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Tarot and Philosophy






1arot and Philosophy was originally published as a compilation
of articles that, following a logical rather than chronological
order, first saw the light of day in 1944 under the title 7/ tarocchi
dal punto di vista filoséfico (The Tarot from the point of view of
Philosophy), in Milan, by the Fratelli Bocea publishing group.

These articles, using some of the most significant major
arcana of the Tarot (The Fool, The Lovers, and Death), describe
in a rather unique way, as a dialogue between “The Fool” and the
reader, the predominant currents of thought at the beginning of
the 20th century, particularly marked by the Enlightenment
heritage of the 19th century, the two world wars, and new
discoveries in fields as diverse as Egyptology (with the discovery
of Tutankhamun's tomb), physics (with the theory of relativity),
and the new discoveries in the fields of psychology, sociology, and
anthropology. In this work, Kremmerz, from his hermetic
perspective, analyzes and criticizes the dogmas imposed by both
religion and science and invites the reader to acquire a different
point of view that frees them from the restrictions imposed by the

dogmas imposed by both religion and science.

In this work, Kremmerz, from his hermetic perspective,
analyzes and criticizes the dogmas imposed by both religion and
science and invites the reader to acquire a different point of view
that frees them from the restrictions imposed by such dogmatic

visions.






Introduction

Biography of Giuliano Kremmerz

Giuliano M. Kremmerz was born as Ciro Formisano in a
small town near Naples called Portici on April 8, 180. The Italian
author is considered one of the leading disseminators and scholars
of Hermeticism between the 19th and 20th centuries, having
published a significant volume of works between 1890 and 1930.
His initiation into the magical and hermetic circles came about
through contact with authors such as Pasquale de Servis (1818-
1893), who was considered in his day to be one of the greatest
scholars of the hermetic subject and a great initiate, known in
these circles by the nickname “Izar.” It was this author who
introduced Kremmerz at a very early age to the Order of the
Grand Orient of Egypt, considered the last manifestation of an

ancient tradition of immemorial origins.

He was the son of Michele Formisano, a road worker, and
Gaetana Argano, who came from a wealthy bourgeois family. In
fact, it was his mother's greater financial means that enabled him
to complete his studies. Gifted with great talent and intelligence,
in 1878, the young Kremmerz was only 17 years old when he was
already professionally and academically qualified to teach Italian
literature, history, and geography in the province of Naples. In
1883, he would go on to obtain a doctorate in literature from the
University of Naples. After completing his studies, Kremmerz
devoted himself to teaching and journalism, combining his work

with hermetic training and studies. Between 1883 and 1885, he



worked as a teacher at a school in Alvito, a small town in Lazio,
while also being employed at a printing house in his native
Portici. Later, with the help of the founder of the printing
company, Eduardo Scarfoglio, the young Kremmerz became
editor of the newspaper 1/ mattino. Shortly thereafter, in 1887, he
married Anna Beato. Between 1888 and 1893, he undertook a
series of trips outside Italy, the motivations for which remain
unclear. The places he visited during this period are also
unknown, although it is known that he sailed to Montevideo, the
capital of present-day Uruguay, and returned five years later on a
ship from the same port. It is said that during these trips
Kremmerz came into contact with shamanism. In 1895, he
moved with his wife and daughters to Naples, where he began his
career as a writer and disseminator of Hermetic teachings and

practices.

In 1890, Giuliano Kremmerz founded the Therapeutic and
Magical Brotherhood of Miriam, which sought to follow the
legacy of his teacher, Pasquale de Servis, in relation to Egyptian
priestly practices inspired by Isis, and to imitate organizations
inspired by the Rosicrucians. During this same period, and
thanks to his own financial resources, he began to publish El
mundo Secreto (The Secret World), a magazine that sparked
much controversy and disagreement in the esoteric circles of the
time, who could not conceive that the practice of magic was not
limited to an elite and that ideas were disseminated through
printed propaganda, , violating the secrecy and inherent nature of
teachings that were considered codified and not to be disclosed in

this way to the uninitiated. However,

Kremmerz always exercised great caution when referring to

certain contents, and never did so explicitly.



Some believed that the initiatory organization founded by the
Neapolitan author had direct links to Masonic organizations and
lodges. From 1909 onwards, Kremmerz finally outlined the basic
points of the Brotherhood in a text known as the Pragmdtico
Fondamentale della S.PH.C.I. Fr+ Tm+ di Miriam. He
established a network of operational headquarters in various cities
on the Italian peninsula, including Naples, Bari, and Rome,

among others.

With regard to the Brotherhood he had previously founded in
1890, he established the Hermetic tradition as its foundation,
giving it a therapeutic meaning and trying to make it accessible to
everyone, in what his followers considered an authentic
revelation. In fact, the defenders of his doctrine—who still exist
in Italy and remain very active—believe that Kremmerz had
rescued Magic from a state of abandonment, ignorance, and
oblivion. At the same time, he adapted both the theoretical and
practical content to a language that was simple and
understandable to the general public, while distancing himself
from other pseudo-spiritual practices of the time, such as
spiritualism and theosophy. He was also a staunch defender of the
Italian and European tradition against Orientalist theories,
reestablishing the degrees and lines of the Hermetic tradition in

its most basic form.

The esoteric-occult and magical spectrum in which the
organization founded by Kremmerz developed its activities was
part of the ferment that arose from the intellectual and spiritualist
circles of the years of the Risorgimento. Within these circles, the
liberal-inspired Masonic lodges based on the Egyptian rite, the
spiritualist teachings of Alian Kardec, and the medical-spiritualist



practices of Franz Anton Mesmer, in what came to be called

animal magnetism or mesmerism, stood out.

Later, in 1907, Kremmerz and his family moved to Camogli,
then to Ventimiglia, finally settling permanently in Beausoleil, in
the Principality of Monaco. He temporarily withdrew from the
management of Miriam's school, although he made regular trips
to Italy. In fact, between 1920 and 1921, he stayed in Rome and
Bari with the intention of giving lectures at Virgilian and
Pythagorean academies on hermetic medicine, one of the basic
pillars of his doctrine. With the advent of fascism during the
ventenio, hermetic and magical circles throughout Italy were
affected, and many of their headquarters were closed, which led
to a significant restriction on Kremmerz's travels to Italy.
However, the legacy of his teachings had already borne fruit, and
many of his disciples frequently traveled to Monaco. Giuliano
Kremmerz's life came to an end on May 7, 1930, already
established as one of the great masters of Hermeticism of the 20th

century.

Tarot and Philosophy

1arot and Philosophy was originally published as a compilation
of articles that, following a logical rather than chronological
order, first saw the light of day in 1944 under the title / tarocchi
da! punto di vista filoséfico, in Milan, by the Fratelli Bocea
publishing group. The compilation includes the following
writings, written over a period of 14 years, between 1909 and
1921:



“The Book of the Major Arcana” (1909)
“Prelude to Pyromagic” (1909)
“Divinatory Magic: The Tarot” (1921)
“Death” (1923)

In addition to these writings, we could add two more chapters
that appear in fragmentary form, as excerpts from the
“Commentarium” and related to the appendix of “Materialism
and Magical Reality,” and the excerpt from “I Deny, I Confirm, I
Comment,” which was published in the well-known magazine
founded by Giuliano Kremmerz, “Mondo Occulto,” in January
1911. At the same time, another article was added, published in
December of that same year under the title “Predimbulo a la

medicina Aurea” (Preamble to Aurea Medicine).

Subsequently, there were two more reissues after the 1944
edition: the first by Edizioni del Graal, Rome, in 1981, and later
another by Edizioni II Torchio, also in the Italian capital, in
1999. On this occasion, we can proudly announce that Hipérbola
Janus has published this work in Spanish for the first time.
Previously, our readers have witnessed the publication of “La
puerta hermética” (The Hermetic Door), one of the Italian
author's most important works, published in 1910. The initial
edition, in 1944, was not without controversy and criticism from
the Italian thinker's acolytes and followers, given that the
compilation of the texts was considered somewhat arbitrary, and
even the deliberate omission of fragments or phrases with unclear

intentions.

However, once the incidents and vicissitudes that witnessed
the birth of this work have been pointed out, it is more

interesting to focus on its content and ignore the political,



ideological, or editorial machinations and interests that may
surround its posthumous publication. Nevertheless, we should
not forget that Kremmerz's personal and ideological relationship
with fascism was not the most cordial, and it was possibly the
reason that prompted him to move to the Principality of Monaco

and occasionally visit Italy.

As for the content of the work, the preface is a declaration of
intent, a compendium of grandiloquent statements and
judgments, very much in keeping with the spirit of the Italian
Novecento. It was a time when intellectual movements
throughout Europe were under the influence of Nietzsche's
irrationalist currents, in the shadow of authors such as Sorel and
Stirner, and in the midst of the effervescence of the avant-garde,
notably the birth of Italian Futurism, led by the impetuous and
petulant Filippo Marinetti, the precursor of early fascism.
However, despite being a period that had the merit of being the
intellectual preparation for events that would take place a few
years later, changing the face of not only Italian but also

European history, such as the advent of fascism in Italy, £/

larot and Philosophy fully participates in the spirit and
attitude of the 19th-century man, is the direct heir to the hopes
and desires of a bourgeois society that was too comfortable, too
passive, and given to dilettantism, especially in the wake of the
gestation of mass society and the popularization of certain literary

and intellectual genres among broad layers of society.

As we saw in The Hermetic Door, Kremmerz continues to
insist on the idea of leading to a principle of harmony between
the body and the intellect which, through a synthesis of thought
and action, is capable of coordinating and bringing to the surface

“dark,” latent, and unsuspected forces that are present in man,

10



vital, spiritual, and intellectual potentialities that could shed light
and cosmic meaning on the men of his time, wavering amid
ignorance and prejudice, partly inherited and partly acquired

with the triumph of the experimental sciences.

At the end of the 19th century, specifically during the last
decade, we see certain signs of decadence and degeneration, with
a Nietzschean work recently conceived, during the previous
decade, with the proclamation of the doctrine of the superman,
and the emergence of critical and heterodox sources, such as
George Sorel himself, from a Marxism that evoked Christian
values and the need to forge a new myth, a hope on which to
build an alternative to the old positivist paradigms. It is a time
when certainties are falling, and this can be felt in the rhetoric, in
the use, often in an imperative tone, of judgments and assertions
that Kremmerz makes about Christianity and bourgeois science,
which appear as the target of his attacks, as the great evils that
prevent nineteenth-century man from seeing the clarity of
Kremmerz's precepts, reflected in the harmony of opposites, in an

absolute synthesis where contradictions are blurred.

This work, as is often the case in the writings of the Italian
author, is tinged with symbolism interspersed with irony and
explicit criticism of the prejudices inherited from Pauline
Christianity, which, since the distortion of its purer origins, has
exalted occult and initiatory knowledge lost in the mists of time.
Deep down, and in a somewhat fragmentary way, we find certain
echoes of ideas and precepts that foreshadow the rich universe
that, decades later, and especially from René Guénon onwards,
would take on much more sober forms, with more solid and well-
founded content, which would make the French author the great
synthesizer of the knowledge of the Perennial Tradition. It is clear

11



that Kremmerz cannot be compared to René Guénon, Julius
Evola, or Frithoff Schuon, but nevertheless he does foreshadow,
often in a not very clear way, concepts such as the awakening of
values such as spiritual power, the harmonization of opposites,
and criticism of degenerate and deviant forms born with

modernity.

The symbolism of the major arcana stands out, represented
symbolically by three classic tarot figures: The Lovers, The Fool,
and Death.

The first of these figures, corresponding to the lovers,
expresses the sense of sexuality and attraction between opposites,
the harmony of opposites that we mentioned earlier, and
expresses the conflicts that arise prior to the synthesis of those

principles that are found in contrast and conflict.

For its part, the figure of the fool evokes the exploration of
new frontiers, the leap into the void referred to in Taoism, which
forces us to detach ourselves from acquired certainties and
securities, from any comfort zone, in order to launch ourselves
into the exploration of the unknown, to broaden our mental and
spiritual boundaries. However, when abandoned to its fate,
without any form of guidance or direction along the right path, it
is susceptible to deviation and can lead to self-destruction or
degeneration, or to the conquest of new horizons, and it is the
spirit of the madman that has inspired human conquests, that has
impelled him to overcome all conventionalism and prejudice in
every age, to set an upward and decisive course in material
progress, an essential characteristic of bourgeois society. The
madman can decide the course and direction of man, radically
change his relationship with the space around him, with his

situation in relation to the order of the Cosmos; he is constantly
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choosing, far from prejudice and dogma. In this case, he would
also have a sense of play and constant mockery, as well as creation
and rupture. The madman is, in short, also the hope placed in the

possibility of change and personal and collective growth.

Finally, and in reference to death, this represents the decisive
moment, the events that arise in the face of consummated,
irreversible facts, which imply the depth of change, the symbolic
death of which many initiatory traditions can tell us about and
which marks a sense of boundary and, at the same time, of
overcoming, a double birth that leads to the regeneration of ideas,
thoughts, and general perspective. The consummation of the
transformative, cathartic, and almost ontological event that
Kremmerz himself claimed for all those adepts and initiates in the
Hermetic traditions, and which in this case take shape through

the major arcana of the tarot.

We hope that, after this brief introduction, our readers will be
able to draw their own conclusions from the Italian author's
readings, and that this reading will satisfy their intellectual

curiosity, spiritual demands, or simple desire for knowledge.
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Preface

There is in many a keen desire, a great will to become
magicians: scientists, philosophers, independent researchers,
doctors who practice hypnosis, magnetizers, charlatans,
journalists, priests, and mystics, all have the popular idea of magic
and the magical arcane. Some portray a superman who has
reached seventh heaven, others are skeptical critics, mystics, or
pontiffs who excommunicate. But since 1899, the year in which
writing on the Science of Magicians began, enormous progress
has been made: human science, through observation and
experimentation, through many studies and memoirs of various
kinds, has come to understand and confess that anything is
possible in living man, which, at first glance, does not appear: a
reserve of unknown forces, which at certain moments are not

needed, can give rise to unexpected and effective phenomena.

If man were not the most intelligent and gifted beast in
zoology, he would be content to take advantage of what he has
found and proven, to prolong the practical knowledge of these
realizations of hidden powers that are within us. Powers that are
in us, not with us, which we have learned to read in ourselves. We
have studied a lot of beautiful scientific things in state schools
(now experimental psychology is also taught), but in us, men, in
me, in you, in your doorman, in the foreman, in humble women,
in the grand lady who passes by in her car and on the next street.
On the contrary, the intelligent and educated man builds on a
little of the practice of others, castles of theories that are more

confusing than all the simple observations of simple people who
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try to experiment without explaining anything to themselves; in
this way, the phenomenon of the forces hidden within us is not
investigated according to nature, but through this accumulation
of erroneous theories, and ends up in that Tower of Babel that

was the confusion of languages in the times of sacred history.

To name one example: many of those who are engaged in
these studies in Italy and elsewhere—mostly mystics and
theosophists—beyond discrediting our Ancient Magic, see black
magic everywhere. This appellation of “black” sends shivers down
the spine. This black thing must give rise to untold lamentations!
“The honest fashion is spiritualization; man must evolve upward,
not downward; he must distance himself from matter and not
wallow in the lowest mud of the earth; everything that is an end,
an objective, a precise result that a magician proposes for his own
benefit and that of others is a condemnable error; this is why the
Magic that must be discarded is the “black” one, it must be
especially cursed.” It is necessary to respond as follows: Magic is
practical and natural philosophy. A magician is not one who does
not create, who does not benefit, who does not heal, who does
not take, who does not give, who does not comfort, who does not
foresee, who does not provide, who does not love, who does not
bless, who does not relieve, who does not defend, who does not

overthrow, who does not stop, and who is not frustrated.

The hidden forces residing within us, integrated into powers
that are an essential part of our animal nature, like the muscles of
our body, become atrophied if exercise is not developed to keep
them elastic. The will that directs these forces is a reflection of
that divine spark that is our intellect. In the balance of spirit and
matter, combined with a gentle temperament, the will has never

been tempted to prevaricate: justice in desire determines the

16



realizable power of the will Man must aspire, with all his
strength, to the integration of the powers and virtues of his latent,
dormant, forgotten personality, in the face of the new personality
imposed on him by the society in which he lives. Neither mystical
through excess of spirit, nor beastly through the preponderance of
the most pleasant part of his elements. Thus, evolving slowly, one
enters the realm of Magic: a state of being that those who have

not experienced it are incapable of understanding,.

I found in a book by a very dear person that magicians obtain
everything through self-hypnosis; and in an American brochure,
produced by a company that promises to turn anyone anywhere
in the world into a magician for ten dollars a month. It is very
easy to say how others do magic without doing it yourself! Such
are the opinions of mystics, spiritualists, philosophers, and
theosophists. You can achieve what you want in an area of human
justice where your conscience remains pure, without stopping to
do good for yourself or others: healing, giving, making happy,
even for a moment, those who turn to you for the most trivial of
things; and not taking seriously the warnings of people who

consider it worthy of supermen to reject those who ask for help.
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Chapter I

In the study of the Occult Sciences, proceed from simple and

clear ideas.

If you give free rein to fantasy and imagination, you will find,
in the exaggerated tension of your pride, that the results gathered
are worthless. Natural Magic takes advantage of the development
of the occult forces that are hidden in every human organism.
Without exaggeration, it develops as best it can, and for those
who are able, the manifestations that uncultivated forces can
produce in us. When I say forces, I mean subtle, powerful, and
intelligent vibrations of the human body, taken as a unit in its
relations with universal nature. The mysterious, the wonderful,
and the miraculous in the realm of nature, and not beyond or
above nature. It is the practices of laws unknown to human
knowledge that produce inexplicable and prodigious results,
along with many other manifestations, always varied and always

neglected.

The ignorance and superstition of the common people are
disoriented by the phenomena that man himself produces under
exceptional conditions, which are not easy to notice. A world
“over there” is the creation of all primitive men, who cannot
explain phenomena that are not normal, that are not easily
reproducible for everyone. Thus were created the first rudiments
of savages, thus religions personified the forces of natural laws.

The error of attributing to the souls of the dead the miracles of
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the living is the ancient and ever-present testimony of the

ingenuity of the common people.

The man who flies in an airplane is a god to people who are
ignorant of the progressive studies that have given rise to
aeronautics as a science and an art. The inner man, as a /fving
spirit, has been prey to religious institutions in all times and
places. It has been in every century in which science has been
officially recognized, and the relations between human thought
and matter freely investigated, that the results of these studies
have been still modest in the face of the grandiose trap of the
dormant powers in our organism: but before the laws of
awakening are known, many centuries will still pass! Charlatans
take advantage of the ignorance of intellectual plebeians and
exploit their credulity; mysticism, which is the most fragile part
of our psychic mechanism due to education, tradition, and
history, helps and feeds the state of fear of old and new divinities.
Where the dark and bloody has not been created, as in the East,
the spirits of the dead are created, as in the West. Natural Magic
remains in the realm of nature, in the face of the weaknesses of
the good faith of new revelations, based on disembodied spirits
that everyone hails as the religion of the future. And it will always
be a religion, a confession of human ignorance regarding the
natural laws that govern the spirits of living men. We respect the
honorable opinions of believers, for Christian schools have
instilled in us the wonderful conception that faith is nobility and
the expression of pure and upright souls. Modern history will
begin when the new chemistry analyzes and develops the
animistic elements that constitute the individual man, and will

signal the end of a long night in which man has ignored himself.
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The Kabbalah, for those who do not know, is the physiology
of the absolute laws and immutable elements of physical,
intelligent, and mental nature, of nature in its concrete
expression. The Kabbalah is the Hebrew form of the same
Orphic, Egyptian, and Pythagorean philosophy. The Pythagorean
is the most complete, but the most complex for untrained
intellects. However, in this mathematics of active and activating
principles, the world Universe is conceived as a unity: it is the
largest and also the most absolute unity, the visible and invisible
macrocosm in its distant parts, which cannot be seen by the
naked eye or by the telescope, because it is that which is the
immeasurable and infinite Being. Man (remember the enigma of
Oedipus) is the smallest unmeasurable and infinite unit, he is the
universe in miniature; a brief being, but indeterminately

profound.

He is the microcosm in the dimension of concrete, finite, and
infinite reality. The unitary and immense Being is global—the
great Universe is fullness, completion, fulfillment. Ethereal or heavy,
it is complex matter; superbly evaporating in the face of certain
currents of subtle and highly intelligent forms and forces,
movement, vibration, and harmony, where every movement of
planetary and stellar molecules has a reflection and a reaction on
infinitely more distant limits of the great body. Pythagoras would
write (alpha), one and a thousand, a million and infinity: the
number, the value by no precise and limited force or conception,
and truly limited in the precision of the number, which is graphic
and, by necessity, finite. You need to understand that the
immense becomes finite, determined and delineated by the simple
virtue of expression. The number that contains everything is 1;

but the graphic or oral expression is already the concretization of
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the infinite in the finite. Hence the microcosmic unity, man. As
the conception of the great Universe is global, the small universe,
man, is the depth, the unfathomable abyss. The abyss in which
the infinite Universe does not exist, in the collective, planetary,
and stellar #nity, but in the small universe. In man, in the dark
depths of his consciousness, to which no /limits are assigned.
Subconsciousness, consciousness, unconsciousness, subliminal
consciousness, historical individual, hidden personality, Socratic
demon, passions, angels, mediumship, mass, intelligence, superior
mentality, bestiality, instincts, memory, dreams, visions,
glossolalia, divinizing will, virtues of all kinds, vices of all
categories, reason, suffering, joy, love, affection, fear.. in this
abyss you will find the entire Larousse Encyclopedia. The
microcosm, in its small and unfathomable depth, becomes more
disconcerting than the macrocosm, which is not in our small
universe, tangible in perception as in thought, which, in a
moment of darkness, flashes across our psyche and disconcerts us
with its luminosity. Die in the abyss, and you will find the key to
old and new religions; you will extract the spirits of today's dead
and the turning tables, the devil of the churches, the elements of
all human masses, the mutability of opinions, the fluctuation of
loyalties, the mystical gospel of becoming, Saint Ignatius of

Loyola, and the theories of slavery or anarchy.

Proceed now, for example: The synthesis of the microcosm is
the human body. The internal organs of the human body are
fixed, immobile terms: they are incapable of moving within the
synthetic organism. The heart, lungs, and liver are in the areas
where they perform their particular functions; they do not move.
Every mobile synthesis is an organism, fixed factors or coefficients.

The macrocosmos, the universe, an immense synthetic unity, must
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be considered as mobile (synthetically displaced) in the infinite
continent of fixed organs and factors, with apparent mobility or
limited to a fixed and determined sphere. In the microcosmos
(man), life is the product of the balanced functions of his organs.
In the macrocosmos (universe), life is in the activity of its elements,
each of which is an organic synthesis (planets, star groups, solar
systems). In man, the tearing of an epithelial cell, the pricking of
a needle, or pressure on any peripheral point determines a tactile
sensation that can be transformed into pain, causing the sensitive
centers to vibrate abnormally and acting on organs and their
functions, determining a slight, strong, or very strong imbalance;
sensations would not be the result of these imbalances, which are
very brief and rapid states that break the functional stillness of the
smallest synthesis. In the universe, any alteration, even if normal,
in the functioning of its large organs, or any new state of being of
a distant planet or sun, thousands of kilometers away, influences
the rest of the great synthetic body in a sensational reflex. If
prolonged pressure on a brachial artery stops circulation in the
extremities and is reflected on the human organism in a more or
less subtle way, the interposition of a planet between the sun and
the rest of the system must modify the general economy of
planetary life in the system where it takes place, and beyond the
system by reflection. Thus, in the Egyptian tradition, the origins
of astrology and astral influences were traced back to the
hypotheses of the Tolém, the priestly college that observed the

influence of the stars.

Thus, in the microcosm, the external and visible world
determines the anemic impressions, and from the unknown
abyss,' the astral background of man, emerge unsuspected forces,
movements, and vibrations. This is how the laws of divinatory

magic are established. The Kabbalah, in the words of fanciful
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writers, has become distorted and complicated, and scholars—
after much reading—must destroy half of the ideas formed and
engendered from beautiful phrases in order to return, at my
invitation, to the simplicity of the origins of elementary
interpretations. As a mysterious book, it is understandable that
the key to explaining it should be found, given the many keys
that reveal its degrees. From the relative comes the absolute, to
rise towards the finite and the temporal. For the orientation of
modern research, the study of Kabbalah would contribute greatly
to that group of doctrines in formation which have as their object
the spirit of man and matter, and which do not find the point of

equilibrium in which both values are compensated and founded.*

The historical succession of ideas cannot be precisely
determined. In humanity, general ideas follow and renew
themselves in cycles. What are the focal points of these parabolic
curves for evaluating the cycless We do not know. Do they
suppose the return of groups of creatures that disappeared with
death and were reborn to continue the initial work of other
times? Are they palpitations or pulsations of the colloidal zone of
the universe, expressing ideas and images that have disappeared
but not been destroyed...? Man has always sought the synthetic
book, not very voluminous, capable of integrating unsolved
problems. It is not a theory, but a key. The key to the Kabbalah is
yet to be found, like that of Alchemy by the classical alchemists,
the unwitting and unsuspected fathers of the chemistry professors
of modern universities. The reward for finding the key is
wonderfully conspicuous. The iron chest containing the truth is
locked. Who knows where the key has been placed! Has it been
nailed to the pantry door? At the bottom of a well? In
Calandrino's bowl? Whoever finds it, let them open it and close it

again, and keep the key carefully, because not only would they
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lose the treasure, but the treasure would be lost to everyone... The
right of ownership belongs to yesterday. Possession comes with an
obligation of servitude: to keep it for oneself, to hide it for
oneself, not to let it be stolen, like Aladdin's old lamp. And it was
logical; magic was Ars Regia, alchemy Ars Magna; both were
subject to divine concession. The philatelist writes his masterful
treatise on Alchemy, indicating the entrance to the King's palace.
Doing good for humanity is characteristic of the Rosicrucians,
but the chest is closed and the key is in the pocket. There is a
second reason to justify such an attitude: profanation. He who
possesses the secret will not give it to the commoners: the treasure
of good and evil is transformed into a hell of evil that is given to
those who do not deserve it, and the crown is lost. To come into
its possession, merit was necessary. The philosophy of the
Kabbalah is a source of power, but to understand it, it is necessary

to consult it again.

In nature, there is an indissoluble link between forms, as
between all substances. This unitary concept of the Macrocosmos
as a universal unity is not a difficult interpretation of the idea of
manifestation and the non-separation of things. The vision of the
Universe is relative, but nevertheless harmonious and made up of
related images that are never independent. This unity in nature
exists because separation is impossible. However, all units of form
and substance, all natural species, are units in themselves, simply
because they instinctively tend toward separation. An example:
man. Egoism does not preserve unity. A rudimentary instinct of
egoism must exist in every species of the three natural kingdoms
of conventional scholastic classification. The forms of
crystallization, the forms of flowering in plants, the somatic forms

of animals, are instincts of the separating egoism to which all
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individuals and all units tend, without success. Chaos, in the
Kabbalistic secret, excludes the idea of chemical combination and
emphasizes that of separation as an instinct, approaching a
mixture. If the feminine principle that exists and presides over
forms in the Universe had not been added to Chaos, it would not
have had forms, because that which presides over the fusion of
substances of a separate nature is a feminine principle, which is
given the name of Love among beings of human form. Hatred is
the principle of separation, selfishness at the moment of its
rebellion in the world. Despite all rebellion, there is an
unbreakable link between the will that does not yield and the rest
of nature. Individuality is an appearance. Separation is the enigma
of the magic of the great magicians, and it is the only absolute
purpose. A plant in a meadow and a dog running along the path
and moving away from the meadow are apparently separate: the
moment we look, we forget that the dog and the plant were
breathing the same air and touching the same earth. We who
observe this touch the same earth and breathe the same air, and
we forget that we are part of the whole and continuous external
vision. Who can tell us that vision is not simply a product of
these continuities? And that it is this that gives us the illusory

sense of our separation from the things we see?
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Notes

1. The abyss in man is the astral background, whose etymology is
darkness. Thus, the deep and dark abyss. The astral zone in the universe is also

a zone without light, black.

2. I wrote this in 1905: After one or two years, a new revolution in
knowledge is looming under Einstein's very novel theories, which are
mathematical in nature but... schematically cabalistic in content. The theory of
relativity in the determination of space and time, the ant-Euclidean
conception, the negations of axiomatic truths accepted as absolute. The failure
of Newton's doctrine and the scientific conception of a vision of what exists in
nature in four dimensions, forming a cluster of cabalistic perceptions. Now the
impact of these new theories will be immense on the biological sciences, on the
discussion surrounding physical phenomena and their inverted values of the
basic principles in judgments about scientific experiences. Intuition takes on a
new aspect (whether it be that of Cardano, the Milanese physician and
translator of Sinesius, who makes us smile when he wants to demonstrate,
based on the principles of the Kabbalah, how intuition should refer to logical

procedures for the search for truth) and causality takes on a character of

priority.
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Chapter II
The Madman's Prologue

I have written this book, which is the book of divine
humanity, in twenty-two nights of full moon, to give to the Latin
world, in latendo, a scientific monument that the learned of
posterity should study, weighing their sighs, as the masters of the
harpsichord taught after the death of Friar Guido d'Arezzo. I have
written it with ink tempered with ammonia, which, in memory
of the most famous alchemists, cannot be bought by the kilo in

government stores.

I have spread it among all those whom the Philosopher's
Stone usually takes in its delights of fusion and creed, modestly,
having written a masterpiece. I do not take out a patent, because
before the Nile dries up, no poet will be born who can write

about the heavens with the words of a man.

(A reader) — Here we are, before a document of reasonable

substance!

It is likely. I am not offended by your judgment, because
either I must consider you a vile pedant who seeks grammar that
flourishes in writings and a science, in your view, with a
microscope and an infinitesimal scale, or I must imagine you a
presumptuous beast who judges like Minos with his tail. In any
case, | have granted you the freedom to revile that which you do

not know.
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I return to my point. I have said that no poet will be born
who writes things like this, because poets today, as they were in
the early days, are men who felt the sacred fire in their guts,
where the word prophecy was formed, which the poet snatches
from the heavens, which are, in sacred language, the hiding places
where the gods hide.' This is why I urge you to ensure that those
who come after us weigh these truths with the scales that the
Holy Roman Church has placed in the hands of Michael, whose
beautiful head is in the clouds, his feet on the dragon of human
passions, while the cups of the machine are balanced between his

navel and his archangelic pubis.?

And I have not written this solemn document with a glance at
the miseries of religious decadence and the terrible audacity of
licensed wisdom, which philosophy denies and experience grants
in private, a relentless doubt that breeds suspicion. Religion, from
religo, unites man to divinity through faith. Pides is born of fear
of the unknown god: Zeus, Jehovah, Jupiter, the cause of the
lightning that glides between the clouds, which hide the causal
entity. An astronomer goes further and finds in the universe, unus
versus, the immense in a single face. The dwelling place of the
gods at the top of Olympus rises suddenly to the heights, at the
same time as the perfection of telescopes. Science (from scio = 1
know) cannot, must not believe if experience, which is the proof
of knowledge, does not consent, and its own, which now seems
like an obstacle course, will one day, neither near nor far, be the
announcement of the need for a Solomonic pontificate, which
will hold the keys to faith by right of wisdom. For the two keys of
St. Peter, even though they were made of a very noble metal, have
rusted on contact with the acids of the triumphant beast and

through the lack of preparation for the scientific priesthood of
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those who, by right of conclave, have held them under their
armpits. And I pause on the banks of the Tiber. Rome, caput
mundi, inherited the right conferred by the nymph Egeria of
Numa, when it placed itself as leader of the faith of the peoples.
Catholic means universal. The warlike Romans, before uniting
the empire to a new people in the sacred city, welcomed
triumphantly the great and small gods of all the heavens, of every
region, of every language, and in a short space of time, in the
hidden meanders of the Eternal City, they formed a Babel-like
assembly that one beautiful day needed to call within its walls a
Paul or a Peter to synthesize the unity of the heavenly language in

the pandemonium of different and divine languages.

Thus the Christian Essenes, under the symbol of the fish?,
took root in Rome, absorbing cults and traditions that gave them
the right to call themselves Catholic, while the imperial rule was
broken by the barbarian invasions. What has happened since then
is known to all except the priests. Classical religion, heir to
Egyptian practical greatness, the only example in the religious
doctrine of all peoples, was to become Catholic in the future, as
the word of a Luciferian God, every advance in human science,
becoming, on the contrary, the historical betrayal of the idea of
light. Reformist attempts were futile. The history of the Templars,
a vituperative robbery of temporality and wisdom in which a
Capetian collaborated, is too little known, but it will be known
later, even though the same pope and the same Capetian had,
many centuries later and in a different way, paid for their sin. In
Italy, many martyrs were misunderstood in the fundamental
concept of their alleged heresies. Bruno and Campanella deserve
to be studied in the light of other philosophical luminaries rather

than science and its profanations of hidden truths. Will the new
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Pope, the great one of the prophecy of the resurrection, be a saint

by faith or an immortal by science?

(A reader) — He begins to say many things... arrested in

Rome

If T could, I would stop; but the spirit that does not stop
speaks. The Church of Christ cannot be judged, discussed, or
reformed @b mis until we have digested, by selection, the twenty
centuries of priestly immunization that weigh on the psyche of all
Europe, including the Protestant and Orthodox parts. Roses of
deep filth. The French Revolution did not have its full effect
because a wave of truth does not wash away all the stains from the
water of the baptismal fonts. Nevertheless, I return to the science
that experiments and say: the doctrine of the human essence
prevails; twenty years ago, to speak of occult sciences and magic
to the world of scholars meant excommunication by the bishop
or a diploma of charlatans from the university. Now the time is
more propitious: bishops do not claim to be experts, bent on
fighting the modern hydra; universities, even sensing that a
profound truth exists, of which the royal chairs do not confer the
secret and the power, already see here and there the names of the
luminaries who are giving the first scientific baptism to things
repudiated, if not as impostures or dreams of the gullible, or else
confined to the almanacs of the beasts. Thus a new horizon is
opening up for officially accepted science, and a sublime function
is glimpsed for integrating into a single bundle of experienced
doctrine all the power of human matter, whose conception has
been denatured by religion, now surpassed. It is difficult for a
cook to measure out pepper. It is necessary to define words as well
as possible in order to understand each other. Does a hidden

science really exist in the age of wireless telephones and airships?
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Isn't the famous adjective “hidden” just a classic label stuck on an
empty bottle? Apparently, it should not exist because, by
admitting it, we would be granting a gratuitous patent of
stupidity to the academies of human sciences; but in reality, it
could exist because the academies that possess all notable wisdom
ignore certain axiomatic truths, which are the foundation of the

knowledge that produces miraculous things.

Light, heat, electricity, the mechanical force of the physical
sciences, love in psychology, pain, pleasure... are nothing more
than things that are extremely hidden in their absolute essence.
Human science has taken advantage of these sublime unknowns,
studied their manifestations, provoked them, and adapted them
to the effects of the physical world, and has commented on the
extravagances and manifestations of human psychopathies that
have emerged from the ordinary category of natural phenomena.
To expect Marconi to explain why a battery develops energy and
why this energy is special and decisive for so many phenomena is
absurd: it is the same as asking the director of a phosphorus

factory why phosphorus glows when rubbed on a rough surface...

(A reader) — Let's stop here at least. These are things that any
mortal can figure out without bothering Marconi. Light,
electricity, heat, and sound are known even to brats in working-

class schools.

We know how they are produced and how they are always
reproduced. Their essence has been discussed at length by
scholars, until they have arrived at a single nature and origin. And
when all physical manifestations have been reduced to a single
root of force or movement, I will repeat the same question to you:
Why force? And why movement? What is the reason for their

respective natures? Compare an unknowable, an unknown, and a

33



hidden thing. Reminding you that in ancient times I was a
pontiff, I will tell you that light, heat, sound, and magnetism are
four gods and the four faces of a single god. You will find their
names in all mythologies... Open your ears wide when I speak to
you of love, pain, and pleasure: here the hidden is darker than
ever. You know these three things, your neighbor knows them
too, your maid, your doorman, your cobbler on the street corner,
the elegant young lady who drives the shiny car, they all know
these three things. But the three words have thousands of
different meanings for thousands of people, and a hundred for a
single person, and hundreds at different times. The mother, the
sister, the father, the libertine, the shy man, the violent man, the
very young, the adult, and the old man; they all love. Find me the
definition of love! Do you understand? Will others understand it
as you understand it? How do you intuit and understand it? Look
at a crucifix. Christ on the cross told us to be love, as Buddha
prayed before the tiger eager to feast on his flesh, because his love
for him did not allow him to see him suffer from hunger. How
many hysterical saints in the Catholic pantheon have not made
love, literally, with Jesus, removing the nails from his armpits?
And here I return to physics: do you perceive all the sensations of
light, sound, and electricity like all the gentlemen I have
mentioned above? You will tell me that the universal homogeneity
of sensations is controlled by the mechanics of devices adapted to
register intensity; even though the thermometer reads 20 degrees,
you and your neighbor will not feel the same physical and
psychological sensation; and here's a little spice, lest you think
that things are relative to the individual perceptions we have of them.
Normal sensitivity is deaf to morbid hypersensitivity. But is
hypersensitivity, which may be normal in the eyes of future

generations, really morbid? And from this unmeasurable
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gradation of sensitivity, is the world as you see it, living on the
top floor of the house, or as the doorman sees it from the lowest
floor? See, O impetuous reader, that we stumble over a hidden
pebble at every step. The road is rough. If in everyday life man
had a way of reflecting on and thinking about everything that
science and religion cannot explain, we would not foresee,
prevent, facilitate, or be emboldened by the great and small
annoyances of daily life, and we would be astonished at our
official misery, because science and religion are official. The
causes that generate anguish in life should belong to the domain
of one or the other and, conversely, remain hidden in the
mysteries of the deepest darkness of skeptical empiricism. The
civilization of a great evolved race begins on the day when man,
whether scientist or priest, has the power to alleviate every pain

that oppresses and terrifies us.

All this is anti-Christian, I know. We have been preached to
for so many centuries that pain is human that today it seems
heretical to write that civilization begins with the conquest of the
pleasure of living! Look at the little things. Come into contact
with a man you have never seen before, on a train or in a café. He
has not spoken to you or bothered you, and yet you feel irritated,
as if he had slapped you an hour ago. You feel ravenously hungry,
but before you get home you sense that the casserole has exploded
in the oven and you will have to wait and curse Saint Veronika.
You have a sick child, and between the mother praying to the
Virgin and the doctor scientifically killing him, you guess that
Mother Nature will heal him. These are things for which the
official vocabulary already has names: instinctive antipathy,
premonitory perception, intuitive foresight; that's fine, but the
force, intelligence, and laws that manifest all these phenomena are

hidden. Look at the big things: epidemics, wars, floods, or
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earthquakes. Science and religion act as guarantors to prevent the
most devastating effects, but who wins, who foresees, who
determines or limits the painful consequences? Who stops it, who
prevents it when the aura of blood is already in the lungs of an
entire people? What do science and religion do in the face of the
tremendous cataclysms of nature that engulf victims without
respite? Science arms itself with experience and reason; religion
with prayers for the dead and faith for the living. The hidden
remains hidden. However, legend, even if attached to an empty
bottle, can be a hidden and arcane wisdom. The emptiness of the
holy ark may contain an omnipotent God or Nothingness, but
what is hidden is true, possible, real, and may be a God who is

Nothingness.
(A reader) — That's blasphemous.

Do not be amazed. Let us remain on the edge of the abyss, at
the bottom of which reigns the sovereign Satan; where the science
of the occult resides, like God in the law. The law is universal.
Miracles in the law are not possible. For this reason, Catholicism
is magical as a cult, and was born as a scientific religion of the
West. From the creative point of view of faith, Western
theologians and metaphysicians who, following Aquinas, have
denatured the essence of worship and have been afraid of the
light; two sacraments would suffice, baptism and holy unction, to
determine the wise character; the table of the dead, to celebrate
necromancy;’ consecration at the ordinary table, to evoke the
Great Arcanum of the alchemists. Interpolate a fifth letter into
the four Hebrew letters that give the name JEVE, and you will
obtain the initials of the Gnostic-Christian: Christ, the God-man,

the Man who will be God, a man who comes from the Father but
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assumes the Father's power, hidden and great, the ineffable
Nothingness.

(A reader) — Oh, you impious man!

Impious or mad, you may be right; and I remind you of the
Creed: before the Catholic Christian approaches a sacramental
symbol of worship, the priest says to us: Believe. I BELIEVE. All
men believe. From the strongest spirit to the weakest, all bipeds
with pants or skirts have faith. He who does not have it in one
thing has it in another. He who has it in nothing believes in
himself. He who ignores the laws of the human spirit, who kneels
before the Holy Ark of Nothingness, makes himself a God or
gives a face to a God accepted by most. Those who deny worship
have faith in the pupil of their eye, which sees, in the hand that
touches, in the mind that reasons. But tell me, oh reader who
from time to time plays the hunting horn in the harmony of my
words, tell me if man is sure of his own mind. For thirty
centuries, more or less documented, humanity has reasoned or
pretended to do so. The documents of the justice of human
reason are confronted with the continuous renewal of political
societies, the destruction of families and races, the patent injustice
that divides brothers from brothers and wants us to be the
possessors of the conquerors. Who guarantees you that reason
prevails today in this old humanity, which has claimed, yesterday
as today, the infallibility of its reasoning? This is why, in matters
of the spirit, you must believe: absurdity, in the conquest of the
truths of the deified human beast, is the very foundation of
religions made for the masses, when Olympus was closer to earth,
whereas now it is far from the planetary system, thousands of
millions of kilometers away. Do you know what time is? Not even

the Swiss who make the cheapest watches know... Man goes
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through it like an idiot, between the ambition to dominate his
equals, the lust for women, and the fear of the unexpected. If he
is persuaded of his impotence, he becomes a reasonable or
mystical philosopher. The mystery of the masses keeps him
fearlessly in the breach, against the disappointments and miseries
of reality. He works at his own destruction every moment,
without respite, calm in the face of an enigma that may remain
unsolved before him... The specter of redemptive penance clings

to his mind like an oasis, or he waits for others to do it for him.
(A reader) — Judge us without mercy.

Let me speak. I speak, Satan speaks, the science of faith speaks
and praises those early fathers with wigs who, in the first, second,
and third centuries, wrote about all those things, about the sacred
things of religion, which triumphed in imperial Rome.> Official
science makes its entrance into the realm of darkness with the
study of the two satanic powers possessed by man: ghostly
authority is that which externalizes magnetic or vital forces. Do
you know why they are called satanic? The meaning of the word
Satan is not understood by Christians after the third century; this
is why the famous “Pope Satan Aleppe” has not been understood.
The root SAT corresponds to the generative organ in male
mammals.® The impulses or abbreviations of this were taken as
the normal movements, under certain excitations, of the nervous
powers or nervous auras of man, by means of which man

projected his shadow outside himself.

From these shadows comes the origin of the word Mary,
which shoddy Catholic commentators want to throw away from
amaritude naris; on the contrary, Mara, in the pyromagic religion
of the Persians, comes to mean the shadow, from which Mari:

authority of the shadow projected outside the human body. And,
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in the magical sense, literally corresponding to the Adda Nari of
the Indians, which from the chest has four arms with hands that
hold the four suits of the playing cards, which are the four
instruments of the great Alchemy: the scepter, the cup, the
dagger, and the coin. If scholars of mediumistic phenomena, and
among them those distinguished individuals who paused to
observe the image of the Adda Nari, would be convinced that,
until the time when birds and cattle spoke, humanity knew that
men and women could emit other organs beyond the normal
ones to perform a miracle. Astarte, with many, many heretical
nipples on her ample bosom,” was the plastic image of the power
of the shadow. The Christian Mary has been somewhat distorted
by Byzantine theologians and Greco-Roman art, also because
when Paul began to preach Essenism, he gave his initial appeal a
character that was too servile to the poor, simple, tearful rebels.
Her assumption into heaven seems to have been achieved through
the excessive merits of her son Christ, who imposes on her the
character of virginity. We will return to this curious argument

when we discuss the mystery of the High Priestess.

For now, I will limit myself to initiating the experimenters,
although an intelligent look at medieval demonology is not
useless when one undertakes experiments that seem new but are
older than a raisin. Lilith, mentioned in all witchcraft rituals,
curses, and exorcisms, was a succubus devil who feared neither
holy water nor the most terrible psalms, and took on strange and
violent forms, regardless of the will of her lover for the night. Just
as Adda Nari and Astarte represent in the magical and religious
symbol the externalizing properties of regular, volitional, and
conscious occult forces, so Lilith represented the irregularity of

externalization, over which neither the will of the subject nor the
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magnetizer had any control. A great form of hysteria with highly

effective epileptic phenomena.®

(A reader) — Bravo, you are beginning to agree with the

clinicians...

Not with the doctrine they deduce. The few cases of mediums
who have naturally developed the satanic powers of the shadow
cannot allow an adherence that is already created by a doctrine of
the phenomena examined and accepted... We would like, for
example, a singular medium to evoke IBANIMA, who was the
sixth pontiff of the sacred dynasty, to extract from his entrails the
secret of giving authority in the unfolding of all those who want
to manage it completely, from their own shadow or partially, with
their own forces... And accompanied also by a law that would
prevent writing about occult science. Because this science has
existed since it ceased to be the weapon of priestly power. It is not
limited to metaphysics, nor is it a religion, much less the
theosophy that is spreading throughout Europe, almost as if a
type of Buddha could prove that he has taken advantage of
everything from the East.

This science is Magic, a discredited but unique and simple
name that responds to what it is: Mag is the power of active
trance; I cannot find a better way to explain something that few
people can understand: it is the automatic, volitional trance state
of the shadow in all its explanations and realizations. Magic is
science and art; in the state of simple doctrine, it gives the key to
the operative art of one's own attributes. The Hebrews, during
their servitude to the Pharaohs, had much to learn, and magic
became, evidently, in a Hebraized form, in memory of their

captivity in Egypt, which in the ancient world represents the ring
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of conjunction between East and West, and between the most

ancient and the less ancient.

That Moses, saved from the waters and private secretary of
the eternal father, possessed a rod which, transforming itself into
a serpent, devoured the serpents vomited by the rods of the other
magicians. This is the legend that Christianity helped to spread,
elevating Eastern magic to the symbol of the visit of the Magi to
the caves of Bethlehem, to rebuke us and tell us that, with the
triumph of Christ, the magi sheathed their wands of power; but
they made the mistake of allowing Christ to die on the cross, to
drive away the anarchic masses of the vilified and prophesy divine

vengeance for the social martyrdom they had suffered!

That is also why the cross remains a magical and eternal
symbol: man, in the conquest of his divine powers, the
reintegration of the power to direct the physical elements, the
human passions, and the satanic ones of the human shadows.
Why do you, O reader, who so often interrupts my prologue with
the subcutaneous syringes of science and the intravenous
injection of atavistic Christianity, believe in the problematic
virtues of the holy morality of convents of nuns with painful
menstruation and opulent priests? The virtues of man are the
reintegration of all lost powers, and there are no virtues without
powers. The science of the occult is a stubborn and crude way to
conquer active, volitional, and intelligent powers. On the
contrary, religion leads to dreaming, to grace, to obtaining
without knowing from whom, how, or when. Human life is
eternal. Eighty centuries ago, I was a doctor in the celestial

empire...

(A reader, laughing) — And so you became a madman... and

you were as mad then as you are today.
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Eternal madness of light, of truth that extends one hand to
the sun and the other to the moon and changes, in uniform and
eternal law, the course of the boring manifestations of a path that
always has its return, as punctual as the appetite of the poor! If
you imagine humanity without the sonorous, glorious, and
immense madness of Satan's science, you exchange the tears and
laughter of the world for cretinous yawning. Ennui was born in
uniform. And the madman who dominates the scene in the great
paintings of the world; who walks through the centuries and
paths, dies on the scaffold to free a generation that sits on the
whip of servitude; who gets muddy to complete a work of justice
that no one recognizes; today a charlatan, tomorrow a politician,

then he will preach against war and the sovereigns who feed it.

He walks, and a dog bites his calf: necessity accompanies and
incites him. Empires and dynasties die, old and new races sink,
and from on high the madman looks down on humanity
tormenting itself through the lenses of the destiny imposed on it
by the path it follows. It is the great mystery of power: it is
neither man nor god. It is the fatality of science that tells the
masses: do not stop trying the improbable! Thus he dies and is
reborn in this world, where everything returns: plants and
animals return, man returns, love lost like spring, old age silent
like winter, tragic and joyful hours, and kind words. When
injustice takes on the appearance of virtue, there is the madman
who laughs; when ignorance denies the truth, the madman

weeps.
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Notes

1. The true poet is in every man who lets Mercury, messenger of the
gods, speak through his mouth, who remains unrepresentable to photographic
lenses in order to preserve the dignity of his fruitful peace, and covers himself

with mist if human indiscretion invades him.

2. The sign of Libra would not be in the zodiac without the Virgin; and
in Alchemy, the scales have two weights of different volume, as physiology and
anatomy have demonstrated. Michael is almost equal to God; that is why he

calculates.

3. The constellation of Pisces, after Aquarius or the emerging flood,
precedes Aries, the renewal of nature (spring) for the fertile action of the male
on the sheep or the flock, because horns have always been a symbol of male

power.

4. Necromancy is the magic of the shadow of the living, and
necromancy is the magic that evokes the dead. The Neoplatonic initiation is
known as such, to which Dante brought the concept from his writings, since
he wanted to make use of any vestige of the sacred language; thus many things
in Vita Nuova, The Banquet and The Comedy bear the signs, as well as where the
meaning of words is clearer, such as in the name Beatrice, which is for those
who know what I mean by the mention of the Rose. Alighieri perhaps had an
intuition of the Great Magical Arcanum, but he certainly did not put it into
practice. The so-called Neoplatonism said very little in two centuries, but in

compensation, how much poetry in the true and classical sense of the word!

5. N.d.T: The author refers to the seventh canto of Inferno, a chapter of
Dante Alighieri's Divine Comedy.

6. The Romans presented him as the god of fertility and prosperity.
Look at Pompeii, in the vestibule of the House of the Vettii: there is a curious
painting in which the monstrous god is weighed on a scale. The Italian
government's archaeological cleaning, so as not to expose ancient historical
flaws, has closed it with a wooden frame, in which the custodian opens the

door and you can see that the visitor is not frightened.

7. The nipples on the breasts are erect, and therefore take on a satanic

meaning,.
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8.  Hysteria was more often epileptic, because epilepsy was a sacred but
lunatic disease: it considers the moon as the womb of the naturalized nature of

philosophers that acts on the growth and decline of things.
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Chapter III
The Lovers

Prelude to Pyromagic'

A woman confesses.

“I am imperfect. I have loved. I am repentant. Kneeling
before the Crucifix, I have begged for forgiveness. O sublime
vision of Nazarene goodness, thank you, thank you, and a

thousand times thank you.

“Tears of joy run down my cheeks; I will never sin again for
love, never again. And I could not have taken seduction upon
myself; the indefinable breath of the Incarnate One had forgiven
and redeemed me. But I don't know how, I don't know why, on a
warm and sweet spring afternoon, I forgot everything: promises,
tears, and forgiveness. The demon had sprinkled an invisible
powder in the air; I relapsed into sin, and at night, at the foot of

the same cross, I prayed and wept.

«

O sublime voluntary martyr who destroys barbarism with
the teaching of Charity, have mercy on me: my flesh has sinned,
not I; I was absent, I did not see, I did not remember, I felt
nothing but that you were there. Who will forgive me now that I
have broken my promise, that I have perjured myself, to your

blood, to your martyrdom?”

Christ's face remained motionless; only a smile of painful

contempt seemed to be drawn on his lips.
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“It is true, my God, I am vile, I have been the most vile of
women, | have disobeyed you, who are just... But a word comes
to my lips: Why did you create us so imperfect, if love is a sin?
Forgive me, forgive me, I have blasphemed, I have found your
work imperfect; let your rays destroy me; at your feet I have dared

to pour out the cause of my sin, of my weakness, of my guilt...”

And you see it a second time; it seemed to me anything to
encourage those cheeks beaten on the solid wood. Oh! The
miracle: the yellow face colors, the shining pupil turns toward
me, the lips close, a word comes out of his mouth, light as the
beating of butterfly wings, a word strikes me. Am I crazy? Am I
drunk with pain? Has the lightning bolt of punishment shaken
my brain? He said: “Do you love me?” But then you are not
Christ, you are not the son of the Virgin, I worship a false
apparition; is it the demon of evil who has taken the form of the
Crucified One? But I have sinned before loving, I have
blasphemed the work of your father, I have said that there are
imperfect deeds... and you say “love” Stupid, perplexed, like a
soul on the terrible edge of a precipice, I fell semi-conscious; and
he appeared to me and spoke. His words still rang in my ears, one

by one, hammered out, slowly pronounced, solemn and gentle:

“O sweet soul of candid torture, you give me pain; I feel great
pity for you. You do not recognize me; I have always told men to
‘love.” Why do you grieve and despair? Love; I do not forgive
those who have not loved. And disappear... O doubt!”

The dream disappears; the Crucifix was there, nailed, yellow,
dusty. Was that in the dream, in that quick vision, Christ or the

enemy?

X kX X
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I remind you, reader, astute spectator of this philosophical
comedy, that a few centuries ago I was a monk in Gubbio... The
Renaissance era; there is a book I printed then with my family

coat of arms: a sun...

(A reader) — A monk too? Bravo, you madman... but of the

Mass and stole?

Don't laugh; I was a monk of the pen; and if I hadn't
annoyed a prior, by now—made of stucco and wood—I would be
a beautiful example of my bald head, turned into a miraculous
saint. I remember everything, and to the beautiful creature who

speaks to me, I respond as a monk of great penance:

“Devout and pious lady, you deserve to be roasted alive on
Lorenzo's divine grill. Every word you utter, every thought you
have is filthy; suffice it to say that you do not yet recognize the
person who appears before you. Are you in doubt? Was it Christ

or Lucifer?”
“I don't know...”
“Did his words seduce you?”
“He illuminated me!”
“Was his smile an invitation to sin?”
<« . »
A promise, sweet as a caress...
“Wretched woman!”
“Was it the devil, Father?”

“I will not answer. Who can say? Me?”
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But if I had not asked the question of a poor woman whom
the disturbances of monthly hysteria have placed in a state of
visual uncertainty, she would have rebelled against Christ himself.
Would she have recognized the one who, in the face of the
furious reasoning of priests and philosophers, bishops and

unbelievers, made the most typical apparitions on the face of the
civilized West?

“Now we are talking seriously, my dear. Love in its entirety is
a sublime initiation. It is enough to love to peer into the abyss of
the infinite.”

“You don't understand me. To understand, you must feel
anxious in the face of this sublime unknown, drawn toward a
realm that is implausible in living matter, in which your whole
self and everything created in you vibrates in a way that no

mechanism other than the human soul can give you.”
“Have you found it? Can you prove it?”
“And I have tried it... thus has my flesh sinned...”
“Flesh, or spirit?”

But if you, at that moment, knew how to distinguish where
the spirit begins and where the flesh ends, you do not know what
love is. Spirit and flesh do not exist. You will find the spirit in
what Pasquino says to the popes, and beef in roast beef
restaurants. We are matter: flesh, blood, nerves, and marrow are
matter. Thought is matter. The soul is matter. Light is matter: it is
a form of matter, of fuel called oil, petroleum, or an electrical
device. When the fuel is exhausted, there is no more light. Why is
this stupid paradox about love being of the spirit placed on our
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minds? What if you have nothing more than matter for a spirit, a

sublimation of the flesh?

At that moment, I bet you loved, because there was no
difference between high and low. Where is low? Where is high? If
the world-universe, infinite, is nothing more than a circle in
perpetual motion, where is low and where is high? Is the dragon
at Michael's feet, or does it perhaps gravitate above the inverted
figure of the divine archangel of justice? Poor, gentle woman, you
see me, you fool! The way you see things makes you stupid: if you
want to see the sun, you need to buy yourself a pair of smoked
glasses, otherwise you will be forced to lower your eyelids. Don't

think I'm crazy...
(A reader) — You are twice crazy.

...I have visited only one insane asylum, and for many
centuries it has always been the same world of faith and human
credulity, and I guarantee you that I am not lacking any of the
brain mechanisms, according to the regulated prescriptions of

contemporary psychiatry.

The whole of the West is infested with Christian Paulism...
and Christianity pretends to believe that man goes to school until
he is twenty-five, through hardships, disappointments,
unsophisticated loves, politics, and rheumatism for another thirty
years. So what can we expect from those trumpets of apocalyptic
madness that sound the finis mundi. And if this were not enough,
Buddha clung to the horizon and renounced life: no desire, no

love, no will, and no being.

Meanwhile, man is born, grows, declines, dies, is reborn,

grows again, and continues, improving through his own
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experience, in a permanently renewed construction. The
Chaldean astrological foundation conceives the visible sky as the
law of universal life. As the sun rises and sets, so do plants,
animals, man, and all earthly forms, down to the microbes, which
the Chaldeans must have known, because the diviahi are
imperceptible demons of innumerable diseases that are driven

away (but not destroyed) by sulfur and fish vapors.

If every spring a tree is clothed in leaves, at every rebirth the
most sublime skeleton of human matter is clothed in new flesh;
and each of us is one of many unknowns who pass through the
centuries, who was yesterday's criminal, and if we delve deeper
into the commentary of yesterday's smooth talker, who was
yesterday's charlatan at the fair. The loss of memory with rebirth
is a great good: if the river of forgetfulness had not been invented
by the pagans, we would have had to invent it ourselves. They
called it efe, hence letizia, which is the forgetfulness of sorrows.
All religions had priestly origins. The priests of the caste had only
one enemy: man; and the aristocratic and priestly Roman cave
canem taught the need to protect oneself from the dog-vulgo,
dog-people or dog-plebs, and contributed to poisoning what little
existence they had left.

Pauline Christianity represented the revolution of the poor
against the ancient theocracies, but it did not take long to take
hellish revenge on the poor themselves, when it poisoned their
own lives with all the demons and madness that the writers of the
madhouse vomited on the people who were even more dog-like

than before.?

(A reader) — But you are three times mad... What about

Francis of Assisi?
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I knew him, my hypercritical reader, a brave person, a
psychiatric abnormal, one of many who wanted the realization of
a paradoxical type of Christ, because of that epidemic disease of
imitation that is characteristic of man and ape, and he was the
least holy father of the others. Why suffer the world we have
found as concrete.’ The critical and documented history of
human madness can be read in the temples of the entire civilized
and uncivilized world. Man has always had a relentless enemy:
the God who has lent us his priests. A God who has always
protected kings and priests, not even Christianity knew how to
do it better. The man who has lived understands if historical man
is searching for a more logical, more human, more true God, I
would say more Christian if he were not afraid of preparing a new

Vatican.

The historical man within us, the ancient man in whom each
of us is reincarnated, says: “I am, I was, I will be,” a Catholic
form before and after Cagliostro; and it is good that I know well
this god that I carry with me, like the soul of my earthen snail
shell. The history of past life is engraved, syllable by syllable, on
the disc of the human phonograph, of living man. It is not karma
according to the Buddhist conception; it is the instinctive
memory of all pains, all sorrows, all spasms, which repudiates
every outburst of old litanies and privations and integrates them

into its natural and satanic powers.

Vico's historical resources are explained by the hidden and
constant historical identity of the men who made history before
us. Human and social pains have deep roots in the imposition of
the historical soul of each individual. The unconscious
manifestations of children are the general characteristics of

ancient works. The blacksmith of many lives makes iron obey
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him; people who have never seen the sea feel in their veins the
right to dominate the waves; destitute women have the most
refined sense of elegance. It is impossible for a merchant with a
historical soul of a merchant, more or less Phoenician, not to be
half a thief. How is it that people never ask themselves why some
young people who have studied very little in this life quickly
become jurists, doctors, and famous architects? When did they
study all that they reveal to the winds? Finally, the singular
features of certain physiognomies are perpetuated. See it in the
ruling houses: the Bourbon nose, for example, and certain

mustaches that grow little...

But dear lady, good daughter, I return to you. If you know
what love is, do not commit sin. If Christianity has distorted it
and Christ were really what is ideally imagined, Christ would be
against the church, which for centuries has assumed the functions
of a social institution and, in the Christian state, regulating
customs. Then he sacramented love. He sacramented it because
he had to create the Christian family, which we cannot conceive
of as something that can be abolished even for an instant without
seeing ourselves faced with the specter of anarchy.” Now I leave it
to other madmen to rush into the established society, and I study
and explain to you in popular terms, if you want to be initiated
into the mysteries of the great magic of miracles in the law of
nature, that one of the majestic doors of the Ark is Love. But you

must understand it as I understand it.

Normal man, in the normality of his functions, does not love
in the divine sense. He satisfies the needs of his appetite by eating
a breaded steak, which means that he has an appetite for one and
then another. He digests both equally. If we were to place him

under the obligation of eating only one steak for the rest of his
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life, he would adapt. Every time he is hungry, he will resort to the
food he is allowed. When he is full, he will loathe the steak, to
rummage through the filth and leftovers of any stranger's dining
room. Let us try to initiate someone into love! It is like washing a
donkey's head! Love begins to take on a sacred character when it
places the human spirit in a state of magic or trance. More
substantial matter and more subtle matter are taken in by man
from a state of magnetism so profound that it begins first with
intuition and then with the sensation of a world that is not
human, with the hypersensitivity of a special state of being, after

reaching a human source.

(A reader) — Who is abstract? Turn off the lights, explain

yourself more clearly.
Here you are. I speak to you as a printed book:

10 know what a thing is, you need to be that thing. 1f, through
magic, you want to know what a horse is, you need to feel like a
horse. If, on the other hand, you remain an ox and I talk to you

about horses, you will not understand me.

It is necessary to pray to Mother Venus to order her divine
Cupid to shoot a poisoned arrow into your chest. And he must
not shoot it only at you, but also at one of those creatures whom
we have a duty to adore and protect, because they are the most

sensitive and weakest among us: a woman.

I declare that you are not a normal man.® I imagine and hope
so, because if you were, you would not read the prose of a
madman. Now Cupid's arrow would not make you return to
your previous intention with the steak, and—standing in her

presence (oh, that fatal pronoun!)—you would remain in a special

53



state of ecstasy, such as Saint Clare and others have never
experienced. Making them more intense than those ecstasies,
mute, without desire, you distance yourself from yourself to grasp
the soul of your friend who is in the same state. Watch carefully
that your body is nailed to a chair and make sure that the other
one, her, is nailed to hers. In an undefined sense of #unce she is
passive, in mag she is active, you will tell the world beautiful
things, you will recount the thousand and one nights and... You
will be in a completely astral zone, in the zone where souls live,
that is to say—in poor language—in a mental field where heavy
and extremely subtle matter is less so, coming into contact not
only with heavy matter, extremely subtle and less consistent than
itself, but with all the bodies, entities, angels, and eons
constituted by the same matter, which can, logically, come into

contact with your senses.

A holy father would say: the devil has brought out his horns.
Just like that. It seems like the easiest thing in the world, and it is.
All refined loves have moments of magical love. But the difficult
thing lies in both things: in the steak and in making this state last

intensely and definitively.

Here, my dear and astute reader, I want to open your eyes to a
mockery made of popes and scientists: alchemy, which has been
taken as the mother of modern chemistry, was, on the contrary, a
hoax prepared and digested by the Church, which has assumed
the exclusivity of the science of the soul, so that no one could
invade the religious sphere. But while the pleas burned, the
sorcerers and magicians did so out of boredom, and those who
truly practiced magic presented adulterated food in a metallic
form. They said: Christianity is poor. There is a secret to

changing all base and vile metals into gold. The former were
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ordinary men (metals); gold was the integration of man. Those
who took things literally lit the furnaces and prepared modern
chemistry. Those who sensed the mask found two great secrets in
those books: the simple secret of eonic magic and the arcane of
arcana, which, in the sacrifice of the Mass—without
understanding it—has been transmitted to us from the church:
how to transform unleavened bread, with two liquids from the
earth, into a visible god.” We are talking about the easier of the

two types of magic. Eonic magic should transport us to the

Count of Gabalis.

Eon is being. Eone or entity must be matter, as the whole
universe is matter. Eons or entities must be intelligent, and yet in
perfect analogy with thinking and intelligent humanity. Are they
spirits? It by spirits you mean creatures analogous to men, but
living of a matter more subtle than ours, and perhaps more
sensitive than us, let us really call them spirizs. But if by this word
you mean “the souls of the dead,” you are mistaken. It is a living
realm that has nothing gloomy about it. It is the realm of fable.
There are fairies, ogres, divinities, elves, undines, salamanders,

sylphs, gnomes, nymphs, satyrs...*
(A reader) — Satyrs too?

... for whom it is acceptable to detest steak. Having revealed
the how and when, you may enter this world of the improbable
through the door of the divine Cupid. I do not know how to
make you understand that I am taking a great risk at the
beginning of this magic: the risk of ending up truly insane, if not
wise. Because magic, through this door of love, truly begins when
your individual state of being remains under the most implausible

intensity of the soul vibrations of Piro, the magical fire. It
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separates the lover who sees with physical eyes from the astral
entities who admire each other with the sense of elongated horns
(fairies, ogres, etc.) from the same area where you and she have

arrived.

Oh wise critical oracle! Impatient reader who wants to know
everything, who never claps your hands, in this prelude you think
I have told you little, and I have told you many great things that
no one before me has written, and that no one will write before
the drying up of the sacred Nile, where the crocodiles, no less
sacred, weep for the toads eaten alive. With this book I aspire to
the Nobel Prize.

(A reader) — ... like Morconi.

More than Morconi. The wireless telegraph is a peculiarity of
social life; it shortens the distance between the written word. On
the contrary, I surpass Christopher Columbus by a thousand
eight hundred cubits, who discovered a new world in the old
land, and anyone who has to talk to you right away about
Columbus' egg, keep the antennae standing tall when navigation
is in full swing in the inter-oceanic waters. I want to reveal to all
of humanity, which is debating vain theosophies, all the doors of
a world that, under the clutches of ancient theocratic initiations,
does not allow itself to be visited by those who make words and
profess to be mystical visionaries or transcendental philosophers

who say nothing but nonsense.

And I open this brand-new world to all the Vespucios and
Portuguese navigators who are now striving to skirt the coasts of

an unknown land, to which they cannot find a navigable access.’

I tell everything with sincerity and ingenuity. I do so that the
people, subject to the priests of all religions, may say that the day
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of glory has come. I hide nothing. I make no mysteries. We leave
mysteries to the old and conformist social structures. I say live,
enjoy, rejoice, and integrate yourselves. You have the strength to
understand that vain monologues are words that deceive weak
and lazy men, who are stupid and do not understand these simple
things that I reveal, for the greater glory of the living and true
God who is the living man, the holy ark of the Ineffable
Omnipotent, Nothingness?

And to say that those jokers who award the Nobel Prize did
not think of me, who open the door of salvation and the invisible
to humanity. Today it is fashionable to talk about the beyond, but
the adverb #here is not conceivable as a topographically accurate
place without having defined a world #har is here. The science of
the wise, dear reader, does not recognize a sun as the center of
life, which is neither there nor here, but precisely in the middle,
between past and future. The universe is one. The utopia of
“heaven,” hidden from the gods and souls, is a fable. Things are
here, all here, all on this beautiful and friendly planet. The
invisible is just around the corner. There are many people who
have not perfected their sight and cannot see. I open the eyes of
the blind and say: look, here are the seventy-two doors of
wisdom, I open them one after the other. Look, learn through
exercise and practice what you can see better. You will do

theosophy later, when you have no need to do it.

Do you think I am really so crazy for not giving you a little
key to try to climb the castle of spirits? I have announced love to
you. All the Italian and Provengal Neoplatonic schools of past
centuries in Italy, based on everything I have pointed out to you,
attempted eonic magic.'” The novel of the rose, the courts of love,

the knights errant, Guerrino, called the Mean, the knights of
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France... Dig into these things that all barbers know and you will
find the hidden medlar. The Greek heroes had in their bodies the
Eras, alittle animal very similar to Cupid. Charlemagne's knights
roamed forests and mountains experiencing the charm of love,
fighting against infidels; the Mohammedan represented the type
of infidelity in love, because he personified the being incapable of

initiation into love, because he ate only steaks, eternally steaks.

More philosophically, it was called Neoplatonism. As soon as
heroic chivalry passed, initiation passed into poetry. See how
humanity delves into the flattery of our great poets without
understanding what they have clearly written, and how this is
horrifying through those mad with love, who would be subjects
of psychiatry if they had not meant what others did not know
how to read. Beatrice, Laura, Flaminia... They started the never-
ending series. The infiltration of this initiation spread and

circulated in the courts of princes and prelates.

During the Angevin period in Naples, the Medici court in
Florence, that of Este, that of Leo X: the kingdom of love takes
over the kingdom of God. The return of Rome is Love (Roma-
Amor-Orma-Maro were the initiatory names of the city, which
was the hidden sanctuary where heat and cold were made. When
the tabernacle of the watery seas or the sacred labyrinths were
unveiled, the smell of Petronius Arbiter's dinners was felt. A sin
to which the Madman does not aspire, and a chair for the
Latinism of the mystical Orma, to explain certain things that
were never explained). This is why Dante stands as a teacher and
guide to the initiate who had known and sung of the heroes who
had that wisdom in their bodies, a sting that pushes and excites.
And Dante, with such a Master, takes things from the beginning

and begins his journey to the lower gates, from which, after many
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vicissitudes, he comes into the presence of the Father, the Son,

and the Holy Spirit.

Infernal gate or Dante's magical gate, which you see
represented in different forms in certain ruins in the public
garden of Piazza Vittorio Emanuele in Rome, ruins of a low gate
with cabalistic signs indicating how to enter through the gate of
Love into the optician's warehouse, where human sight can begin
its perfection."" Look, you won't find anyone crazier than me. I'll
lift the veil from Isis and take her to dinner after the theater and,
after dinner, to the bridal chamber. As you can see, I'm a long-
suffering madman. Do you know how magnetic spiritualism

began in France with that mocking Alfonso Cahagnet?
A simple process, says the Master:

Take a young girl, place her on a chair in front of a glass of
clear water, place your hand on her head, pray to the good angel
to descend upon your young girl and see her... remain calm to
feel everything that will come... Then people believed in the good
angel. Who believes us today? These seers see a superficial trance
and dream with their eyes open about everything that happens in
the realm of human thoughts. On the contrary, I have discovered
the planet of happiness... And of truth. Love. Love like the
legendary knight loves that beautiful creature locked in a bronze
castle. You cannot love except by grace... All the bells of your
castle must ring out, as a sign that your soul has clung to the

immense and infinite abyss of souls.

Her soul clung to the same abyss, and the invisible cinema
opens up to the profane eater of roast chicken. Lucifer (and could
it not be Christ?) awaits you and can guide you; he knows and

does not fear. You are in the midst of pyromancy, or the magic of
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divine fire. Have you lost your balance? Are you staggering? Are
you trembling? Behold how I have pushed you toward infernal
magic; the divine fire loses its purity, and the fumes of the embers
and fish envelop you. Lucifer disappears, and the voice of the
ephebe begins to sing flattery. At this point, the pyromagic
interlude ends, preluding the greatest mystery of Venus since the

eonic initiation.

Read carefully, attentively, without becoming intoxicated with

vainglory, and you will understand the three secrets:
1. How to keep the sacred fire burning intensely;
2. How to keep it perpetual and with what coals to feed it;

3. How, with the seal of Solomon, to celebrate your wedding
with a fairy, if you are a man, with an ogre if you are a
woman, so that the iridescent fable that men do not yet
know and which they pretend not to want to believe may

be revived.
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Notes

1. According to the Kabbalists, the seventy-two gates of absolute truth
are hidden in the seventy-two divine names. The fool illuminates the arcana of
the tarot, pointing to the initiatory gates that correspond to the Kabbalistic
forms. Pyromancy, or the magic of fire, symbolized in the mysteries by flames

and pyres, is the passionate gate of love.

2. The profound knowledge of the ancient priestly orders about the
miseries of the human soul was a complete body of psychic sciences, because
the theocracies did not take into account the dominion of man through his
soul. Pauline Christianity arose and spread as a rebellion and a revenge; then
the church absorbed it, without the science of the human soul, the powers of
the ancient theocracies, and prevented the spiritual problem from being
discussed and investigated. This is why the great progress of the contemporary
world in all the arts and sciences of research is not matched by the progress of

psychic studies, which are still in their infancy.

3. The miraculous imitation of the Christ type found in the saint of
Assisi is a miracle of sublime faith. The influence of the saint and his example
was undoubtedly great in the new civilization, but how sweetly ignorant was
that faith in the destiny of human society!

4. 1If we could prove by some hidden record that we (the collective) are
always the same under different masks, we could agree to make life less harsh

for ourselves.

5. The sacrament of marriage led, as a reaction, to the obscene coven of
witches. We would need to investigate where that pernicious utopia of loving
humanity as an aspirant to the negation of society through the sole bond of

love came from in the West.

6. We have types of degenerates and abnormal people. We must have
the normal type. I imagine him as a perfect living automaton who fulfills no
animal function without rules. I am glad that no beast of this kind is among

my readers; otherwise I would cry out: poor prose of mine...

7. If any Catholic priest wants to earn himself a couple of

excommunications, he need only concern himself with the sacred rites in their
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original and magical meaning. The sacred hierarchy is a form of initiatory
society, in which the highest ranks should know everything. They say that
Mass is Christ's last supper, but I would like to know if the cup used at the
supper was shaped like a chalice. And, since this has been called into question,
which even Renan has not addressed, it should be investigated why the color of
the cups in playing cards, and why certain cups used by classical alchemists are
all shaped like chalices. And the paten used to cover the chalice, which is the
color of money in card games and tarot cards, is perhaps the plate from which

Judas Iscariot ate his bread.

8. DPaganism, in many myths, personified, or rather photographed, the
different forms of the human soul. Satyrs, nymphs, nereids, or naiads... They
are symbols or realities. Christianity has slandered paganism and sapiential

mythologies too much.

9. These discoverers, instead of writing prose poetry, fantasizing about
the challenges of Indian fantasy to see what did not exist, did better by sailing
without speaking and writing prose with the deceptions of subtle Western

reason.

10. What a punishment from God for the sailors and mothers of that
time! The magic of the blood of characters such as Bluebeard represented, a

couple of centuries later, the reaction of the Platonic form.

11. This low door, reconstructed in the gardens of Piazza Vittorio
Emanuele in Rome, bears the cabalistic signs of eonic magic necessary to open
the door closed to the uninitiated, and also bears inscriptions, which should
not be confused with the signs, because the former belong to eonic magic and

the latter to the great transmuting or alchemical magic.
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Chapter IV
Death

Quod fatui contumeliant, sapientes congremiant

Life, in the plain sense of the word, is an unbroken chain of
small and great sorrows; moral and spiritual life is in constant
struggle with the environment, a vice that presses against our
elemental freedoms. The physical, material, and ordinary life of
our body struggles constantly with unmet needs, against small
and great disasters, contagions, epidemics, or constitutional
diseases with all the varied scale of pains and impotences of our

skeleton.

Civilization, with its laws, regulations, customs, habits, and
transactions, seeks to repair the liberalizing needs of human
morality as best it can, by coercing, educating in hypocrisy,
varnishing to hide the unpleasant color of rebellious souls, and
perfuming to prevent the scent of the will to prevail over one's

equals from being discovered.

It is medical science that seeks to repair the human body, the
man who struggles against nature to break the secret of health
and invulnerability. Examining carefully the balance of pains and
pleasures, of hours of delight, of disgust, of peace, of terror, and

considering it with a little practical insight, even the most stupid
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of men would see clearly that it is not worth living and striving to

live.

Young people, struggling with needs, ambitions, desires for
enjoyment, with a body full of blood, muscles, sap, often
famished, eternally tense to cling to the luck of a quick exit,
calling imitation, out of hypocrisy, every ambush that leads us to
take away our neighbor's bread and fame in order to take his
place and crush him, gently, like a filthy insect. Old people, with
the means gathered in life, when many could enjoy experience,
temperance, wisdom, physical ailments, impotence, weakness,
and frailty reduce us to shadows or resignation, waiting for the

end. However, with such a picture, men would not want to die.

Death, considered in cold blood, without warlike zeal or
exasperation, frightens the whole human race. We embellish it
because we cannot avoid it. We claim it on a beautiful
philosophical epitaph to sweeten the pill that, whether we like it
or not, is swallowed with a grimace of anguish or a heroic mask.
Why? From the Egyptians, the Chaldeans, and the Assyrians to
the Christians, all religions have insisted on this fearful and
oppressive idea of the afterlife. The afterlife, dark, ignored, and
discussed with many and varied arguments, from those who
describe it as joyful, happy, and luminous, such as the spiritualists
in full swing; from those who want it to be purifying and
ascending towards the immense cosmic greatness that is identified
with Nothingness; from those who leave it to God's judgment, as
from ancient Egypt to Catholicism, this leap into the immense
darkness of the unknown is so universally feared that at certain
moments it takes on the most comical aspect; so much so that if
we were not civilly educated to respect death as a solemn moment

of sublime gravity, we would start laughing. Because, my friend,
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so many people die every minute of every hour, that when you
think about it, it shouldn't be something scary or hard to deal
with. The doctor Cirillo, mockingly, used to say that death must
be beautiful, because after its arrival, the sick never complain.
Our age, which is marvelous for science and doctrine, and which
possesses instruments, methods, and tons of experience that no
century seemed to have possessed—more than all the preceding
ones—would like to solve the problem of life, its prolongation to

infinity.

[ am not inclined to give an account of all the ideas developed
in the last fifty years, but they are all perceptible. Contrary to the
customs of statistical doubt, there are those who have maintained
that the average human life is 150 years—but to reach 200 would
be easy, and to reach 250 is not an extreme possibility (V. Smith,
FinotyMapp, quoted by Weber). Much was said about research
into a means of rejuvenating the body; Brown-Séquard, in 1889,
seemed to have discovered the true remedy, exciting his entire
generation, but ended up failing. Then came Ancol and Bonin,
who discovered the interstitial glands (1903), which stirred up
hope in Steinach in Germany and Woronoff in France. Others,
starting from a concrete and explicit result of biological
philosophy, argued that the prolongation of normal life is not
only absurd but also useless. Absurd, because human laws cannot
be violated, says one critic (Frusuman): “Nature generously
determines the limit of human life, because normal life should
exceed a century, with active and fruitful maturity beyond the age

of eighty.” (1)

In short, experimental expectations to date point to Woronoff
with the replacement of a living gland from an ape to a human

(and the glands of rams and goats are also being experimented
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with) — while Lespinasse, an American, limits himself to human
glands alone, and others question the results achieved, arguing
that the complexity of biological phenomena shows that it is not
a single gland that does good or evil, but the synergy of a complex
of glands which, taken individually, have no more value than a

separate and insufficient element.

Is this true? We are not out of step with the times, nor outside
the relativity of the present moment, superstitious about the
legend of the apocalyptic millennium; but we feel far removed
from the religious conception of immortality, both in the most
distant and the most recent times. Modern science—which is
concerned with deciphering the ancient dreams of believers—
allows its followers to hope for, or at least glimpse, a cellular,
organic, and unprecedented immortality that has nothing to do
with that of the mystics, much less that of the initiates. Lancelin
asserts that occultism is a persevering effort toward science, and
he ruins the hypothesis of the true path that universities have
traced to solve the enigma of Antaeus: to fight the divine hero
with the force of earthly chemistry, mother of those wonderful

discoveries that, in the last war, have amused the human race.

Ramén Llul, the Rosicrucians, the Templars, the followers of
Flamel, Rupescissa, Trevisano, or the Illuminati, Saint Germain,
Cagliostro, the Orphics, the Egyptian mysteries, and the books of
the first Greek alchemists. Religious legends seem buried forever.
The majesty of materialism, which was considered dead with the
rebirth of post-war mystical spiritualism, seems to be rising again
from the graves of failed fables. Not even brats believe in fables
anymore. But this materialism, without virtue of temperament,
remains decrepit a few meters from a swamp, vast you might say,

before the passage of a man, who today understands few human
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and living intelligences, and who tomorrow will be transformed

into the sea.

Neither Sed, nor the builders of new and small temples, nor
the Sanhedrin, nor the Holy Office will demolish them without
shouting or cursing; nor have a hundred years of continuous
deceit prolonged them; nor have the ancient universities of ten or
twelve centuries, perpetual and inexhaustible, conservators of
methods and judgments that have no end and leave no room,
outside of tradition, any room for radical innovation and
multiple dimensions. And a counter-altar will be erected before
this scientific university, with its exclusive science, and people will
speak in a more comprehensive and humane way. For this
materialism is neither dead nor dying; it is proliferating in
injustice; it has poured into the contemporary mentality the
impure conception of a life aspiring to unlimited physical
enjoyment, irrational and desiring to prolong it, for the
capricious pleasure of the multitude. This multitude, in the speed
of disturbing visions supplied by the maximum suppression of
time and space, does not find it necessary to deify the mechanical
philosophy of control, with a religion of the most solemn senses,
direct and indoctrinated by an intelligence that denies itself a life
of the spirit, of the soul, and that does not recognize any power in

human thought itself, apart from adaptation to the materiality of

life.

A serpent and a forked tongue. The newest school will give
character to the Pythagorean and Italian interpretation of magic,
and beyond, above magic, overcoming the particularities of
rituals, it will affirm the luminous immortality of the intelligent
spirit of matter, passing from the symbolic conception of the

human or humanized sphinx to the attainment of the divinity of
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an atom, matter, and thought. Is this a desecration of integral
alchemy? Is it an irreverent seizure of the accumulated words of
alchemists who disappeared over the centuries, thrown into the
pigsty? But let's not exaggerate! It is absolutely useless to erect an
Eiffel Tower as the basis of Italian common sense, the common
sense of clear practical philosophy. Magna Graecia, married to
that hidden judgment of inflexible temperament that was that of

Etruria and Rome.

I believe in the resurrection of the potentiality of Pythagorean
thought—the Pythia, the Python, the helical thread that has its
birth in the astral of ancient Italy and elevates it to the empire of
universal consciousness—and I believe that this Pythagorean and
[talian mission, as the sign of a philosophical, scientific, and
artistic renaissance, is impossible in the hands that still clench the
scholastic rod of the Middle Ages. Is it a suspicion or a messianic
desire? Who can say? We are close to the year 2000. Will the
catastrophic fears of the millennium be repeated? I do not yet
hear the echoes of the apocalypse of terror; the end of a world is
not always the fracture of the small planet we inhabit, and much
less can it be limited to a flood that raises the waves to the height
of Monte Rosa and the twenty-eight volcanoes mentioned earlier
by the American geologist, which set Europe ablaze and reduced
it to ashes and charcoal. The end of the world may be the death
of all stale senility, subjected to a rejuvenation of light and
thinkers who, emerging from their fateful graves, resume their
long-awaited mission and renew and regenerate ideas and visions

in the outside world.

And for our own conversion and rejuvenation? Death!
Terrible, frightening, skeletal, image of the thirteenth tarot card,

you bring on the cold. Twenty Christian centuries, in the vision
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of your calcified bones, stir within us. They communicate to us
the joyful thoughts of the ancient incisions and engravings on the
walls where our beds were placed, in archaic rooms filled with
cones, parades of festivals, illuminated by lamps with the smell of
frying, with a devil laughing because we cannot cling to an angel

armed with a Turkish scimitar with which he defends us.

We are awakened by the love that good Dominican
theologians have had for us, to purify us from heresy, from
accusations and suspicions of diabolical magic, and we revoke
those sympathetic strings that emboldened us with joyful shakes,
to confess our covens and the orgies of the walnut tree of
Benevento, or the roasted humans of Fray Giordano or the prior
of the Templars—or the penitential processions and the joyful

carnivals of renunciations and public confessions.

Are you Shiva? Are you the temple of the crows that eat the
corpses on the towers of the Parsis? Are you the bell tower of the
viaticum? Are you the fierce dismemberer of Osiris? Are you the
toothed mouth of the Chaldean monsters? Are you the ashes in a
useless amphora that your grandchildren no longer thought
about? You, oh miraculous, thrice holy skeleton, who foreshadows
a feared end, you have a smiling gaze; you are the symbol of
youth. You, in the three worlds of spirit, matter, and action, are
renewal. Death, let me look you in the face; your bones are pure
as the teeth of a sacred elephant, a white shroud, you are like the
most beautiful and exuberant smiling maiden, enjoying her
adolescent flesh; if I had eyes as penetrating as X-rays, I would see
skeletons like yours and feel the breath of perfumed youth; if I
think of you, I notice the same fragrance in your breath. Do not
cover yourself with damp earth, moss, fungi, cryptograms, or

mold, because you, to the spirit, are nothing more than the error
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of pride, slavery, and obsession. If the skeleton is still strong, if
the flesh is still flourishing, the cells alive and the tissue of the
veins elastic, what need is there to pass through the grave and be
remade? You, O Death, are the solution to the spiritual enigma in
living man and the deep guardian of his ancient, ignored soul.
You are the symbol of the great alchemy, you are the triple
Mercury and the Mercury of death, you are Azoth,

LIFELESS, you are the deeply dark wing of the raven, you are
the preparatory dream before awakening, the tremendous pain
that prepares the most luminous birth of the child, then the
avatar, the metempsychosis of the ancient and dirty soul into
NEW LIFE.

Thus Dante began the journey to raise Beatrice to the light in
action, in the most exalted heights that are Love and Light.
PHARMACUM CATHOLICUM OR ELIXIR OF LONG
LIFE. Divine secret of the alchemists, you are eternal youth,
radiant spirit on the black background of the mystery of the
astral; man walks like the fool of the tarot: a dog, necessity, bites
the calves of his sturdy legs: always forward, further forward; far,
farther. The Pope, the High Priestess, the Emperor, the Empress,
the four kings, the knights, the ladies, the stars, the lovers, and
those™ pass by, return; they circle around, melt away, fight until
the dice player, driven by the mocking Devil, decides to drink
from the cup of Love, which is Death, and is transformed into
the young Faust, dazzling, charming, and indifferent, who, in
order not to keep the pact (fear), falls into the music of the vulgar
angels, the heaven of the vulgar... and is saved by mysticism. And
now we return to the interstitial glands... do you understand? You

must have been a terrible disappointment to Orpheus when,
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turning back, he no longer saw his Eurydice: she had escaped

with a guardian of the knights of Florence.

One afternoon, he is traveling on the Paris-Marseille express
with the astronomer Camille Flammarion, a handsome old man
with excellent eyesight and good spirits: above all, he is a famous
author of spiritualism, a believer in the afterlife, in the other
world, in the hereafter.. In his prose, many generations
throughout the West have drunk the cup of the greatest poetry of
the interplanetary spaces of fantasy. His volumes on Death, with
the greatest veneration for the illustrious and beloved author, read
and reread with fascination for the subject matter and the writer,
do not give credence to what awaits us after the coffin is lowered
into the grave. Such poetry is nothing more than empty hope of
finding the means, in this evil three-dimensional world, where
human life is reduced to a series of tragicomic scenes that end in
liberation from earthly chains and a passage to the realm of the
happy. Blessed are those men who have the mission of
enchantment and the certainty of writing in prose the highest
poem of faith: the existence of the end of bodily slavery and the
conquest of all that we lack here below: peace, the light of the
mind, the cessation of pain and of the need that compels and

instigates us to a struggle of passions and hope.

I don't know why, but all night long, sleeping on the train,
the presence of the great writer brought to mind the memory of
Mardrus. At first he was in Lord Carnavon's illness, sponsoring
the excavations in the pharaonic tombs of the Valley of the Kings;
London and Paris were passionate about the fate of the corpse
violators, and Orientalists and professors of the occult sciences
were interviewed to find out if the insect that had bitten the

Englishman could have been armed with a poison from the days
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of the priesthood of magic. The echo of this dramatic moment of
collective superstition reached Italy, but not the feverish curiosity
of London and Paris. In Italy, people are not prone to such
commotions. Shortly before, Le Matin had called on Mardrus,
the eminent Orientalist, to explain the gentle repose of the
Mummy in the magical and perpetual vision of a life not beyond

the grave, but in the grave.

Mardrus has been the most artistic and original translator of
the “Thousand and One Nights”; an effective writer, who has
given all the color and harmony of their origins to these magical
novels; and reading his explanations in the newspaper about the
paradise of the Royal mummies, full of sober observations, I
thought that unless the conception of death is very different after
almost five thousand years, in two distant eras between which
neither the certainty of faith nor scientific demonstration has

been able to determine a precise idea of the “afterlife.”

Imagination and reasoning have their center in science. The
author of “Lumen,” a convinced spiritualist, poet of undefined
spaces, the kind and white Flammarion, with his writings on
Death, neither proves, nor demonstrates, nor convinces.
Orientalism, bringing to light in our century the magical
procedures of all religions ignored for millennia, translates and
interprets a different but no less grandiose poetry of impressive
relevance, which seduces adults, like children, with a collection of
fables about spirits and ogres. But even with this second poetry,
we are not prepared to determine within ourselves the precise
consciousness of what we will become. Mardrus has an Eastern
vision of priestly magic, just as he had a keen insight into the

hidden and strange nature of Arabic novels.
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This Pharaoh, Tutankhamun, three thousand years old or
more, lay in his small, regal tomb, surrounded by his precious
chests, statuettes, and paintings of his past life. A caravan of
merchants arrives from the north, driven by the idea of violating
the luxuriously funereal home of the ancient monarch, seizing his
corpse and separating it from his double, the Ka, which had

secretly served him since ancient times. Of the three souls, the

Ka, the most faithful of all, had remained at his side; the bird
of intelligence and the bird of light, the other two, had flown to the
sun, returning to the womb, universal intelligence. The conscious
shadow of the buried man, Ka, was as sorrowful as his offended

King.

Mardrus evokes the origin, the hour of the passing, the
blessed day of the funeral, after the precise moment when the
ritual pontiff with pure hands pronounced the magic words to
open the mouth of the Mummy. From the moment these words
of the High Priest were spoken in the right voice and with the
right intonation to reach the unintelligent and sleepy Mummy, its
condition was abruptly transformed. Death in Egypt is a
transformation of state; one dies as one goes to a wedding, all that
is needed is a good officiating priest, a magician with enchanting

powers.

Enclosed in its hypogeum, where all those gathered there have
life, the mummy begins, revived, to live in all truth, served by its
double, who dwells in the enchanted statuettes. And so it
imagines words, hieroglyphs, and statues that fulfill their duty.
Thus, says the Orientalist, the word “light” becomes the sun or
an illuminating flame; the word “loaf” becomes a fragrant cake,
and at a gesture of the mummy's will, every human figure comes

to life: the dancer dances and the musicians sing, the perfume

73



offers its essences to the adored Pharaoh, the steward brings him
his stuffed geese, the favorite acrobat begins his seductive
movements... and it is perpetual happiness, “delicious as the scent

of lotus, like rest on the banks of a country of drunkards.”

I thought about this enchanting magic of the ancient tombs, I
thought about what the mystics of the spirit wrote after twenty
Christian centuries! We have not progressed even a tenth of a
millionth of a millimeter in the science of the powers of the soul.
We are on the edge of a muddy swamp called “vulgarization,” and
in this puddle sinks the foot of the bold man who goes ahead,
talking, arguing, and publishing that the methods for
investigating the science of souls must not be identical to the
ordinary ones adopted for a secret of metallurgy. Otherwise, the
process of death will remain a great impenetrable mystery. The
crowd, the scientific rabble, says, with industrial reunions and
discoveries patented: “If you know and can prove it, come, I will
place a laurel wreath on your head.” I fear that this most noble
laurel tree has not yet been cultivated, and that its foliage has not
yet sprouted to make a crown for the discoverer of any truth
excluded from the masses. Irenacus Philatelus, in one of his
curious writings, teaches us “not to sell the gold you make.” Who
can know what need they have for a blessing and a patent? What

if the masses were to ignore certain truths?

II

If Trimalchio offered his guests a silver skeleton before meals
to encourage them to enjoy life, it must be understood that the

Romans of his time were not afraid of death. Our sublime fathers,
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you were not attacked by the neo-Hebraic mold for twenty
centuries, considering life as an expiation. Of what? Of what
guilt? You, heroic, balanced, and just admirers of every religious
mass, assigned Death a place as a boring and necessary person,
like the one who governs the greasy pots in the kitchen. No
trembling and no tenderness; neither the image of Charon nor
the judgment of Minos concerned you; your friend Mercury was
enough to accompany your immortal personality on the road to
Elysium. And when the symposium, amid amphorae of wine and
women smelling of roses, continued beyond sunset. The slaves,
torchbearers, pronounced the “vivamus, pereundum est”: let us

enjoy life, for we shall cease to live.

The night, divine blackness, representation of cosmic
darkness, from which the creation of forms proceeds, was for the
Greeks and Latins the mother of Sleep and Death. Sleeping and
dying, children of the same goddess to whom the rooster was
sacrificed, the herald of light*3, which was the symbol of
Asclepius, who carried it on his fist. So sleeping is dying, death is
like sleep. Through Hellenism, every form of exaggerated and
complex Eastern symbolism became artistic; the dark Night in
poetic mythologies was here and there the mother of the theory
of the darkest divinities and Destiny—but Sleep and Death

remain fixed in Latin as brothers, ignored, gloomy, and similar.

To die and to sleep. I WAS, I AM, I WILL BE. If, clinging to
the deep abyss of the astral, you ask who your God is, the Voice
answers you: ‘I AM HE WHO WAS, WHO IS, WHO WILL
BE ETERNALLY, NEITHER DEATH HAS CHANGED ME,
NOR HAVE THE SCATTERED ASHES OF MY
YESTERDAY'S CORPSE DIMINISHED THE POWER OF
BEING.” The myth of Orpheus, who looks back at his wife,
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knowing that he has lost her, Hellenizes the Egyptian Osirian
enigma: the mystery of the tragic death among the bacchantes in
love, who tear the body to pieces; and his severed head, carried by
the waves of the Aegean, mysteriously laments at the foot of the
rocks of Lesbos. Osiris and Orpheus, initiators of civilization.
Sacred cycles personified; sacred because they reveal to the savage
commoners that, beyond death, a part of us is transformed and
lives a different life to perpetuate itself. The snake, which sheds its
skin in hibernation. Is hibernation not, perhaps, anything more
than sleep, and little less than death? The legends of cults, the
passion of Marduk, the passion of Osiris, and the passion of
Christ are tears and martyrdom, death and resurrection. Oisiris,
defeated by Set, is murdered, his body divided into fourteen
parts, scattered mercilessly across the land of Egypt. Isis searches
for him with love, and in each place where a scattered part is
found, an Osirian temple is built. Osiris is reborn in plant and
animal life, and Isis, in the pain of her holy quest, gives men the

rites of immortality.

III

After many centuries of forgotten history, we offer, as the
Chaldeans and Egyptians did six thousand years ago, the solution
to the enigma of death; and we reflect it among the dead, among
thousands of missing human bodies, the crust of our small planet
pasted over with the material remains of our predecessors born
before us or our parents. If the brother who yesterday still
thought and spoke dies while still full of life, we ask ourselves

before his corpse whether he is destroyed and has flown away like
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a butterfly in peace and freedom, with a more ideal aura, to
regions never dreamed of, in a new life, never revealed to men.
Are only the ashes of his body left, which dissolve into the earthly
elements, or does the faintest essence of his suffering in life see,
enjoy, and suffer as before? If we speak to him, does he hear us? If
we think of him, does his thought understand us? If, in the pain
of our affection, we seek the beloved forms in which he loved us,
can he, moved by the same love, gather the scattered atoms of his
vanished body, appear before us, and speak to us? And when,
necromancer or unconscious, in my hallucinatory pain, I believe
it, I hear it, I recognize the accent and remember the thought, am
I on the verge of madness or in the presence of an intervention
from beyond the grave? And if he flies or has flown free,
intelligent and happy, in a different form, what space has
welcomed him? What is our conception of a dimension outside

the notes of vulgar Euclidean geometry?

A%

Oh philosophers, oh believers, oh religious of practical
Franciscanism! Do not be distressed by your reasoning and your
faith. If y