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Tara of the Oracles, 
The Alchemical Twins Face the Fates 
By: Olivia Robertson 
 

THE PORTAL OF SCORPIO 
RITE 1: THE DECISION 

“The choice is ours.  The Fates weave the outcome.” 
 

TEMPLE OF ALCHEMY 
 
PRIEST OF ALCHEMY (TO TWIN APPRENTICES, AIDEN & ELAINE):  Without the exercise of free will, 
the honour of choosing, we are as marionettes, our strings pulled by every passerby.  To learn 
discrimination in choosing, we need to invoke the wise Goddess Beltis of Carthage.  She administers 
justice with her right hand uplifted:  Her left hand protects victims, pointed downwards. 
  
PRIESTESS ALCHEMIST (RAISES HER WAND):  Divine Goddess Beltis, millions of your devotees in 
ancient Africa and Troy invoked your aid.  In hymns to you they chanted that you fed the hungry with 
good things, and denied those who had excess.  They sang that you saved the poor who were treated 
cruelly, and brought to justice the rich who were tyrants.  Teach us to use both our hands – that we may 
balance justice with compassion. 
  

ORACLE OF THE GODDESS BELTIS 
 
I am amused when I see into your minds!  You realise that while millions of men, women and children 
starve – too many of you have an obesity problem!  You have clergy as ministers to your armed forces – 
yet you torture helpless prisoners.  You send thieves to prison – but your financial institutions gamble 
away billions.  Through selfishness, stupidity and greed you are destroying your planet.  You are 
poisoning the air, the earth and the oceans.  You are misusing fire.  You spend millions causing an 
explosion on the moon, and try to make an imitation of what you term “The Big Bang”, which you think 
started creation. 
 
Some of you wisely turn to the Goddess, by whatever name you use, because you need an entirely 
different way of viewing reality.  You may wish to save the earth by rising above this material plane, or 
your vocation may be through active service.  I have two arms, one upraised Heavenwards – the other 
drawing life from the depths. 
 
Whatever you choose, you will fulfil your destiny – to awaken into Eternal Life… 
 
PRIEST ALCHEMIST:  We give thanks to the Goddess Beltis. 
 
PRIESTESS ALCHEMIST (TO ELANE): Elaine, you know you are apt to rush into adventures, and are 
upset when the consequences take a turn opposite to what you desired!  Are you willing to face the 
choice offered by Beltis? 
 
ELAINE: I need to look before I leap…I accept the challenge. 
   
PRIESTESS ALCHEMIST:  So be it! (SHE HANDS ELAINE A TAROT CARD FROM THE MARSEILLE 
PACK)    What does this card mean to you? 
  



ELAINE (EXAMINES THE CARD):  Here is Beltis!  She is winged and wears a strange robe, half deep 
blue, half scarlet.  Her inner gown is yellow. With her left hand she is pouring water from a blue jar, into 
a red jar held by her right hand.  She is in a desert.  Here is the balance, “Temperance” of repose and 
activity. 
  
PRIESTESS ALCHEMIST:  You are prepared to enter trance.  We will be with you but may not help you. 
 
*** TRANCE JOURNEY *** 
 
ELAINE:  The Scorpio realm should be exciting!  I mount the Hill of the Temple. *** I do like the entrance 
to Scorpio!  Above is its earlier representation in Babylon – an eagle with outspread wings – one of the 
four Kerubs.  I part the heavy indigo curtains and pass through the Portico. *** 
 
This is delightful – I am in Arcadia.  The God Apollo is approaching me from a small, asphodel covered 
hill.  He is not as usually depicted. He has fairly long untidy fair hair blown by the wind.  His face is Slav 
– with magnetic grey eyes that are not human – slanting – and his mouth is wide and laughing, deeply 
indented at the corners.  He laughs. 
 
“You think I’m ugly – yet they say I’m the most beautiful of the Gods!  Anyway, here I am.  I am going to 
introduce you to one of our greatest dramas, which involved Gods and men – and Goddesses and 
women.  This shall be a re-enactment – alternative reality.  You are to take the role of my protégé, the 
Prophetess Cassandra.  It really involves a tremendous choice she had to make.” 
 
“What was that?” I asked. “Was it about her prophecies that no one would believe?” 
 
“Not exactly.  When the God Zeus – backed by His Consort Hera – commanded that the Gods should not 
interfere in the Trojan war – Cassandra, like a good woman, obeyed Him.”  
 
“Surely that was correct,” I said, “One should not intervene in evolving cultures.” 
 
“Ah, but hers was a terrible choice.  For Cassandra had the gift of prophecy.  Remember, she was a Trojan 
Princess.  She loved her family, and her fellow Trojans.  Because the Greeks conquered Troy, her whole 
family were either slaughtered or taken into slavery – including herself.  The entire city of Troy, outpost 
of the great African Carthaginian empire was destroyed.  Yet she could have prevented this catastrophe 
through using the Gift of Beltis.  She could read minds. 
 
"Now, Elaine, in this re-enactment, you are Cassandra and you face this dilemma:  Either you follow the 
choice made by the original Cassandra, and obey Zeus – In which case, heartbroken, you will be 
murdered by the jealous wife of your captor – Queen Clytemnestra.  Or – you choose other means.” 
 
I exclaim – “Nothing could be worse than what did happen!  Anyway, it is not my temperament to put 
up with evil if I can prevent it.  So here goes, I shall intervene, whatever Zeus commands!" 
 
The scene changes – I find myself lighting incense in my Temple of Beltis.  I pick up a scrying crystal and 
gaze intensely into it. *** I find myself in the room of Troy’s captive Queen Helen.  And I am astonished 
at what I learn. 
 
Helen is consumed with rage because Hecuba, Queen of Troy, refuses to accept the legitimacy of Helen’s 
son, born from Prince Paris of Troy.  Helen is called a ‘courtesan Queen’ and her son, ‘a Bastard.’  Now I 
am overwhelmed by her desire for revenge. 
 
She is a Greek and so very clever.  I read her mind and know her plan.  She has already stirred up 
resentment against the Royal Family through her Order of Beltis.  Their plan is this.  Helen will secretly 



summon to Troy the cleverest of the Greeks, Odysseus, whose father was a princely thief.  He is to be 
disguised as a beggar!  He will be helped into the Sanctuary of the Palladium that held the Luck of Troy.  
This is an archaic clay figure of the many-breasted Earth Mother.  He would steal this, thus shattering the 
morale of the Trojan populace, already tired of this long war.  The Greeks would pretend to leave, hiding 
their ships behind an island.  Then the dissident Trojans would open the gate by the Wooden Horse 
tavern.  They would creep through the gate at night, with stolen keys, and kill the drunken Trojans, 
celebrating the Greeks’ departure. 
 
According to Homer’s “The Iliad,” the plan was successful.  The city fell, and the Royal Family were 
killed along with most of their subjects.  But Helen was brought back to Sparta with honour. 
 
I remember all the horrors inflicted on the Trojans so graphically described by poets – especially the fate 
of the Trojan women. *** In a wave of emotion, I decide to disobey Almighty Zeus, and intervene in this 
siege!  So, as Cassandra I inform the Trojan Higher Command of the Greek plot.  Drastic action is taken at 
once.  Helen is hanged along with the disguised Odysseus.  This I had feared.  But I am horrified by the 
behaviour of my own Trojans.  Infuriated by the revealed plot, they make a savage attack on the Greeks. 
 
At night they creep out of the city and proceed to slaughter the sleeping Greeks – and rape and kill their 
women.  I myself sail from Troy to be Queen of Carthage, with its future ruler, my cousin Prince Enaeus, 
for, heartened by the Trojan success, the Carthaginians manage to conquer all the Greek Islands and 
mainland. 
 
However, as for me, the Fates have the last word.  Instead of becoming Queen of Carthage, when I arrive 
in the palace, I am stabbed to death by the jealous Queen Dido.  
 
I hear in the distance the voice of Apollo.  “The Trojan poet Anchises wrote a compassionate play, ‘The 
Greek Women,’ about their sufferings at the hands of the Trojans.  He later produced an epic of immense 
length, ‘The Trojan Victory.’  I fear the birth of Greek civilization was still-born.”   *** 
 
I feel utterly ashamed.  I am returning from trance.  I hear the kindly voice of Apollo:  “Never mind, 
Elaine.  You meant well.” 
 
Still utterly ashamed, I burst into tears.  Then suddenly there is a flash of white Light.  I hear a silvery 
woman’s voice.  “Elaine, by refusing to obey the God Zeus, because you felt compassion, you have 
become His daughter, not his servant.  You have always been my own daughter.  Don’t you remember 
me?  I am Hera.” 
 
*** END OF TRANCE *** 
 
ELAINE RETURNS FROM TRANCE AND WILL NOT ACCEPT HER DEGREE.  SHE HAS LEARNT 
MUCH.  REPORTS ARE SHARED, HELPFUL RAYS ARE SENT FORTH.  THANKS ARE GIVEN TO THE 
DEITIES. 
 
END OF RITE. 
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