and took a swordl.

"Take Yours too, because You're going to need it," he explained.

The floor was uneven. A musty, damp smell enveloped everything. From
timee to time, the weak Light of the candles revealed rusty links of broken
chains.

-Let's visit the great Ancestor.

They walked for a Long time in the dark.

-How do You orient Yourself here? -he asked.

-l can't get my bearings, 1 get disoriented... | don't know where we are
anywore. Nor have ( traveled through these subways in their entirety. But
who has downe it in this world?

A wmoan was heard; thew, a roar. He felt cold down his spine. The relative
calmed him down, taking his arm.

-l also felt the same the first time ( reached this dark place. Hold your sword
strong. We have arrived.

He illuminated the base of the wall with the candelabra. At the foot of a
columm, the shape of a distorted being appeared, tied with chains. The traces
of all the humiliations and sufferings, of all the crimes, were marked on his
face. The holiness of the creature also shone on that face. The races of the
earth were mixed in theilr features; the animal with the fish, the vegetable
with the stone.

-This is the qreat Ancestor. Ask for his blessing, for his forgiveness.
Humble yourself before him, kiss his wounds. -That never! He -answered-:
what t will do is set him free. That's why t came.

And with a sharp blow of his sword he cut the chains of the Great Ancestor, of
the King of the slaves of Atlantis.

The Great Ancestor entered the room. He still bore the marks of the chains
and the infamous tortures and he smelled deeply.

-l come to thank you. My gratitude will be expressed in the same way:
cutting Your chains, freeing you from the moorings that bind you to sleep. |
bring the Family Tree of the family. one of your great-grandfathers was
called Domingo; another, Saturday. Your name is Friday; because this is the
day of your star. At the end of the Tree a new branch is growing, which will
be the last, since it is sterile. [ must tell you that in this family lives the
spirit of limitless pride, which seeks refuge in the unreal. That relative tn the



painting, your other ancestors, all of them, were tncapable of loving their
flesh and blood peers. Tilt Facing what does not exist, they believed they were
saving their excessive pride. Maybe you, incapable of loving a real woman,
love a dead one; You give yourself to a dead woman, because you know that
she does not exist, because Yyou know that it is over forever. Like your
ancestors, Yyou love no one; You only love Yourself...

She felt a spear pierce her chest. Lnable to move or reply, he closed his eyes.
with great difficulty, he moved his stone Lips:

-Why have you abandoned me?

"l have Loved her with my whole being. t have loved her with a love that is wmore
thaw love. L have taken her through the world, lending her my eyes to see, my
senses to feel. If ( cannot love anyone else, it is because thave gone cold.
Because | am her."

She was going to say the prayer to the Morning Star, whew she heard a voice:
"Not yet. [ am in the grave.” And thew, her relative: "IT IS the dark night. The
corruption of one is the purification of the other. Corruptio unius est
alterius..."

what follows in this story is best Lived in silence. After the nigredo, comes
the albedo. Albantia, the white Land, the ascent to the divine peaks, the
encounter with the Oasis that exists between the ice. It is possible that she will
also return and guide him through the darkened corridors, just as she did in
the past, until she leaves him next to the walls of the City, which she does not
enter.

The mawn LooRs in a mirror. And tn her old water, he discovers that her gaze
Ls his; because now he is Looking at himself from her.

"Yow're me!" he exclaims.

And his cry of triwmph precipitates the earthquake. And, as the mountain
collapses, along the southern coasts of the world, from the Ocean, the anclent
land of the Androgywne, He-She, emerges.



