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You are seated in the center of the great room facing south.  The 
hearth is laid ready but not yet light.  At your side an end table 
bears a single lit candle.  The rest of the room is dark.
Study the candle closely.  Become aware of the different colors 
within the flame.  Breathe easily as you allow yourself to drop down 
into the flame.  Feel the warming as you drop through the colors. 
Drop down through the orange outer layer into the yellow, into the 
white and finally into the blue.
Feel the flame within yourself.  Burning bright and hot.  It is the 
light of a single candle in the darkness.  Let it expand, becoming a 
tiny cook fire, warming a single pan.
Let it expand again, becoming a campfire, surrounded by friends and 
a canopy of star fires beyond.
Expand it yet again.  Now it is a bonfire, lit on a far distant 
hill, carrying the hope of harvest to come and fanning the desire of 
the people dancing around it.
Expand it again and it is a ragging forest fire, galloping through 
trees and grass, devouring everything in its path.
Now bring it down and under control.  It's a harvest fire, roasting 
meat for all that come.
Down again and it is a hearth fire warming a home with light and the 
promise of love.
Down again and it is a single flame, standing against the darkness.
Take that flame deep within.  To the sanctuary you are building.
As you turn to the south it illuminates a vast dessert.  Padding 
across the desert is a winged lion, with a mane that appears to be 
on fire.  The lion stops a few feet from you and regards you.  
Swallowing the awe tinged with terror that the majestic beast 
arouses you step forward and tentatively stroke the fiery mane.  To 
your surprise it is tingly rather than hot.
The king of beasts purrs like a house cat as you continue to pet him.
You look up from him to see a man and woman striding across the 
desert toward you.  As they near you recognize them as aspects of 
fire of smith gods.  They carry baskets with them and as the 
emissaries of air before them, begin to unpack them and offer 
differing items associated with fire to you.  
You take the ones that speak to you and arrange them on the shelves 
made from desert sand.
As you work other creatures of fire begin to appear.  First the 
salamanders, swarming across the desert floor and then playing with 
the lions mane.  Then the Ashim, looking like dancing flames. 
With everything settled to your liking, the Lady of Fire reaches 
once more into her basket and hands you an oil lamp.  It is 
beautiful, designed exactly as you would have if you had been 
responsible for its making.  It appears to be empty however.
Puzzled by this you none the less turn to place it on your altar.  
As you set it down one of the smaller Ashim dances across the floor 
and leaps to perch itself where the flame should be.
The tiny creature seems delighted with your surprise and dances 
happily in place.  Suddenly it you realize that this is a perfect 
solution.  A lamp that requires no oil, no wick, no tending.


Smiling to yourself you take one final look around.  Your temple is 
coming together.  The area between air and fire show a blending of 
both as air from the east fans the flames of the south.  The other 
quarters are still unformed, but even barley half finished your 
temple reflects you at your best.
Facing your altar take a deep breathe and allow yourself to settle 
back into the chair, in the room form which your journey started.  
The hearth is light now and if you look closely you can see the a 
few Ashim and salamanders playing in the flames.
To your left beyond the expanse of window you can see two birds of 
prey, courting in the air.  Yes, air and fire have met.
Take another deep breath and allow yourself to return to your own 
body and time.
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