To Live is to Die, to Die is to be
Reborn.
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“A Love Letter to Divinity.
An Alchemical Transformation.”

Death, though dreaded by many, is the simple event of Unity through the
agency of Love. The harmony, the violin, the cello, the suspense and drama
of the orchestra — the Divine reborn in me.

The thing that brings death yet is the only life force known to us. The only
agency through which the Philosopher's Stone is fully prepared. It is always
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near. It is the subtle Serpent of Temptation that always tests me. Oh, it is so
sweet a scent, so pleasurable a feeling. Untrained men are not able to contain
it. The rich despise and reject it. The poor and the meek cherish it. Children
see the world only through it with their glittering eyes. The young man and
woman venture to discover it. The Masons lost it, the Rosicrucian forgot it,
yet it is plainly hidden in their symbols. How ironic. It is the 'cornerstone
that the builders rejected' yet, it is the Chief Cornerstone.

It is the agency through which Consciousness is made whole on Earth. It is
the agency that brings us back to our glorious state. It reminds us who we
were before the Fall and through burning desire, restores us. Oh Son of the
dust, can thou Re-Member?

My beloved. Be Reborn in me. Give me Grace and Judgment, the tools used
for true Justice. There exists no other than your Will in Heaven and on Earth.
Who can tell the difference?

Mother, in your womb, the Egg of Eternity, feed and cherish your beloved.
Create the Desire of Ages, in me — that Energy. How long, oh Lord, will you
restrain The Treasure of Men from me? My Inheritance.

Have I not my son Salomoh which is Wisdom?
Have I not my son David which is Care?

Let the Splendor of your Light Transform me inside out, echoing your
Word in every cell of my Being. Then I may be made worthy and regain my
spot again as a Quintessence of your work.

My mind, your Mind.
My heart, your Heart.
My actions, your Actions.
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