The Secret Form (Generation & Doxology)

By Gavin Semple

Before me, in the Hidden Place

Between three Worlds and three Times,

In the shadow of the Dragon’s Vessel

Stands our Master Qayin:

Evoi! Azha-Qayin – I bless Thee and hail Thee! –

Thou four-handed Lord of the Grave Mound and Forge!

Old One – the upright Stone of blackest gold Thou art – 

Still axis of the ever-turning Wheel of Fate and Season – 

One half beneath and one half above

The red-stained earth of Albion’s land;

The Great Nail thrown down from heaven’s height

To transfix the Hearth of every Circle

And mark with Crooked Cross the convergence of ev’ry shadowed Way.

Azha Qayin! – bloodied Bone-Tree of Death Thou art – 

Draped with flayed skins of mortal kind and their meagre gods,

With the beauteous pelts of every bird and beast that lives,

Thy branches full-laden with noble fruits – the skulls of sorcerers past;

Thy roots scourging the cavern-tombs of sorcerers yet unmade –

Where the corpse-child’s echoing laughter betides the moment of its waking.

Thy face it is the fire-blacked Skull,

Dark mirror of the Midnight Sun

Whose eyeless gaze none may endure –

Enhaloed by the emerald lustre of the Peacock’s Eye,

Lambent shadow of the Flame that it thine eternal Nature.

From Thine Heart pour down four rivers of Blood

To encircle the Earth, and inundate the Hill of the Dead

Where stands the Serpent Cross – eleven Knives, Eleven Stars;

Above the horizon Thy left hand tolls the Passing Bell,

As Thy right hand wields the Fiery Sword;

Below, Thy left hand grips the trident Stang,

While Thy right sounds the Death-watch Drum.

Hail to Thee, our Master Qayin – this place be hallowed in Thy Name;

Before Thee I bow ‘pon the good earth that made me –

I adore Thee, who art the pure Flame that has raised me!
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