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ATHENA – My Virgin Bride

WISDOM, the sky-eyed Athena, I fell in love with and made it my mind's burning ambition to win her for my bride. Led by the concepts instilled in me by my elders, who undertook to guide me on the road to Learning, I laid down my plans and set out, first to find her and then to woo and court her. So, I looked for her in Schools and Universities, in Bookshops and in Libraries. Stupid me!! How could I expect to meet the Virgin of Wisdom in brothels?!

Then, early one morning, before the crack of Dawn, in the hour of my solitary meditation, I was struck by a flash of awakening. I realized the house of her birth and who her father is. It also became very clear to me that the only way to win her for my bride and companion in life was first to make myself presentable to her father and, in the decency of the old tradition, ask her hand in marriage. Later, I learnt that this stroke of intelligence did not come about accidentally, neither was it of my own making or deserving efforts. Even before my birth, my beloved Athena fostered a secret tender affection for me and, early one day, in the hour before Dawn, before my awaking, she kissed this whisper into my temples.

I knew also that the mighty Zeus, would not refuse her hand to me, once I had prepared a beautiful mansion for my bride; a mansion in every way becoming to Athena's clear blue eyes. I also discerned that the mighty Zeus had already made up his mind on the matter, long before I even knew of my love for Athena, and that He would help me in every way to prepare the mansion. I realized that both my feelings for his beloved daughter and their fulfillment were a free gift of His love for me.

Calling to mind all the years wasted, I was taken up by a feeling of urgency. I surveyed my mansion, first the garden and the outside and then the rooms one by one. What I saw made my heart sink to my feet. Was this all my own doing?

Piles of empties, stains of butchered animals in the corner, hearths reeking with the stench of barbecued corpses, piss marks and other filthy stains on the outside walls. Inside it was even worse. The plaster was cracked and there were stains of all sorts of filth, of alcohol and pickles, of smoke and cholesterol, of blood clot and semen. And high on the ceiling, stains of all sorts of convictions.

There were the quarters where I entertained Venus, heavy with sensuous odors. There were the rooms for my ‘friends’, my brothers and, most gloomy of them all, the loft, where my mother nested, a mother that had, hidden behind her ‘sweet mother figure’, the ruthless Helen of Byzantium and, further behind, the cruel Maenad priestess Olympias. She held one of my images, the form of an infant, in her lap. In the canopy above her seat, there was another of my images in the form of a crucified man. And in that gloomy and moldy room, I could make out the decorations of crescents and anchors, of hearts and serpents, of swastikas and sickle-and-hammers; in many forms, both plain and subtle.

My God and Father, almighty Uranus, what chance did I have? I had only two choices: Either to remain an immature helpless child, seeking refuge in the security and warmth of a ‘mother's’ bosom, or to get out of that bosom, only to be nailed to the cross. What a coward I have been! I sought the warmth and the security of childhood, even as an entertainer of Venus, and let my mansion deteriorate in the damp and haze of the senses, to a state unfit to host Your Majesty, even briefly.

When my mind regained its composure after this despair, I braced myself, rolled up my sleeves and set out to plan and execute the cleanup process. I first started chipping off the old plaster. Then scrubbed both inside and outside with the hardness of the mountain top and the azure of the heights, with torrents of water and scorching sun, with breeze and pine and the silence of solitude.

But after a year of hard work and fairly good progress, when most of the mansion began to look decent, and I had began to place Ambrosia and Nectar on the table, the loft would still not yield. When I relaxed my guard, the witch in my attic got the better of me. Those old maternal engrams, that had not yet been uprooted from my subconscious, swung into action. And I returned to the old unclean food, like a dog to its vomit, filling my plate with tears for not being able to do otherwise.

But the eyes of mind never lost sight of the beautiful vision of Athena and I managed to make contact with her thought early every day before dawn; and it was this contact that put strength into my mental body and resolve and constancy into my purpose. Thus I endured.

And there she was, the sky-eyed Athena, true to her rendezvous. I sensed her coming early before dawn. I bathed myself, dressed clean and light and sat at my doorstep, with my eyes fixed to the eastern horizon. Her approach was like a dawn I had never seen before. She walked slow and steady, giving me time to absorb all the beautiful changes of color, shape, sound and thought. There was nothing of Venus in her; neither in her perfect shape nor in the grace of her gait. And those eyes...my God! So clear, so bright and so blue, with so many scintillating flashes, that sent rupturing thrills through my entire mental body. Nothing I experienced before could compare with this.

As she approached, I opened my arms, all my senses and my whole being to receive her. She embraced my mind in a perfect union and my head got pregnant in that moment of the stillness of my breath. Like a drone fertilizes a bee-queen in one honeymoon day for a whole generation of bees, this union was like a high-speed transcript, like an instant transfusion of modulated mental ectoplasm that slipped all its knowledge past my slow consciousness. All I was aware of at that moment was the ecstasy and bliss of my mind. Later however, at the slow speed of my consciousness, the thoughts would be born and unfold one by one. And I would listen to the answers and realize my questions that had made me the father of so many thoughts, so many beautiful children, all of them having their mother's eyes.

And Athena would return every morning there after, just before the crack of dawn. And she would say: “Come, at this hour that your mind is most fertile. Give me the vitality of your ‘white’ and I will weave it for you into thousands of colors and shapes and themes of music”.  And I would let my mind lean and bathe in her glow and, before I would fumble into the folds of her thoughts, I could sense all the forms in her mind; all the colors, all the sounds and all the delicate aromas, all mingled together in perfect harmony.

During the day, we would go for long walks, in lonely places, where we could gaze at the unobstructed horizon. And Athena would watch the workings of my mind, as I went over covered ground, analyzed and formulated in mundane convention and language all I had learnt so far, waiting patiently, ready to respond to my next query.

