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Invocation to Swarna Akashana Bhairava
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Sanskrit 

ॐ रक्ष रक्ष भूपतये, स्वर्णाकर्षण भैरवाय, स्थिर लक्ष्मी प्रदायक, मम गृहे (वा व्यापारे) वासं कुरु कुरु स्वाहा ॥

Transliteration

Om Raksha Raksha Bhoopataye, Swarnakarshana Bhairavaya, Sthira Lakshmi Pradayaka, Mama Grihe va Vyapare Vasam Kuru Kuru Swaha.

Translation

Om, protect and guard the master of this land, O Bhairava who attracts gold. O Giver of Stable Wealth, please reside and stay within my home and business forever.
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Part 1


The Dove
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1 Adorations to the Auspicious Mother Who Controls Time

Oṃ Bhadrakālyai Namaḥ
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The soul begins

its journey

in the dust of the earth

clad in skeleton-skin

for he is a creature

of the mud.

♦
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In the beginning,

there is only

the heat of the sand,

the weight of carrying

one’s own armour,

for one is naught

but a crawler

in the realm of shadows.

♦
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He believes himself 

to be naught other than

the bare bones

he leaves behind

in the wake of his life. 

∞

In the beginning,

the world is a theatre of threats

where every shadow is an enemy,

every touch is a transgression.

♦
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The Scorpion Self

lives by a singular

solitary

lonely law.

♦
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If I am hurt, I shall sting. 

If I am small, I shall be sharp.

∞

In this stage of the evolution of the soul’s consciousness, man is but a scorpion. 

He carries the power to inflict pain and suffering in his tail, for his existence is naught but a curved needle meant to wound others, propelled by the bitters of his own resentment and the salts of self-preservation.

The scorpion presses upon another’s wounds deliberately, driven by a delight in mastery. Striking out at another establishes its dominance, momentarily easing the throb of its solitude by inflicting a shared story of trauma. 

In the scorpion stage, the soul’s venomous instincts sharpen its perception and grant it the power to wound others where it hurts most. 

It senses another's woundedness as a predator senses blood in the dark, for its own scars whisper the way to destroy another through their deepest vulnerabilities.

In striking, it dreams and delights in its mastery over another, yet on this fallen path, the scorpion only deepens its own wound. 

This is all corruption. The act only coils its own venom deeper, mistaking control over another’s pain for power, while entombing itself in seclusion.

The venom within surges through slow deterioration, deepening its cycle of isolation and solitude.

In the darkness of its solitude, the soul must learn to realise that the walls of its armour are not protecting it from the world, but entombing it within its own terror. 

The air grows heavy there, thick with the scent of its own fear for every movement scrapes against the coffin of its own making.

Then, one night beneath the cold desert moon, the scorpion grows so heavy with the potency of its own venom that it can no longer move. 

The truth is: no hand had ever dared to strike it for all the other creatures feared it. 

The scorpion had only ever wounded itself and those who drew too near, for it was born with a poison it had never learned to transmute into nectar. 

Instead of walking the path of Chiron, the wounded healer, the scorpion turned its gift of power toward hurt, finding mastery only in the infliction of pain, suffering and strife. 

Yet, the true tragedy of the scorpion lies when it stings itself with its own venom. 

Laden with its own poison, the scorpion yielded to stillness. 

It lay there until the bare bones of its armour began to crack.
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2 To the Great Power of Time

Oṃ Mahākālyai Namaḥ
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When all the venom had drained away, when there was nothing left to wound or defend, the tomb itself became a womb. 

♦
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From that utter exhaustion,

where the will to suffer

was finally spent,

something softer 

began to stir,

shaped not solely 

by animosity and jealousy,

but by the unrealised dream

of the vast skies

it had long forgotten and forsaken.

♦
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Birthed from 

the wreckage and carnage 

of its former self,

a new being

lean, fierce, and feathered

emerged before the scorpion.

♦
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THE SOUL LIFTED ITS gaze and found the golden eyes of the eagle staring into a corpse which no longer belonged to it. 

From the heights of the Sky Father, the desert that once loomed as a labyrinth of dread unfolded into a vast map of cause and effect. 

The eagle did not crawl. It ascended. 

No longer enslaved by venom or instinct, the soul became a master of strategy and intellect; cool, detached, and formidable. 

The eagle beheld all with the gift of sight and the cool clarity of perception.

From its perch above the desert's hidden currents, the Father Eagle dissected motives with surgical precision, foreseeing the downfall of others while guarding its own unseen wounds.

Yes, even this ascent carried the shadow of the sun. The eagle’s sight, though vast, beheld a world still bound by the chains of consequence. 

While no longer bound by the viciousness of its venom or the slow crawl of instinct, the soul now wielded its intellect as sharply as a sword—dissecting motives, foreseeing falls, and striking only when hidden currents demand it.

The Father Eagle saw the patterns of the wind, the movements of the prey and the recklessness of the scorpion below, a lower being whom he once used to be. 

Cool and unyielding, it perched its True Self above the fray, formidable in detachment, where cruel strategy became the truest power. 

Yet, even the Eagle felt the chill of the Sky Father. It had escaped the toil and trouble of the earth, but it was still a predator. It lived to hunt, to judge, and to dominate the sky. 

While it could see everything, it felt nothing. 

To truly know the world, it had to do more than observe it from a distance. It had to become the world.
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3 To the Mistress of Change and Transformation

Oṃ Kālyai Namaḥ
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The eagle soared higher than any bird had ever dared, piercing the veil of sky into the heart of the sun itself. 

There, where lesser wings would falter, the feathers of the Father Eagle caught the first merciless blaze, igniting itself as the fierce purification of its pride turned to ash. What had risen as intellect and dominion now fed the greater fire, stripping the soul bare until only embers whispered of surrender. 

In that majestic union with the sun’s unyielding fire, the golden eagle, the king of the skies, found its pinnacle and its end. Self-cremated upon its own funeral pyre, the Father Eagle dissolved into ash, finally shedding its dominion over others.

From those embers stirred the phoenix, reborn not to rule over others, but to dissolve all veils between the soul and the sky. 

Its new wings, now woven of flame and surrender, bore only the radiant pulse of regeneration. The phoenix is the soul that has ceased to fear death because it has made death its constant companion. 

It no longer stings to protect itself, nor does it judge from the heights to distance itself. 

As the phoenix burns, it takes the traumas, the losses, and the agonies of existence and feeds them into its own internal flame, converting them into the living flame of truth.

The phoenix is the Master. It knows that every ending is a doorway to another realm and another state of existence. 

Yet even the phoenix remains a creature of intensity; its existence an eternal cycle of burning and rising, a relentless revolution that consumes and renews without end. 

For all its radiant transcendence, this fire still binds the soul to the drama of becoming. 

Alas! One final threshold remains: the passage from the ceaseless flame of the funeral pyre to the radiant stillness of pure being, where even the urge to rise and ascend dissolves into luminous repose.  
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4 To Her Who Holds the Skull-Bowl of Time and Wisdom

Oṃ Kapālinyai Namaḥ

[image: ]


Reborn from the scorpion's ancient wound of separation, the soul had mistaken domination for survival through every stage, stinging to defend, soaring to control, and burning to prove its light.

Every form had sought dominion as a balm to soothe its wounds. 

♦
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Stinging to ward off engulfment,

Soaring to master the unseen,

Burning brightly to etch its light

upon the vast void.

♦
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YET WHEN RESURRECTION itself turned hollow, when the phoenix felt its flames lap endlessly at an unfillable ache, the impulse to diminish and dominate others simply burned through.

♦
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Authority over others

proved no cure

for that ancient wound

for its true purpose

was only to mirror

the pain it inflicted

upon others.

♦
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IN THE BONE-DEEP WEARINESS of its memories, the soul surrendered its final grasp, no longer through conquest, but through the revealed recognition of its futility.

For the day came when even resurrection grew wearisome, and the phoenix saw that the funeral pyre could neither heal that primal separation nor silence its suffering.

The need to diminish and dominate others crumbled under the weight of its own futility. 

In that exhausted clarity, when the phoenix finally tired of its own drama, when it realised it no longer needed to burn to be holy, it dissolved into a mist of silver moonlight, permitting its false need for reinvention to fall away.

♦
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From that luminous surrender

emerged the Dove bearing 

the Scorpion’s fathomless depth,

the Eagle’s piercing vision

the Phoenix’s resilient fire,

yet having yielded them all

to the sovereign power of peace.

♦
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WHERE THE SCORPION brought pain and the Phoenix brought change, the Dove brings Grace. 

It is the soul that has nothing left to prove and everything left to give. It is the deep water that has finally found the shore. 

♦
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The journey is

not a straight line,

but a spiral.

♦
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We crawl in the morning,

fly at noon,

burn at dusk.

♦
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We finally find our peace

beneath the stars.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 2


The Hunter
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5 To Her Whose Form Embodies Perfect Auspiciousness

Oṃ Bhadrarūpāyai Namaḥ
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There was a time, in an age before human memory, when the steppes and the desert stretched unbroken beneath the glory of the endless sky. 

In the untamed wilderness, the Eurasian steppe horse and the wild Bactrian camel roamed freely. 

♦
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These humble creatures,

blessed with speed and endurance,

would forever alter the shape

of the earth's destiny.

♦
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THE HORSE WOULD GIFT humanity its speed and the camel would gift humanity its endurance.

♦
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Their futures,

their prewritten histories

their preordained journeys...

♦
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Their paths decreed 

before the dawn of humankind,

their stories sealed and stored

in the memory of the tribe.

♦
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It all awaited, 

but a stone’s throw away

in human time.

♦
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FROM THE VERY FIRST meeting and exchange, neither would remain unchanged. 

♦
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The steppe horse's 

wild freedom would blemish

the human heart with longing.

♦
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The Bactrian camel's 

uncompromising endurance

would bind the merchant

to the earth's most forlorn rhythms.

♦
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THE LAND GAVE FORTH grass for the horse's gallop and thorns for the camel's hide, then yielded both to human desire, binding all three in a cycle where no one ruled, only borrowed breath from one another.

The steppe horse's thunder would echo in his tribe's feet; the Bactrian camel's endurance, in their bones.

A triadic bond took root between land, beast, and man: steppe and desert cradling hunter and hunted in their shared pulse. This bond would forever mark humanity's hand and the Lady of the Land with a trail of taking, and the animals with dependence's debt.

♦
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As the wild spirit of 

the horse and the camel

yielded to the human hand,

they imprinted their untamed fire

upon the hunter's soul

for all generations.

♦
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This destined encounter

would eternally entwine

their fates.

♦
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IT HAD TO BE SO, FOR the world is not stasis, but motion. 

♦
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The Lady of the Land 

demands movement 

through flesh and blood.

♦
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The bondage of beasts

strives to seek

its meaning through struggle;

human consciousness evolves

through the sin of taking

without permission.

♦
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WITHOUT THIS NECESSARY wounding, no evolution stirs and the cycle remains asleep.

♦
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Thus began 

retributory retaliation,

the story that remembers,

the strength that survives,

the mustard seed

that returns and resurrects

the dead to life.
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6 To the Embodiment of Auspiciousness

Oṃ Śivāyai Namaḥ
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It was in this age,

in an age before human memory,

that humanity’s first hunter was born.

♦
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Ask the beasts, and they will speak of him, for every prey still remembers the hand ordained to pursue it.  

♦
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Practise, patience...

Practise, patience...

Persistence in seeking one’s prey.

♦
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In that breath,

hunter and hunted

became eternal partners

in the land's unwritten song,

for only through this dance

could predator and prey

sustain the land's vitality,

flowing unbroken 

from soil to story.

♦
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THE HUNTER WAS THE first inventor of the bow and arrow. His skill was renowned, for every single one of his arrows found its target with uncanny precision, a feat that inspired envy amongst many of his tribesmen.

He brought down game in abundance, his capacity to kill with great precision a testament to his mastery as a huntsman. Unparalleled in archery, his craft became the subject of widespread acclaim and admiration. Everyone who came into contact with him longed to uncover the secret behind his remarkable success.  

Yet, unlike most of the others who were forecasted to go on and inherit his position, the hunter knew of the delicate balance which existed between Nature and humanity. It was a balance which had to be respected, honoured and, in some cases, even venerated. 

The law was simple. Do not take more from Nature than what you need and do not ever permit yourself to succumb to greed. 

When the hunter did kill, he did not hoard his bounty. He gave generously of this game to others, even those who came from other tribes. He somehow intuitively understood that the true measure of a man lies not solely in his aptitude, but in his generosity towards others who may not have the skills and the means to hunt. 

He shared his bounty freely with the tribe, recognising that the strength of the community depended upon on the well-being of each individual that was a part of it. With time, the hunter garnered tremendous respect, a recognition that even in the grip of the harsh wilderness, it was possible for compassion to flourish. 

Every time an arrow struck a living being, the hunter would get down on his knees, lay his hands over the animal and say a prayer for the soul that had departed from the body and returned to the Maker. 

The hunter and the hunted were one. 
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7 To the Giver of Peace 
Oṃ Śāntyai Namaḥ
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One morning, while tracking a deer across the steppes, the hunter came upon a striking sight. 

♦
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A magnificent, majestic

Father Eagle,

its feathers

the colour of burnt amber,

a serpentine creature

within its talons.

♦
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RAINBOW OBSIDIAN SCALES caught the light in unnatural shimmers, marking it otherworldly. The snake’s gaze held an unnerving patience, a quiet study of the world, as though it alone scripted the story unfolding. The serpent moved with quiet purpose, its eyes gleaming: for they remembered mankind's first dawn.

As the hunter watched the serpent struggle for its freedom, a surge of instinct, a primal urge to intervene, compelled the hunter to act. He nocked an arrow, his hand steady despite the tremor of adrenaline coursing through him. 

The hunter knew the serpent's survival would mark him as chosen, its gaze promising secrets of how to hurt, harm, and heal, but only if he proved himself worthy of the ageless choice between ascension and descension.

To permit the Father Eagle to triumph over his foretold destiny—to become the greatest hunter ever known to humankind—felt like cheating fate itself. It would have turned a living omen of the future into carrion, constricting destiny before it had reached its full fruition.

​The Father Eagle, gifted with foresight that exposed the hunter's true intentions, perceived his own impending demise unless the serpent slipped free. His talons unclenched in haste as the serpent descended earthward.

As the serpent fell swiftly to the ground, it coiled and hissed, its eyes burning with fierce intelligence. The dust received it as sovereign soil, for its scales bore the first glyph of the hunter's becoming. 

The Father Eagle vaulted into the morning sky's embrace, beyond the hunter's arrow. 

∞

“You have saved my life,” the serpent said to hunter, its voice a low, sibilant whisper. “I am indebted to you.”

“There is no debt between us,” the hunter answered. “Go in peace.”

“I am of the Naga Race,” the serpent continued. “I am the daughter of the Naga Queen who is the guardian of the subterranean depths. As a token of my gratitude, I would like to offer you a gift.”

As the hunter's instincts quietened, his intellect took over. He should have known better. The serpent princess’ struggle had blinded him to the Sky Father’s ancient and eternal claim over the Naga Race.

The Hunter had been suckled on cradle-songs of Father Eagle's eyes that pierced fate's weave, foretelling doom to any who dared to loosen an arrow at the Sky Father’s Guardian. Yet, in the heat of the moment, he had not heeded his elders' counsel. The youth's rash fire had burned hotter than the ancestors' wisdom. 

In his misjudgement lay the deeper trespass. He had spared the venomous serpent, and thereby harboured the born killer of kin, allowing its venom to claim dominion over the hand that fed the tribe.
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The princess, her scales shimmering with an iridescent sheen, led the hunter through a labyrinth of subterranean caverns, each of which was bathed in an otherworldly luminescence. After a long journey, they reached the heart of the underworld, a vast grotto adorned with shimmering crystals and pulsating with an unseen energy. 

There, upon a throne of obsidian, sat the Naga Queen, her eyes gleaming like molten gold. She surveyed the hunter with a gaze that seemed to penetrate to the very core of his being. The hunter found himself overwhelmed by the grandeur of the magical place in which he found himself. He had not expected to be offered riches beyond his imagination: mountains of gold, jewels that outshone the stars and treasures beyond ordinary human perception.

"You have saved my daughter's life," Naga Queen intoned, her voice a deep rumble. "There is a debt of gratitude between us which must be repaid."

“There is no debt between us,” the hunter repeated. 

The hunter, who had never coveted or desired vast wealth, was surprised by his own reluctance to repeatedly decline the Naga Queen's lavish offers. The Naga Queen's opulent gifts, forged in subterranean fires and pulsing with veins of forgotten potency, stirred within him the shadow of possessiveness he thought he had severed.  

"Your Majesty," the hunter declared, the resolve in his voice beginning to waver. "I desire no material wealth. I seek neither gold nor jewels. But, perhaps... I do desire a gift far more precious."

Intrigued, the
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