A Complete Guide To The Seven-Fold Sinister Way
(Order of Nine Angles)
Introduction

The Seven-Fold Sinister Way is the name given to the system of training used by traditional Satanists. It is the
practice of Satanism, by individual Satanists, and thus expresses Satanism in action.

The Way is an individual one - each stage, of the seven stages that make the Way, is achieved by the individual as a
result of their own effort. To reach a particular stage, requires considerable effort by the individual, who works
mostly on their own.

One aim of the Way is to create Satanic individuals - that is, to train individuals in the ways of Satanism. This
Satanic training developes individual character, esoteric (or Occult) skills and self-insight. The individual also
acquires genuine esoteric knowledge and a genuine understanding.

The Way itself enables any individual to achieve genuine magickal Adeptship (and beyond) and thus fulfil the
potential latent within them - thus they can and do enhance their life, and achieve their unique Destiny.

The Way is essentially practical - involving experiences in the real world, and ordeals, as well as the completion of
difficult, challenging tasks. It also involves a practical mastery of all forms of magick. The Way requires a sincere
and genuine commitment, and it is both difficult and very dangerous. Success depends on this commitment by the
individual.

The Way is divided into seven stages, and these mark a specific level of individual achievement. The stages are:
Neophyte; Initiate; External Adept; Internal Adept; Master of Temple/Mistress of Earth [ or "Lady Master"]; Grand
Master/Grand Mistress [ or "Grand Lady Master"]; Immortal. Sometimes, Initiates are described, or known, as
"novices"; Internal Adepts as Priest/Priestess; a Grand Master as a Magus, and a Grand Mistress as a Magistra.
Each of these stages is associated with specific tasks, ordeals, rituals and so on, and a completion of each and all of
these (given in detail below under the appropriate stage) is required before the next stage can be attempted. Also,
each stage involves the individual in a certain amount of reading and study of Order manuscripts [ hereafter
"manuscripts" is abbreviated as MSS, and "manuscript" as MS ]. The purpose of this reading and study is to provide
a Satanic understanding of the tasks, ordeals, rituals and so on of the particular stage being attempted. Each stage
represents a development of and in the individual - of their personality, their skills, their understanding, their
knowledge and insight.

Before embarking on the first stage - that of Satanic Initiation - the individual who desires to follow the dark path of
traditional Satanism should gain some understanding of what genuine Satanism is. To this end, the following Order
MSS should be read:

* Satanism - An Introduction For Prospective Adherents
* The Sinister Path: An Introduction to Traditional Satanism
* The Essence of the Sinister Path [ contained in Hostia - Secret Teachings of the ONA]

I Neophyte

The first task of a neophyte [the word means "a beginner; a new convert"] is to obtain copies of the various Order
MSS which will be needed. These are: (1) The Black Book of Satan - A Guide to Satanic Ceremonial Magick; (2)
Naos - A Guide to Becoming an Adept; and (3) Hostia - The Secret Teachings of the ONA (Volumes I & II). The
following MSS (contained in Hostia) should be particularly studied in order to gain an understanding of traditional
Satanism and its methods: (a) Selling Water By The River; (b) Satanism - The Sinister Shadow, Revealed; (¢) Guide
to Black Magick; (d) Ritual Magick - Dure and Sedue Ceremonial. The neophyte also needs to understand the
fundamental concepts of magick, such as "causal" and "acausal" and here a study of the following Order MSS is
useful: (a) Chapters 0 and I of Naos; (b) Aeonic Magick - A Basic Introduction.

The second task of a neophyte is to undertake the "secret task" appropriate to this first stage. This task is a necessary
prelude to Satanic Initiation [ the task is detailed in the MS "The Secret Tasks of the Sinister Way", which is
included as an Appendix to this present work].

The third task of a neophyte is to undertake a ritual of Satanic Initiation. If you are in contact with a traditional
Satanic group, this can be a Ceremonial ritual. If you are working alone, or the group you are in contact with suggest
it, it can be a Hermetic one of "Self-Initiation". Both of these rituals of Initiation are given in detail in the Order MS
The Black Book of Satan - A Guide to Satanic Ceremonial Magick. There is no difference between a Ceremonial
Initiation, and a Hermetic Self-Initiation.



The fourth and final task of this stage involves the new Satanic Initiate in constructing and learning to play, The Star
Game, details of which are given in the Order MS Naos.

II Initiate
Tasks:

1) Study the Septenary System in detail [Naos] and begin hermetic magickal workings with the septenary
spheres and pathways as described in Naos. Write a personal "magickal diary" about these workings. Study
and begin to use the Sinister Tarot [copies of the Sinister Tarot, and study notes, are available from the
ONA].

2) Undertake hermetic workings/rituals for specific personal desires/personal requests of your own
choosing, as described in Naos. Record these, and the results, if any, in your magickal diary.

3) Set yourself one very demanding physical goal, train and achieve or surpass that goal. [Examples of
minimum standards are, for men: walking thirty-two miles in less than seven hours in hilly terrain; running
twenty miles in hilly terrain in less than two and a half hours. Cycling one hundred miles in under five and
a half hours. For women, the acceptable minimum standards are: walking twenty-seven miles in hilly
terrain in less than seven hours; running twenty miles in hilly terrain in less than three hours; cycling one
hundred miles in under six and one quarter hours.]

4) Seek and find someone of the opposite sex to be your 'magickal' companion and sexual partner, and
introduce this person to Satanism. Initiate them according to the rite in The Black Book of Satan.
Undertake the path and sphere workings with this partner.

5) Obtain and study the Order MS The Temple of Satan [Part II of The Deofel Quartet]. A guide to this MS
is given in the MSS The Deofel Quartet - Responses and Critical Analysis; and The Deofel Quartet - A
Satanic Analysis. [Note: Part I of the Deofel Quartet - Falcifer, Lord of Darkness - is intended as
entertaining Satanic fiction.]

6) Undertake an 'Insight Role' [see the Secret Tasks MS and the MS Insight Roles - A Guide, in Hostia.]
This Insight Role is the Secret Task of this stage.

7) After completion of your Insight Role, undertake the Grade Ritual of External Adept, given in Naos.

The stage of Initiation can last - depending on the commitment of the Initiate - from six months to a year.
Occasionally, it lasts two years.

Understanding Initiation:

Satanic Initiation is the awakening of the darker/sinister/unconscious aspects of the psyche, and of the inner (often
repressed) and latent personality/character of the Initiate. It is also a personal commitment, by the Initiate, to the
path of Satanism.

The dark, or sinister, energies which are used/unleashed are symbolized by the symbols/forms of the Septenary
System, and these symbols are used in the workings with the septenary spheres and pathways. These magickal
workings provide a controlled, ritualized, or willed, experience of these dark energies or "forces" - and this practical
experience begins the process of objectifying and understanding such energies, and thus these aspects of the
psyche/personality of the Initiate. The Star Game takes this process of objectification further, enabling a complete
and rational understanding - divorced from conventional "moral opposites".

The physical goal which an Initiate must achieve developes personal qualities such as determination, self-discipline,
¢lan. It enhances the vitality of the Initiate, and balances the inner magickal work.

The seeking and finding of a magickal companion begins the confrontation/understanding of the anima/animus (the
female/male archetypes which exist in the psyche and beyond) in a practical way, and so increases self-
understanding via direct experience. It also enables further magickal work to be done, of a necessary type.

An Insight Role developes real Satanic character in the individual; it is a severe test of the resolve, Satanic
commitment and personality of the Initiate. The Grade Ritual which completes the stage of Initiation (and which
leads to the next stage) is a magickal act of synthesis.

IIT External Adept



Tasks:

1) Organize a magickal, and Satanic, group/magickal Temple. You must recruit members for this Satanic
Temple, and teach them about Satanism. With your companion (or another one if personal circumstances
have changed) you must Initiate these members according to the ceremonial ritual in The Black Book of
Satan as you must perform ceremonial rituals on a regular basis. In this Temple, you will be the officiating
Priest/Priestess, with your partner acting as the Priestess/Priest. Regular Sunedrions should be held, as
detailed in the Black Book of Satan, as you should regularly perform rituals, both hermetic and ceremonial,
for the satisfaction of your own desires and those of your members. You should run this Temple for
between six and eighteen months.

2) Train for and undertake all three of the following different and demanding physical tasks - the minimum
standards (for men) are:

(a) walking thirty-two miles, in hilly terrain, in under seven hours while carrying a pack weighing
at least 30 Ibs.

(b) running twenty-six miles in four hours;

(c) cycling two hundred or more miles in twelve hours. [Those who have already achieved such
goals in such activities should set themselves more demanding goals. For women, the minimum
acceptable standards are: (a) walking twenty-seven miles in under seven hours while carrying a
pack weighing at least 15 1bs. (b) running twenty-six miles in four and a half hours; (¢) cycling

one hundred and seventy miles in twelve hours.]

3) Undertake the 'Secret Task' as given in the Secret Tasks MS.

4) Study, construct and learn to play the advanced form of The Star Game.

5) Study Aeonics and the principles of Aeonic Magick, as detailed in Order MSS.

6) Study, and if possible practice, Esoteric Chant, as detailed in Order MSS [ particularly in Naos].

7) Study the esoteric traditions of traditional Satanism, and if so inclined [see 'Concerning The Satanic
Temple' below] instruct your Temple members in this tradition. The tradition is contained in The Black
Book of Satan; Naos; Hostia; The Deofel Quartet; Aeonic Magick and other Order MSS.

8) Prepare for, and undertake, the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept - if necessary choosing someone to run
the Satanic Temple in your absence.

Concerning The Satanic Temple:

The Temple must be run for a minimum of six months, as you yourself must seek out, recruit, instruct and train, the
members of this Temple. There must be at least four other members, excluding yourself and your companion, during
these six months, as you must strive to obtain an equal balance between men and women. It is at your discretion
whether or not you are honest about your intentions, and inform recruits/potential recruits that this Temple is one of
your tasks as an External Adept, and that you yourself are not yet very advanced along the Satanic path. If you
choose not to so inform your members, you must play the appropriate role. If you are considering keeping and
expanding the Temple beyond the minimum period and into the next stage, that of Internal Adept, it is more
practical to be honest from the outset. The crux is to decide whether you wish your Temple to be solely for your own
External Adept purpose, or whether you want it be truely Satanic, with your members guided by you to become
sincere and practising Satanists. If this latter, then you must be honest with them about your own progress along the
path, and instruct them according to ONA tradition.

After this six months is over - with four or more members and many ceremonial rituals having been performed - you
may disband the Temple, if you consider sufficient experience has been gained in magick/manipulation/pleasuring.
However the time limit of six months, and the minimum of four other members, must be observed, otherwise the
task is not completed, and the next stage - Internal Adept - is not possible. This particular task, of an External Adept,



is only complete when these minimum conditions have been met, for such conditions are essential for practical
ceremonial experience to be gained.
After these conditions have been met, you may opt to continue with, and expand, your Temple.

Understanding External Adept:

The tasks of an External Adept develope both magickal and personal experience, and from these a real, abiding,
Satanic character is formed in the individual. This character, and the understanding and skills which go with it, are
the essential foundations of the next stage, that of the Internal Adept.

The Temple enables various character roles to be directly assumed, and further developes the magickal skills, and
magickal understanding, an Adept must possess. Particularly important here is skill in, and understanding of,
ceremonial magick. Without this skill and understanding, Aeonic magick is not possible. The Temple also completes
the experiencing of confronting, and integrating, the anima/animus.

From the many and diverse controlled and willed experiences, a genuine self-learning arises: the beginnings of the
process of "individuation", of esoteric Adeptship. [ See the Order MS Adeptship - Its Real Meaning and
Significance.]

The stage of External Adept lasts from two to six years.

IV Internal Adept

The basic task of an Internal Adept is to strive to fulfil their personal Destiny - that is, to presence the dark force by
acting Satanically in the real world, thus affecting others, and causing changes in accord with the sinister dialectic of
change. This personal Destiny is revealed, or becomes known, before or during the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept.
The Destiny is unique, and involves using the natural, and developed character and abilities of the individual. For
some, the Destiny may be to continue with their Satanic Temple, teaching others, and guiding them in their turn
along the Seven-Fold Way. For others, the Destiny may be creative, in the artistic or musical sense - presencing the
sinister through new, invented and performed forms or works. For others, the Destiny may be to acquire influence
and/or power, and using these to aid /produce Satanic change in accord with the sinister dialectic. For others, it may
involve some heretical/adversarial or directly revolutionary or disruptive role, and thus seeking to change society.
For others, the Destiny may be specific and specialized - being a warrior, or an assassin..... There are as many
Destinies as there Adepts to undertake them.

While this Destiny is unfolding, the Adept will be increasing their esoteric knowledge and experience through a
study and practice of Esoteric Chant, The Star Game, Aeonic Magick. Rites such as those of the Nine Angles will be
undertaken. A complete and reasoned understanding of Aeons, Civilizations and other forms will be achieved, and
with it the beginnings of wisdom.

After many years of striving to fulfil their Destiny, and after many years of experience and learning, the Adept will
be propelled toward the next stage of the Way [ see the MS Mastery - Its Real Meaning and Significance; and the
MS The Abyss where what occurs during Internal Adept is described.] When the time is right, the Grade Ritual of
Master/Mistress will be undertaken. The time is right only after the Adept has spent years completing themselves,
and their 'self-image', having taken themselves to and beyond their limits - physical, mental, intellectual, moral,
emotional. Being genuine Adepts, they will have the insight, and the honesty, to know what experiences, and what
knowledge, they lack - and accordingly will seek to undergo such experiences, and learn such knowledge.

The stage of Internal Adept lasts from five to eleven years.

V Master/Mistress
The fundamental tasks of this Grade are threefold:

(1) The guiding of suitable individuals along the Seven-Fold Way, either on an individual basis, or as part
of a structured Temple/group;

(2) The performance of Aeonic Magick to aid the sinister dialectic;

(3) The creation of new forms to enhance conscious understanding and to aid the presencing of
acausal/sinister forces.

Further, and importantly, a Master/Mistress will be using their Aeonic understanding, and their skills to
influence/bring about changes in the societies of their time - this is Aeonic Magick, but without "ritual", as described
in Parts III and IV of The Deofel Quartet. They will also be working to create long-term change (of centuries or
more).



Few individuals reach the stage of Master/Mistress - so far, only one to two individuals a century, out of all the
genuine esoteric traditions, have gone beyond the stage of Master/Mistress to that of Grand Master/Grand Mistress.
The stage of Master/Mistress lasts a minimum of seven years - when sufficient Aeonic works are
completed/achieved, and wisdom attained, there is a moving toward the next stage, that of Grand Master/Grand
Mistress.

The Secret Tasks of the Sinister Way

The secret tasks have remained secret for a long time by virtue of their nature - they represent genuine Satanism in
action and as such often are "a-moral". Such esoteric tasks were revealed to an Initiate by the Master, or Adept,
guiding and training that Initiate.

To understand the nature of these tasks, it is necessary for the Satanic novice to be familiar, and in agreement with,
the secret teachings themselves, particularly as these relate to human sacrifice, or culling. [These teachings are
contained in such Order MSS as (1) The Hard Reality of Satanism; (2) Satanism, Sacrifice and Crime; (3) Culling -
A Guide to Sacrifice; (4) Guidelines for the Testing of Opfers; (5) Victims - A Sinister Expose; (6) The Practice of
Evil in Context. ]

For a long time, the matters mentioned in the above secret MSS were transmitted only on an oral basis - it being
forbidden for such teachings and practices to be written down or divulged to non-Initiates. However, as explained
elsewhere, in several other MSS, this practice has now changed.

Accordingly, this present MS will detail the secret tasks which a Satanic novice must undertake as part of their
commitment to Satanism. That is, these hitherto secret tasks - like the other tasks detailed in the MS A Complete
Guide to the Seven-Fold Way - are both required and necessary: mandatory if progress is to be made upon the Way.
Without them, there can be no genuine achievement along the Way, for it is such tasks which develope that
character and those abilities which are Satanic and which thus represent the presencing of the dark forces on Earth
via the agency (or vehicle) of the individual Satanist. These secret tasks - and the other tasks - represent the way of
Satan. They are Satanic. As such, they a fitting only to a minority: to those who are, or those who desire to become,
Satanists. Some who profess to be 'Satanists' - and some who wish to become Satanists - will hear of these tasks, or
read them, and be surprised, perhaps even appalled, particuarly by the tasks that involve hunting and killing animals
and culling human dross. Such people will say or write such things as "Such tasks are not necessary". By saying or
writing such things such people condemn themselves as "ordinary" and weak, as they will show they lack the
demonic desire, the hardness, the toughness, the darkness which all genuine Satanic novices possess or must
develope. Satanism is at it is - dark, and dangerous, and full of diabolic ecstasies and diabolic triumphs over the
"ordinary", the mundane and those who would keep everyone in servitude and thrall. So it is, so has it been, and so
shall it continue to be - to enable evolution, to create what must be created, while the fearful majorities in their sloth,
delusions and ignorance continue their morbid, Nazarene-like, sub-human existence.

As has been stated many times, genuine Satanism requires commitment - it requires self-effort, by the novice, over a
period of years. It involves genuine ordeals, the achievement of difficult goals, the participation in pleasures, and the
living of life in certain ways. Only thus are self-insight and genuine Occult ability born - only thus is a genuine
Adept created.

Neophyte:

Before Initiation - and after undertaking the first task of a neophyte as given in the Guide - undertake the following

task:

* Find an area where game is plentiful and, equipping yourself with either a cross-bow or an ordinary bow (a

longbow) hunt/stalk some suitable game, and make a kill. Skin and prepare this game yourself (if necessary - for

example, a pheasant - 'hanging' the game until it is ready). When prepared and ready, cook and eat this game.

"Game" in this context means wild edible birds or animals such as venison, hare, rabbit, partridge, pheasant,

wildfowl. For this task, you are undertaking the role of hunter, using primitive weapons. (Guns cannot be used for

this task.)

After completing this hunting task, either undertake the next task as given below - which is not obligatory - or repeat

the task above, choosing a different type of game.

e  Obtain from a Nazarene place of worship some 'hosts' as used in their perverse and sordid rituals. If you are
seeking Initiation into an established ceremonial group/Temple, this will probably be your task of fidelity to that
group/Temple, with the hosts being used in the celebration of The Black Mass. If however you are undertaking
a Self-Initiation (as given in The Black Book of Satan) then immediately following that rite of Self-Initiation
you should trample on or otherwise defile these 'hosts' (e.g. by urinating on them) saying as you do so the
following: "By this deed I pledge myself to counter Nazarene filth, and give myself, body, blood and soul, to



Satan, Prince of Darkness." You should then burn the hosts or what remains of them by placing them in a vessel
containing flammable liquid and setting this alight, laughing as the burning seals your gesture and your oath.

Initiate:

After the rite or ceremony of your Initiation, and following the completion of the tasks as given in the Guide, you
should choose and undertake, for between six to eighteen months, an Insight Role [ see the MS Insight Roles - A
Guide].

External Adept:
The following two tasks must both be undertaken successfully.

(1) With your Temple formed as one of your External Adept tasks - see the Guide - perform a Black Mass
using hosts obtained by one of the newer members of this Temple, or obtained by a candidate seeking
Initiation.

(2) Train several members, and yourself, in the undertaking of the tests relevant to choosing an opfer - a
human sacrifice. Select some suitable victims, using Satanic guidelines for so selecting a victim, and
undertake the relevant tests on each chosen victim. The victim or victims having been so chosen by failing
such tests, perform The Death Ritual with the intent of eliminating by magickal means the chosen
victim(s). Thereafter, and having completed all the necessary preparations, select a further victim using
Aeconics or sinister strategy as a guide, and undertake a culling by disposing of the victim either during a
suitable rite (e.g. The Ceremony of Recalling) or via practical means (e.g. assassination). You may elect to
do this practical means yourself, or you may choose a trusted suitable member of your Temple to undertake
this for the glory of the Temple. If you have elected for practical means, have your Temple undertake The
Death Ritual at the chosen time.

It must be stressed that (i) the victim(s) must be chosen according to Satanic principles as given in the appropriate
Order MSS; (ii) those so chosen must be tested according to Satanic principles as given in the appropriate Order
MSS. Furthermore, the victims can be chosen either by you, or suggested by a member of your Temple, if those
members are following the Satanic path in a committed way.

Beyond External Adept, there are no secret tasks of a prescribed nature, for those following the sinister path to
undertake.

© Copyright 1994 eh Order of Nine Angles
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An Introduction to Traditional Satanism
© Anton Long & ONA. 1994e¢h.

Essentially, the difference between the ONA and other groups which profess to belong to the Left Hand
Path' or which claim to be Satanic is that the ONA seeks to realistically guide its members along the
difficult and dangerous path of self-development, the goal of which is the creation of an entirely new
individual. This path is fundamentally a quest for self-excellence and wisdom.

We believe that there is no easy way to real knowledge and insight of the 'Occult' kind - that each
individual must walk this path and achieve things for themselves. There are no 'ceremonies', no magickal
'rites', not even any teachings which can provide the individual with genuine wisdom: real wisdom is
only and always attained by the personal effort of the individual over many years. It is the result of a
synthesis - a development of the dark side and an integration of that aspect of our being thus creating a
complete, more evolved individual. Furthermore, the means to this attainment are essentially practical;
that is, they involve the individual undergoing certain formative, character-developing experiences 'in
the real world' rather than in some pseudo-mystical, pseudo-intellectual 'magickal rite' or sitting at the
feet of some pretentious 'master’.

For us, Satanism is a quest involving real personal danger where the individual Initiate undertakes
genuine challenges which take them to and beyond their limits: physical, 'mental' and psychic. This
quest, in its beginnings, involves the individual in exploring their 'hidden' or 'dark’ side - and a part of
this is participation in overtly Occult and magickal ceremonies and rites. This beginning - where the new
Initiate participates in and later conducts Satanic rituals such as the 'Black Mass' - enables the individual
to explore this dark side, to gradually understand it, make it more conscious, and thus control it. An
aspect of this making-conscious, is symbolism - such as the 'septenary system' - where various
Occult/magickal energies are symbolised in certain ways via a system of correspondences. This
symbolism enables the energies dealt with to be objectified and thus consciously understood - this in
itself makes possible an integration of the 'dark’ side. Thus, there is a synthesis - a dynamic, conscious,
moving-forward by the individual: an evolution of personality. Insight is gained. In psychological terms,
there is the start of "individuation". This leads to a practical experiencing of the sinister, and thus further
personal development, further building of character.

Because of the type of practical experiences, the type of challenges, the individual undertakes, the
character so formed is - viewed conventionally - Satanic. There is a defiance of restrictions, a proudness,
an experience and then understanding of those things that the religion of the Nazarene frowns upon. In
Nietzschean terms, there is a practical living of a "master-morality". The person created via these
experiences is the type to inspire a certain terror/awe in the supine majority, weaned as that majority
have been by the softness of the Nazarene ethic.

However, this individual has only begun the process. That is, the type of character so described (which
results from these early experiences) is not even what we would call an Adept: of the seven stages of this
sinister way (or practical alchemy), this practical involvement in the 'Occult' via ceremonies and such
things as organizing and running a Satanic group, describe just the first two stages of the way.
Furthermore, even this beginning takes some years - and this beginning requires the individual to
succeed by their own efforts, by their own will and determination. That is, there are no 'magickal grades'
or titles awarded for money or sycophancy [as in all other so-called 'Satanic' groups] - what the
individual achieves, in terms of 'magickal grades', they achieve through their own toil, through
undergoing the experiences which create the type of character appropriate to a particular stage of the
way being followed.

Thus, each stage of this way has associated with it certain tasks, certain experiences, which the
individual must undertake by themselves in their own time. It is these and these alone which bring self-
insight, mastery, understanding and skill - both 'occult' and personal. All the ONA does, at each stage
and for each member, is offer advice - based on experience. That is, the ONA guides its members - it
offers a practical system whereby real wisdom may be attained. The onus is on the individual to achieve
the goal.

For us, Satanism is all about the creation of proud, strong, characterful, insightful individuals -
individuals who have gone beyond the majority and who thus represent a higher type. Genuine Satanic
groups do not seek subservient, decadent, weak-willed followers. They seek to create a real elite - almost
a new race of beings. Of course, this is not easy - it is really dangerous. Quite often, new Initiates fail
because of the difficulty or because they lack the essential desire to succeed. But that is how evolution



works - the strong overcome challenges and evolve; the others stay where they are, descend, or are
destroyed.

Thus, Satanism is élitist - it does not compromise. It is not really for the majority. The tests, the ordeals,
the methods of genuine Satanism are tough and severe because only such things will create the right type
of person. These things cannot be made easier, less tough, less dangerous: to do so would destroy the
essence of Satanism itself.

After the early stages of the way - which involve direct experience of the sinister both via rituals,
magickal groups and undertaking certain sinister tasks - the individual moves on [if I said one such early
task involved culling, or Satanic sacrifice, it is possible to appreciate the difficulty and danger]. That is,
the Satanic novice gains more understanding of themselves, and the world, by more experiences - they
move toward a real individuation, a synthesis of conscious/unconscious, light and sinister. Part of this
involves them undertaking a specific task for some months, and it is this task - based on the foundations
the previous, early, stages of the way have built - that creates a genuine Adept. This task requires the
candidate for Adeptship to live alone, in an isolated area, for three months (usually from Spring Equinox
to Summer Solstice) - to talk with no one, to live frugally, with no modern conveniences, no wireless, no
modern 'distractions', in a shelter they have built [in recent years, the rules have been relaxed and a tent
is allowed]. The aim of this is for them to experience themselves and Nature without any distractions - to
really get to know themselves and the natural energies which exist, as those energies are (and not as
books, or 'teachers' or theories describe those energies). This, of course, is very difficult. It requires real
determination; it requires the individual to face themselves, and all their fears. It is a severe test of
character - and of their Satanic resolve. Most individuals who get this far (and that is not very many,
over the past few decades) give up after a while - they find excuses to return to the world and its
comforts. The classic excuse is the delusion that they have actually 'attained' Adeptship in a few days or
perhaps weeks of isolation. And it is a delusion - for it is only by living in such a harsh, isolated way for
at least three months that a real Adept is created. Naturally, other so-called Satanic or Left Hand Path
groups award a spurious 'Adeptship' to their members/followers: or those members/followers award it to
themselves, usually after some boring, pompous, totally meaningless ceremony.

The Adept marks the end of the third stage of our seven-fold sinister way - and to reach this stage
usually takes three to six years, from Initiation. The task or Grade Ritual which creates the Adept also
makes the Adept aware of their unique, personal Destiny - and the fourth stage is all about the Adept
seeking to make that Destiny real. This involves a 'return to the world' — the gaining of more experience,
the creation of new insights, new skills. This in itself takes some years. The character of the Adept grows
and deepens - they achieve the beginning of wisdom. In magickal terms, they gain an understanding of
'Aeonics' — of things like sinister strategy (the use of acausal or supra-personal energies to change
societies/civilizations over centuries). Hitherto, most of their experience/learning has been directly
personal, relating to their personal development - now, aeonic perspective is gained, it becomes a part of
them. That is, they develop still further, again via direct experience - this time, of the acausal itself.
From this, further personal development takes place - they become complete, highly developed
individuals who possess skills and an understanding few possess. They fulfill the potential of genius
which is latent within them. Thus, they move on to become genuine Masters or Lady Masters/Mistresses.
But to reach this stage - the fifth - takes at least ten years (more usual is fifteen to twenty). And there is
another stage beyond this.

Thus, it will be seen that our way is difficult and takes a long time. The journey of the initiate toward
Adeptship and beyond has no mystery about it - it is actually very simple. Most people could do it - if
they possessed the determination. But the majority are just too lazy or too weak. The same applies to
most who apply to join Satanic groups or are interested in Satanism — they go for the easy option; they
are not prepared to work at their own self-development. They prefer someone to do it for them. And,
furthermore, they are not fundamentally prepared to go to and beyond their limits - to really experience
the sinister in a practical way; they want to simply play safe, pseudo-Satanic games. Thus, they gravitate
toward what we call the sham-Satanic groups, the poseurs, such as the Temple of Set or the Church of
Satan - those who like the glamour associated with Satanism but are basically afraid to experience its
realness within and external to them. Thus such groups issue - and believe in! — ethical guidelines as
they constantly affirm that Satanism does not condone such things as 'human sacrifice'. We, on the
contrary, are dark and really sinister - and propound culling. That is, we uphold human culling as
beneficial, for both the individual who does the culling (it being a character-building experience) and for
our species in general, since culling by its nature removes the worthless and thus improves the stock.



Naturally, there are proper ways to choose who is to be culled - each victim is chosen because they have
shown themselves to be suitable. They are never chosen at random, as they are never 'innocent'.

Our affirmation of such things as human culling offends other so-called Satanic groups - which to us just
re-affirms our assessment of those groups as pretend Satanic groups. Basically, such groups have little or
no real understanding of Satanism, as evident, for instance, in the 'religious' approach of the Temple of
Set - that is, their claim that Satanism is some sort of religion. To us, the religious attitude and mentality
- involving as it does dogma, sycophancy, and subservience by the individual to some self-appointed
authority - is the antithesis of Satanism.

In essence, we understand Satanism as the individual quest for self-excellence - to create an entirely new
type. This quest involves practical experience - for only real experience creates character. The essence
that Satanism leads the individual toward is only ever revealed by practical experience - never by books,
never by someone else's 'teachings', never by words. Words themselves can never really describe this
essence - they can only point the way, hint at it, and usually serve only to obscure it. In the same way,
ceremonies and forms such as rituals are only means - they are a means to experience, to symbolize
things and thus apprehend what hitherto has been 'hidden' or unconscious or instinctive. Furthermore,
this quest is and must be individual - it means the individual develops, via experiences (and sometimes
by learning from mistakes) the strength of character needed. Or they fail - usually by deluding
themselves about their real level of attainment, their real level of self-insight, their level of self-control
and mastery. The aim is self-control, self-mastery, self-understanding - and then a moving-on to what is
beyond even this new 'self'. The aim in not a wallowing in decadence, as it is not the encouragement of
instinctive, sinister desires/pleasures as an end in themselves. Such things are means, a beginning - to be
used, learned from, and then transcended via mastery of one's self.

For us, Satanism is an individual quest because it aims to produce unique, strong, individuals who do not
need the support of groups, of dogma, ethics, a religion, of some pontificating poseur of a 'master'. Thus,
the ONA exists to offer advice and guidance - to point the way. The individual must begin the quest, and
they and they alone must continue with it.

Because of the difficulty of our way, few follow it. In some ways, this is unfortunate - for we believe the
way offers anyone the opportunity to advance along the path to genuine Adeptship and beyond. It makes
real, or can make real, the potential that most individuals possess - the latent genius within. However,
given human nature the small numbers are understandable. What the ONA has done - over the past thirty
years or so - is to create a simple practical system which works: which can produce genuine Adepts and
Masters/Lady Masters. In effect, we have distilled the essence from thousands of years of conscious
understanding, producing an elixir, an 'internal alchemy', which anyone can use.

We describe this system as Satanic, as Sinister because it is. It is a complete rejection of the
philosophy/religion of the Nazarene. The philosophy/religion of the Nazarene is anti-life and anti-
evolutionary, as Nietzsche, for example, understood. For us, Satan is both an archetype or symbol of our
defiance, and some-thing real - the re-presentation of what we describe as 'the acausal'. That is, we
understand the 'darker forces' as not simply a part of our psyche (as most modern so-called Satanic
groups do) - but as beyond our own, individual psyche. These darker forces - or the acausal - are beyond
us, as individuals: they are beyond our conscious control (and even real understanding) until we become
a part of them. This does not mean a submission to those forces - but rather an expanding of individual
consciousness, a development of individual conscious, to include those forces. This expansion is what
marks the genuine Satanic Master/Lady Master.

Other 'Satanic' groups - if they are serious and not just using the Black Arts for their own weak
gratification - claim the darker forces are merely an aspect of the psyche, the unconscious or whatever.
[Both the Church of Satan and the Temple of Set make this claim.] They do this for two reasons. First,
they need to - because they want to feel safe; they want to be able to play their pseudo-Satanic, pseudo-
intellectual, games in a mostly urbanized safety, because the members of such groups are not proud,
characterful, self-aware individuals: they need the comfort of a group, of a 'leader’, of ethical guidelines,
of feeling that Satan can be controlled by some meaningless mumbo-jumbo. In effect, the members and
leaders of these groups are weak - they lack self-discipline; they lack even the desire for real self-
mastery, content as they are to continue with edifying their own weaknesses, with massaging their
inflated egos.

Second, such groups and their members do not really understand the Sinister. They have had no real
experience of the primal, numinous, supra-personal power of the dark forces - of how that power can
destroy individuals. In effect, they have never really 'tapped into' the acausal itself - to what is really



sinister. They have never really confronted Satan. They have never really striven to be like Satan - to
become one with Him; to merge with the acausal itself; to become a 'nexion' for the acausal, for sinister
energies. This becoming-one is what makes, what creates a genuine Satanic Master/Lady Master, as
living alone like a hermit creates the Adept. It is dangerous, naturally - but the only means whereby that
synthesis which is beyond the synthesis that is individuation can be achieved. There is thus a real, a
genuine, transcending beyond 'good' and 'evil'; beyond 'light' and 'dark’. This achievement, as with all
real achievements of an Occult kind, derives from practical experience - from a real personal knowledge.
Anything else is mere affectation, mere pose.

Other groups have tried to 'intellectualize' Satanism - to take away the real experiences by which genuine
Satanic character is formed. Or they wallow in the weaknesses of those addicted to impulses they cannot
understand and do not have the strength to control. They have tried and continue to try and make
Satanism respectable and safe - just another 'religion'. They fantasize, and play games. They simply do
not understand Satanism as a means to create new, more highly evolved, individuals. In reality, the
genuine Satanist creates by participating in real life, the dreams, the standards of excellence, the élan
which others often aspire to emulate. A genuine Satanist can be like a beast of prey - in real life. They
can be and sometimes are, in real life, assassins, warriors, outlaws. The imitation Satanists pretend to be
such things - usually by means of some stupid 'ritual'. The Satanist is sinister and dark, in real life - and
then they move on, to new experiences, to even higher levels of understanding until eventually they
acquire real wisdom, or are destroyed. Whatever, they will have really lived, 'on the edge'; they will
really have achieved something with their lives. They will have inspired others. They will in some way
by their living have 'presenced' the dark forces on earth. If they survive - their rewards are their
achievements and the wisdom that awaits. If they do not survive, at least they will have done something
with their lives.

Thus does the ONA way express and exemplify Satanism in action.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Confessions: 3
(From Fenrir no. 3, yf 99)
ONA

To say the elegant lady who surprised me burgling her fifth floor apartment seduced me is only half the
truth. I was very willingly seduced.

Next morning, introductions over, she said she had asked her Prince to bring her a companion. She
served the Prince of Darkness - in her own way, without formality or groups. She knew little of what I
up till then regarded as traditional magick - the qabalistic kind. Instead, her own tradition was different,
and possibly unique. She was a dark sorceress, a modern more subtle Juliette (de Sade variety not
Shakespeare) - a binder of men, through the implements of her body and eyes.

Quite naturally, we became partners she finding a sexual thrill in house violation (and sometimes not
easily satisfied during a difficult job) and I finding through her new skills in magick - and sex of course.
We spent a few months together, one cold but often sunny Winter many years ago.

Then I made my mistake - I fell in love with her, and asked her to marry me. That night she said very
little - except with her body. But in the morning she had gone - to America, leaving me a note. And I
thought I understood women.

I tried to find her, without success and, feeling a little depressed for the first time in my life, made a vow,
left the city and got a job. Yes, the Civil Service. I always did go to extremes. The job cured my
depression - two weeks after I had started I went out for my lunch-break and did not go back, sad to lose
my new umbrella since it rained that afternoon. But the two weeks of desk-bound soul-destroying toil
had proved useful in one way - I met someone with an interest in magick whose wife was very pretty. I
kept in contact and it was not long before I did the first ritual in their house. They were being annoyed
by their neighbours and I sent a force to spread fear and anxiety. A week later, the neighbours announced
they were to move. This impressed my friends, and that night I initiated the wife (sexually of course)
who some days later initiated her husband. They converted one of their rooms into a Satanic Temple on
my instructions, and I made the wife my Priestess.

Gradually, our group grew in size, and I soon found myself running a Temple of over a dozen. Our
magick was black, and successful - who needed crime? I was given gifts, loaned a flat, met many
interesting and attractive women, and for many months this life continued until one evening, after
conducting a ritual of Initiation, I realized I was now playing the role that years ago I had despised when
it was played by the high Priest of the group of my own Initiation. I was excercising the same control
that he had and was relating the same fables to enhance my own charisma and that of the group.
Unsatisfied, I began to involve myself with violence. Violence purified, and I took to roaming the streets
with some young ruffians whose services I had used on occasion to make a new members' test of fidelity
to the Temple interesting.

Our small group had a cause and we, as a modern tribe, had many enemies so fights were easy to come
by. There was joy in these battles, in their planning: an explosion of vitality. Life was raw and real and
exciting, and this physical expression complemented my magickal life.

Then, one fateful warm summer's evening after a minor skirmish, we were suddenly surrounded by
vanloads of Police. Arrested, charged, imprisoned on remand to be finally sent to jail. This proved an
interesting experience, and |

would recommend it to all who aspire to be Adepts - once only if you're feeble of spirit. About six
months at a time is about right. You certainly - if you have any intelligence and spirit - find what is
really important to you. Anyway, I left prison with more money than I entered, having run a profitable
racket inside selling tea stolen from the stores (this was in the days before drugs became used in such
places).

I had not known, really, what freedom was until I had lost my own. My priestess and priest were glad to
see me - they had kept a group of sorts going and my first free evening coincided with a dinner they
were holding for two prospective members, a man and his wife. To cut a short story short after the meal
the wife excused herself to use the toilet, I followed and we made ecstatic love on the bathroom floor.
Well, it had been a long time, and her eyes were very inviting. I came down, talked to her husband about
magick and his only comment was: "I don't know, but I don't trust nor like you." Stupid drongo. What
could I say? Later, the Priestess came to my bed.

Life could have resumed as before: but who wants to live in their own past? And I no longer wanted to



play the role/game of 'master' despite some of its attractions. Prison had given me a new perspective and
I wanted to live, really live, on the edge. Satanism had become for me at that time a philosophy I lived
by - kill others before they kill you, but always be honourable (this part is where the toy Satanist fail)
and die rather than submit to anyone.

I wanted a cause to enable me to live this. So I found a war somewhere. It was not a large war, and was
mostly of the guerrilla kind. It became good - being close to death: the moments between were
transformed and enjoyed all the more. There was a purity about living this way with constant danger that
weaklings will never understand. Satanism despises cowards - it has always been the way of the warrior.
And I do not mean the pathetic kind that modern trendies speak about (e.g. ;chaos warriors'). I mean the
kind who really kills and whose hands have been stained by gore and blood.

My life became a kind of constant invokation to the Prince of Darkness. Instinct and spirit were
triumphant: as they are not in our present moronic society where excellence is decried and where
calculation, cowardice and sub-humanity dominate. I learnt something very valuable about my faith -
that elitist faith called Satanism. It was that it is essentially about self-excellence - defying the odds - and
not, as most assume, about being material. It meant setting yourself goals beyond the ordinary, and
achieving them, of living with style.

This learning cost me dear - I was injured, and forced to retire from the war. Even today, the effects of
that injury linger, as do the effects of what I discovered about myself and women and the world. I passed
the Abyss. But it is not for me to explain, here, what lies beyond the Abyss except to say that,
personally, I think we can create an existence for ourselves after death. The key word is create. This
existence is not given - it is not tied to any moral concept like 'sin’. It is a form of magick, indeed the
highest and most secret form. This life is, if you will, a kind of opportunity which we only have once but
most people have and do waste it. The Gate is there, but few see it and even fewer push that Gate open
and follow the path beyond. The key is the ecstasy of existence that is all I will say about the genuine
Stone of the Philosophers, which can only be produced in the crucible of blackness (i.e. Satanism).
There is no real ending to my boring life - I returned to England, a little wiser, understanding the cosmic
perspective beyond all ceremonial and results magick. This is the true understanding of the Master (and
the Mistress of Earth) - their magick is and always has been Aeonic magick, that is, changing the world.
Mostly, these individuals are hidden.

For now, I am half content - contentment should come only near death (if then). The moral of my
wanderings (if there is one) is; if you dare, learn by yourself by going to extremes; if you cannot do this
because somehow you are still not free, then find someone who has gone that way before you and let
them guide you. Only guide you, mind. You should be guided only into experience - for experience is
the fire that purifies and creates.

You may meet me, one day - but will not know me, unless I wish it. For [ have many faces which I show
to the world, and even those who profess to be 'adepts' and 'masters' I can fool - because, unlike me, they
are not natural. And, yes, in case you are wondering, I am human - having fallen in love while I lay
injured and near death. Every Master needs a loving Mistress, after all herein are riddles which only the
wise will see.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Dark Pathworking: Satanas

Atu VII - AZOTH

"The Menstruum — the Sinister aspect implicit within the ‘homogenous metallic water’: the explosive
factor in the delicate balancing of life-enhancing elements. Change by adversity — the ‘Accuser’. The
brutal realities that threaten to devour the abstract, the romantic. Insight and control via the
understanding of the Primal — or destruction by it."

Clothed in black I entered the chamber, intent to invoke a destructive energy I knew could overcome me
in an equally destructive way. The intent filled my very being with an anxiousness that should have
seemed out of place. But there was a feeling of glory to what I would do — a feeling that would surely
come back to me time and time again as I’d venture into the Dark deeds that presence, and create, Satan.
I gave flame to the candles, and breathed deeply, slowly, for some minutes — knowing I must first relax
and become content with my surroundings, before I once again ventured to that gate. The Quartz
Tetrahedron the altar bore I could tell was pulsing with the Dark. It was one part of a Nexion, slowly
being formed between it, I, and the chants I have sung to lure Dark Gods. These Gods I knew, as
invoked to intrude upon my consciousness, could cause much unrest, even terror. But such an intrusion,
obtainable it seems in only a small way — when compared to the utter terror and chaos which in essence
are these Dark Gods, is an important element to achieving the balance one seeks. The Dark Gods
embody the spirit of life, and give it the Acausal Charge implicit in any conscious being. Once the Dark
Gods intruded upon our Causal world, and caused the terror, unrest, and destructiveness which forced
the evolution of our species by way of increasing our consciousness. This is what I aim to achieve,
individually. Not simply to further open the Nexion in me, but to draw forth that blackened essence of
being, so that I may advance my own consciousness, survive the terror, and move one step closer to the
balance of Causal/Acausal I will eventually be. I seek to become.

As I began the vocal vibrations — "Sa-tan-as" — I kept awareness as to my surroundings, and attuned my
focus to drawing forth the Sinister element of both destructive and creative force; that which I know to
be Satanas. As I completed the vibrations, which bond me to my Tetrahedron in an inexplicable way, I
experienced a coldness of being. Or would it be better described as non-being? I had become slightly
detached from where I stood, and continued the rite. I began a slow dance, repeatedly chanting
"Satanas", whilst increasing in speed. The dance spiraled inward to where I draw Satanas’ presence, and
where I eventually collapsed, exhausted and becoming separate from my physical self. I lay breathing
deeply, not obscuring or consciously directing anything which might take place. I aimed to relax, and
begin to let the visions that would be used as communication to consciousness come through.

The visions were elusive, but the feelings were not. Coldness took hold of the chamber, and Satanas
began to elusively take hold of the emptiness. I found myself in a struggle, for I was entrenched in a sort
of chaos which I could make no sense of. Reason was evasive, understanding was beyond reach. All I
could apprehend was being lost, not knowing which way to turn, or to turn at all. The figure in the Atu
mutated, and began to give form to the energy. But this happened not within the Atu itself, but rather
inside me, outside of me, in front of me, around me.

My body weakened, and exhaustion gripped firmly as I struggled to retain the strength to stand and
complete the rite. I was not being drained, as some might take it. But rather I was experiencing a realm
in which my consciousness was hitherto unaware. It was an intrusion which I unknowingly desired to be
harsh. And the harsher the better, so long as I retained the ability to move on. The exhaustion I
experienced during the dance had not lasted, as it was merely a result of frenzy. But with Satanas,
quickly came a deeper felt exhaustion, not only one of the body, but one of the spirit.

Afterward, my perception detached. This feeling of detachment, and the exhaustion which accompanied
it, would last longer than twenty-four hours after completion of the rite. This detachment however, was
not an ignorance to the causal world of our existence, but rather an awareness of the forces at work
behind it. Such exhaustion, I felt, was a painfully mocking result — but all I could do was to smile at this,
for it is a small price to pay for what I seek, and I will undoubtedly experience worse. Worse perhaps,
but not without that glory I had felt beginning this — a glory which did not subside.

Thornian, ONA.
[The preceding was adapted from the notes in my Magickal diary depicting my experiences with the



Tree of Wyrd and the Septenary Tradition: Hebdomandry. — Thornian.]
- Order of Nine Angles -



Darkness Is My Friend:
The True Meaning of the Sinister Way
ONA, 107yf.

Contrary to a current and growing misconception, the Sinister Way (and Sinister Magick) involves practical acts of
darkness, of heresy, of chaos - involving such things as human sacrifice. The Sinister Way does not simply involve
the study of folk-traditions, of myths, of magick, of esoteric subjects, as it does not just involve individuals or
groups experiencing (or claiming they have experienced) a certain "atmosphere" in certain "surroundings" which
they or others believe or assume to be "sinister". Furthermore, the Sinister Way means the wholehearted acceptance,
by the Sinister Initiate and Adept, of that particular way of living which has for centuries been called "Satanic".
The Sinister Way is still intrinsically Satanic because the Satanic archetype/mythos/image - the very Being, or life,
which has been named Satan - still exists, still lives, and is still a becoming. This is so because this Being is part of
the present civilization, and its Aeon, which still exists, and which will exist for several more centuries, albeit
toward its decline and end. This Being is the ethos of Heresy for this present civilization of ours - the presencing of
the Dark, the Sinister, and thus a practical manifestation, in the world, of the workings of the sinister dialectic: a
means to bring change, imbue life, and initiate further evolution. Those who do not understand this, quite simply do
not understand Aeons and the sinister dialectic itself.

However, it needs to be further understood that the acausal energies of the next Aeon, which will give rise to a new
civilization centuries after, are already becoming manifest, partly through the work of esoteric groups who,
knowingly or unknowingly, are nexions for the new energies waiting to be unleashed upon this world of ours. The
Sinister ethos of this new Aeon is an apprehension of the acausal - the Sinister - itself. This apprehension is beyond
a descriptive word or words, beyond a name and even beyond an archetypal image. It is initially - for the first
century or so - a numinous symbol. This is because this new manifestation of the Sinister is a new type of Being, a
new type of life presenced on this planet of ours, and presenced by our very lives, as human beings - and will thus
go with us, and be manifest, wherever we go beyond the confines of this planet we call Earth. And yet this new
manifestation, this new ethos, incorporates what will then be the "old" archetypal image of Satan - in the simplistic
allegorical sense, the new type of Being will be the child or children of Satan, grown to maturity; a child or children
born from the symbiosis with those Sinister Adepts existing now or in the near future.

Thus to scorn and reject what now is, presenced as the Satanic, is to reject what is yet to be - and thus it is to reject
that which alone ensures the creation of the next civilization, its Galactic Empire and the new higher race of human
beings we through our lives, our magick and our deeds, desire to create.

The reality of the present (and the next fifty to an hundred years or so) is that the majority need to be changed; they
need to become human - and thus develope the potential latent within most. Only by such a change - in more that a
few Initiates or Adepts - can the next civilization arise. It will not just "happen" - it has to be created, constructed,
and controlled by Sinister Adepts who know what they are doing. The change that is necessary means that there
must be a culling, or many cullings, which remove the worthless and those detrimental to further evolution. To
change, the majority must be provoked into changing. This means them experiencing, confronting the shadows
within and the shadows without; thus must the Sinister be made manifest for them, and in them. This requires
Sinister Initiates and Sinister Adepts "to presence the dark". Furthermore, the causal structures the majority rely on,
such as societies, need to be changed, via the creative/sinister dialectic, and thus by such dark presencing. In these
things, the Being which is Satan is important, and vital - a valid apprehension for the majority, and their means of
change through provokation, heresy and direct presencing of the Sinister.

At the same time, the new Aeonic apprehension which is arising among Adepts must be nurtured, and expanded. As
mentioned above, this new apprehension is even now being born from the one which still is. In Initiate (and
exoteric) terms, this new apprehension is an understanding of Satan as one of the Dark Gods (or even as the Father
of the Dark Gods) and a further understanding of the Dark Gods themselves as chaotic, primal, sinister entities
which provoke, create, cause change and evolution, and without which evolution is impossible. In esoteric (and
Adept) terms, this new apprehension is an understanding of the Dark Gods as causal manifestations, a presencing, of
acausal energy - and a further understanding of how such acausal energy is the very life, the very Being, of both us
as human beings, and of the cosmos itself.

Esoteric Groups and the Immediate Future

At this precise moment in our own human evolution, Sinister esoteric groups are in a unique position - capable of
rationally understanding Aeonic processes, and poised between the birth of a new Aeon, and the end and destruction
of the old.

The new Aeon means a new, and higher, Galactic civilization - several centuries after the energies of the new Aeon
first become manifest and are presenced, via new nexions. The decline and ending of the current Aeon means the



establishment of a new and expanding physical Empire: a New Order which is the last and most glorious
manifestation of the genuine spirit, or ethos, of the old Aeon. Sinister esoteric groups must understand such things as
these, and then act upon that understanding, esoterically and exoterically.

Thus they must understand that for the next higher civilization to arise - created by and imbued with the energies of
the new Aeon - our present societies must change or be changed. The Faustian/Promethean (or more correctly, the
Satanic) Destiny of this current civilization must be returned, and the present cultural disease affecting this
civilization cured, with the excision of the parasites sucking the life-blood of this civilization - for only this returning
of Destiny will enable the Empire to be created, and only this Empire will breed in sufficient numbers the new type
of individual required to create, build and expand the entirely new Galactic civilization and Galactic Empire which
will arise from the eventual decline of the old Promethean/Faustian Empire.

Hence there are three main tasks for Sinister esoteric groups. (1) To provoke or cause, through both practical and
magickal means, the destruction, the Ragnorak, which is necessary now to build a New Order from the diseased
society of the present, and regain the ethos, the Destiny, which is necessary to inspire the creation of such a New
Order. (2) To presence the Sinister energies of the new Aeon in particular places and through new living nexions. (3)
To cause at least some of the now sub-human majority of our species to change, to evolve. This change can be
achieved in two ways: (a) by presencing the dark which now is (Satan) and presencing the dark which can and will
be (the primal cosmic acausal - "the Dark Gods"); and (b) by individuals following the Seven-Fold Sinister Way to
Adeptship and beyond.



Deofel Quartet Volume I
By
Anton Long
ONA
Falcifer - Lord of Darkness

Prologue

The chant rose towards its demonic climax:

Agios o Atazoth! Suscipe, Satanas, munus quod tibi offerimus...

There was no wind on the high hill to snatch the chanted words away, and the naked dancers twirled
faster and faster around the altar under the moonlit sky of night, frenzied from their dance and by the
insistent beat of the tabors.

The two red-robed cantors sang their Satanic chant to its end while, nearby, Tanith the Mistress, as the
elder prophetess, uttered words for her Grand Master to hear: "From the Circle of Arcadia he shall come
bearing the gift of his youth as sacrifice and key to open the Gate to our gods..."

Swiftly then to the ground the circling dancers fell almost exhausted: ruddied by Bacchus the Great and
the force of the dance as, around the altar on which Tanith writhed, the orgy of lust began...

I

The room was dark, although the candles on the altar had been lit, and Conrad could dimly see the
witches preparing for the ritual. Their High Priestess wore a scarlet robe and came toward him, her bare
feet avoiding the circle painted on the floor and the bowls of incense which not only filled the room with
a sweet smelling perfume but also added to its darkness.

"Please", she said to him, pressing his hand with hers before re-arranging her long hair so it fell around
her shoulders, "do try and relax."

Then she was moving around the room, dispensing final directions to the members of her coven. It all
seemed rather boring and devoid of real magick to Conrad and he began to regret his acceptance. He felt
uncomfortable dressed in a suit while the other wore robes.

"Nigel!" he heard the Priestess shout, please do not place our book on the floor!" She retrieved her copy
of the Book of Shadows and placed it on the altar before ringing the small altar bell. "Let us begin." she
said.

She stood in the centre of the circle, the four men and two women around her, raising her hands
dramatically before intoning her chant.

"Darksome night and shining moon, harken to our Wiccan rune. East then South then West then North,
harken to our calling forth..."

She was twirling round, and beneath her thin robe, Conrad could see her breasts. He found her sexually
alluring, and followed her movements intently. Perhaps, he thought, it would not be so boring after all...
suddenly, the candles flickered and spluttered. There was no breeze as cause and the sudden darkness
was unexpected. Conrad could sense the High Priestess near him but his groping hand could not find her
body.

"What is it?" he heard a nervous male voice ask.

The incense became thicker, and several of the coven coughed.

"There is nothing wrong - really!" came the confident voice of the Priestess. "Nigel - do light the candles
again."

Nobody moved. A light appeared above the altar, red and circular. It began to pulse before moving up to
swoop down and burn one of the coven. The victim fell screaming to the ground while the light moved
to rest above Conrad's head, suffusing him with its glow.

He could see the High Priestess frantically making passes in the air with her hands and mumbling
"Avante Satanas!" as she did so. But her words and gestures had no effect on him, for she was only an
ineffectual Priestess of the Right Hand Path while he knew in that moment he was chosen.

Then the pulsing light was gone, and the candles once more lit the room.

"The lights! Will someone turn on the lights!" Her voice was strained, and Conrad smiled.

The coven gathered behind her in their protective circle as if for comfort. "Go, please go," she asked
him. "You are no longer welcome here. I sense evil."

"Yes," Conrad replied, "I will go. But I will return." He stepped toward her and kissed her lips but she
drew away. "You are very beautiful," he said, "and are wasted here."



The coldness outside the house refreshed him so that he remembered he had forgotten his coat and that a
number 65C bus would bus would take him back to his University. The sodium lit streets seemed to
possess an eerie beauty in the darkness if winter and he walked slowly along them, his sense of the
power he had felt was a vague yet disturbing unease.

A bus disgorged him near the campus and he wandered along the concrete paths that entwined the
University without noticing the man following him. He recalled Neil's challenge to his skepticism about
witchcraft and magick, the invitation his friend had quickly arranged to the coven meeting and his own
laughter. It would be interesting, he had thought, and he would watch with scientific detachment while
the simple souls indulged their sexual fantasies under cover of the Occult.

Several times he stopped as he remembered the sensual beauty of the High Priestess, the rich fragrance
of the incense, his kiss, and several times he turned around, intent on returning to her house. But the
power, the arrogant assurance, he had felt in her house as the strange light suffused him with it's glow
was gone, and he was only a first year Undergraduate studying science, awkward and shy with women.
Instead, he walked to the house near the campus which Neil shared with some other students. Neil was
pleased to see him. They sat in his room while in the house loud music played.

"You're back early," Neil said, and smiled.

Conrad wasted no time on trivialities. "I want you to tell me about magick."

"You're seriously interested, then?"

Conrad thought of the High Priestess, her voluptuous body, and said, "Yes!"

"Well, as you know, I have some little interest in, and knowledge of, the subject."

"So - the aim of the sorcerer is to control those forces or powers which are Occult or hidden from our
everyday perception?"

Neil seemed surprised. "Yes, exactly. Have you been reading up on the subject?"

"NO.”

"Then how - "

Conrad shrugged his shoulders. "It was an obvious and logical deduction."”

Neil smiled. His own background was artistic, his home the city and port from which the University
derived its name, and he had met the gaunt-faced Conrad a month before while distributing leaflets on
campus. Conrad had read the proffered document and, in the discussion that followed, demolished its
content logically and effectively. The earnest young man, dressed in a suit in contrast to the casual
clothes of all the other students, had impressed him.

"Basically," Neil said, "magick symbolizes the various forces, sometimes in terms of gods, goddesses or
demons, and sometimes in purely symbolic forms. Knowledge of such symbolism forms the basis of
controlling them - according to the desire or will of the sorcerer."

"T see."

"Of course, some people believe such entities - gods, demons and so on - exist in reality, external to us.
Others believe such forms are really only part of our sub-conscious and our unconscious. In practical
terms, it does not matter which: the means of gaining control are essentially the same."

"So, where is all this symbolism?" He pointed at the rows of books in the room.

Neil handed him one. "That gives the essentials of ceremonial magick. It is based on what most
Occultists believe is the Western tradition of magick."

Conrad glanced through the book. "Which is?"

"The Qabalistic. The Occult world and the forces within it are represented by what is called the Tree of
Life which consists of ten stages or sephira. Each sephira corresponds to certain things in the world -
human, divine, and of course demonic."

Conrad looked directly at him. "Most Occultists, you say? Then what do you believe?"

Neil was not surprised by Conrad's insight. "There is another tradition - a secret one."

"Which is?"

"It has many names."

"I'm sure. Are you going to tell me or not?"

"I have only heard of it second-hand so to speak. It is a sinister tradition - some would say Satanic. It is
based on a division of seven as against the gabalistic ten. Hence one of it's names - the septenary
system."

"And you have details of this system?"

"T know some people who know a group who use it."

"And through such a magickal system one could obtain one's desire?"



"It is possible, yes."

"Then when can I meet them - these Black Magickians?"

1T

"So you are the Black Magickian I have heard so much about?" Conrad gave the man a disdainful look
before sitting in the proffered chair.

The room, like them, was not impressive. Dreary paintings hung from drab walls and a human skull lay
atop a pile of paperback books containing horror stories.

"Some call me a Black Magickian." The man was dressed in black and wore a medallion around his neck
bearing the symbol of the inverted pentagram. "Your friend Mr. Stanford informed me of your interest in
the Black Arts. There are rumours about you."

"Is that so?"

"Why have you come here?" the man asked.

"You hold certain meetings."

"Possibly."

"Meetings which attract a good many people."

"Sometimes."

"One of which will be held here, tonight."

"For a neophyte you are exceptionally well informed."

Conrad smiled it had taken Neil only a week to arrange the meeting, and he used the time well. "I wish
to attend the ritual."

"You must understand," the man said, "we have certain procedures. For those who want to become
Initiates. A testing period."

"Quite so. But you would not have agreed to see me this evening at this hour if it was not your intention
to allow me to attend."

As if to reflect on his answer, the man lit a small cigar, allowing its smoke to billow round him. "You
may attend the first part of the ritual. The second is, I'm afraid, for Initiates only. And then, afterwards,
should you wish, we shall talk further about the matter." He stood up. "Come, you must meet some of
our members."

He was led into a back-room of the spacious house. The windows were covered with long black drapes
and the walls were painted red. A large wooden table, covered with a black cloth, served as the altar
upon which were lighted black candles, a sword, several daggers, silver cups and chalices. In one corner
of the room stood an almost life-size statue of a naked woman in an indecent posture, reminding him of a
Sheila-na-gig. Around the altar the members had gathered in black robes, but they did not speak to him
and he was left to stand in his suit by the door while the magickian walked toward the altar. He took up
the sword, struck it against the dagger, saying 'Hail Satan, Prince of Darkness!'

The congregation echoed his words, raising their arms dramatically while he removed the robe from a
young woman before helping her to lie naked on the altar. She was smiling as she lay, her taut conical
breasts rising and falling in rhythm with her breathing and Conrad watched her intently.

One by one the congregation came forwards to kiss her lips.

The magickian kissed her last, turning to face his congregation saying. "I will go down to the altars in
Hell."

They responded. "To Satan, the giver of ecstasy."

"Let us praise our Prince."

"Our Father which wert in heaven, hallowed be thy name, in heaven as it is here on Earth. Give us this
day our ecstasy and desires and deliver us to evil as well as temptation for we are your kingdom for
aeons and aeons!"

The magickian inscribed in the air with his left forefinger the sign of the inverted pentagram, before
saying, "May Satan be with you."

"As he is with you."

"Let us affirm our faith."

In union, they pronounced their Satanic creed. "I believe in one Prince, Satan, who reigns over this Earth
and in one Law, Chaos, which triumphs over all. And I believe in one Temple, our Temple to Satan, and
in one Word which triumphs over all: the Word of Ecstasy! And I believe in the Law of this Aeon which
is Sacrifice, and in the letting of blood for which I shed no tears. Since I give praise to my Prince the
fire-giver and provider as I look forward to his reign and the pleasures to come in this life!"

The congregation continued their litanies in a similar vein while the magickian made passes in the air



with his hands over the body of the woman upon the altar. He was chanting something, but Conrad could
not hear what it was, and he watched as the magickian raised a chalice over the woman, deliberately
spilling some of the wine it contained over her body. He showed the chalice to the congregation before
placing it between the woman's thighs. Then one of the congregation came forward to stand by the altar
and chant.

"I who am mother of harlots and queen of the Earth: whose name is written by the agony of the falsifier
Yeshua upon the cross, I am come to pay homage to thee!" She kissed the woman upon the altar.

Then there was something in her hand which Conrad could not see, but she too made passes with her
hands over the naked woman, chanting while she did so. She held up to the congregation what Conrad
assumed to be a host.

"Behold," she said, "the dirt of the Earth which the humble shall eat!"

She laughed, the congregation laughed, and then she threw the host, and others which she held, at the
congregation who trampled them under their feet. "Give me," she said to the woman upon the altar,
"your body and your blood which I shall give to him as a gift to our Prince!"

The magickian was beside her as the woman on the altar raised her legs into the air. But two of the
congregation ushered Conrad from the room. Outside a woman waited.

"I am called Tanith - at least here!"

Conrad stared at her. Her grey hair was cut short, accentuating her features and her clothes were a
stunning blend of indigo and violet. There was beauty in her mature features and a sexuality evident in
her eyes. "I'm sorry?" Conrad said.

"Come, let us talk."

She led him to a comfortable room where a warming fire had been lit, deliberately sitting close to him.
"Your impressions of the ritual," she asked directly.

He had recovered sufficient to say, "Too much pomp and not enough circumstance."

"Humour, as well. A most pleasing combination! What is it that you seek?"

"Knowledge."

"Like Faust? Do you also wish to sell your soul to the Devil?"

"I do not believe there is a soul or a Devil to sell it to."

"And what you have seen, here tonight? Is it what you are seeking?"

He had felt there was no real magickal power in the ritual, no mystery to enthrall, nothing numinous to
attract him. There had been only the trappings of sex and what had seemed almost a boredom in the
satanic invokations, and he had begun to realize as he watched and waited that he wanted something
more than sex. He desired a return of the power he had felt a week ago at the beginning of the wiccan
rite. The satanic ritual had disappointed him - but Tanith intrigued him.

"I must admit," he said, "I was disappointed."”

"But I interest you."

"I - n

"Why be embarrassed? It is a perfectly natural feeling." She smiled, and moistened her lips with her
tongue. "But first to other matters. I could introduce you to a Master who could instruct you. For you,
like everyone need to learn. Are you prepared to learn?"

"From someone I can respect."

"Unlike our friend Sanders tonight."

"Yes - unlike him." It was Conrad's turn to smile. Tanith's perfume seemed exotic to him, and he found it
difficult to avoid looking at her breasts, partly exposed by the folds of her unusual clothes. "So this
evening's entertainment was just a charade?"

"How acute of you! And such hidden talents. But not a charade, exactly."

"An inducement?"

"For some: those lacking your talents." She leant toward him. "Tomorrow, you shall meet the person you
are seeking. There will be a price to pay, though."

Conrad was dismayed. "I have no money."

"I was not thinking of money."

"What then?"

"Such innocence!" She leant closer, so close he could feel her breath upon his face and see the fine lines
around her eyes. Then she was kissing him. He was so surprised he moved away.

Suddenly, she understood. "You've never done this before, have you?" She touched his face gently with
her hand. "Well, I'd better make it memorable then."



Outside, in the darkness, it had begun to snow.

I

Conrad lay in his bed a long time. Dawn was breaking, but he possessed no desire roe rise quickly and
run, as had been his habit for years, five or more miles before his breakfast whatever the weather.
Neither did the prospect of lectures excite him any more. Instead, he felt languid and satiated. Tanith had
taken him to a bedroom in the house wherein their passion had flowed to ebb slowly in the hours after
midnight. Her departure was sudden, the house empty, and he was left to walk back to his own college
room through the snow-covered streets of the city, happy and pleased with himself.

He was still thinking about Tanith when someone knocked on the door of his room. He dressed hastily.
"Conrad Robury?" asked the tall well-dressed man.

Conrad was suspicious, for the man kept nervously glancing around. "Who wants to know?"

"I'm Fitten. Paul Fitten. You are in danger. Grave danger!" He gestured toward the briefcase in his hand.
"It's all in here. If only you will listen. Please, I must talk with you."

"About what?"

"Those Satanists! They want to make you their opfer! You are in danger! I do not have much time.
Look," and he opened the briefcase, "study these books, please. Take them."

Reluctantly, Conrad took them.

"They are after me," Fitten said, glancing around. "They want to stop me, you see. Read the books, it is
all in there. I shall call again. But they are coming - I sense them coming near. I must go now! Here, my
address." He gave Conrad a printed card. "We must talk soon."

Fitten rushed along the corridor and down the stairs.

Alone again, Conrad sat at his desk to study the books, curious about them. The first book was entitled
'Falcifer - The Curse of Our Age' and was printed on shoddy paper in a small and unusual typeface. The
title page bore no details of the publisher only the words 'Benares, Year of Our Lord Nineteen Hundred
and Twenty Three' and the author's name, R. Mehta.

'Falcifer,' the book began, 'is the name they have chosen. Working in secret, even now they are planning
his coming. He is the spawn of Chaos, the leader of those dark gods which even Satan himself fears. For
centuries his secret disciples have deceived us and are deceiving us still, for he is not the Beast...'
"Darling," Conrad heard a voice behind him say, "are you ready?"

Tanith came forward and kissed him. "Come, leave your books - I have need of you."

The invitation pleased Conrad, and he forgot about the books, Fitten and everything else. Only Tanith
was real, and he surrendered himself to his passion. Afterwards, she dressed herself quickly saying, "We
must go. The Master is waiting."

"Of course."

She touched the three books Fitten had bought and, one after the other, they disintegrated into dust.
"The books! - " Conrad began.

"They are not important. We must go now." She threw him his clothes.

He walked beside her, surprised but pleased when a chauffeur ushered them into the luxury of the
waiting car. Several students turned to look, and Conrad was secretly proud.

The car took them from the city and along country roads to the tree-lined and long driveway of an
impressive house. A fierce looking and very tall man with the build of a wrestler opened the car door,
and Conrad followed Tanith up the steps of the house and into the hall. He was led through doors and
elegantly furnished passageways to a verandah where a man sat reading.

"Welcome," the man said, and indicated the chair beside him. "Welcome Conrad Robury. You are most
welcome in my house."

Tanith shut the door to leave them in the cold outside air.

"Come, sit beside me," the man said

His beard was neatly trimmed, his dark clothes thin and seemingly unsuitable to the weather. His voice
had a musical quality with a veiled accent that Conrad could not identify, but it was his eyes which
impressed Conrad most.

"You wish to learn?"

"Yes," Conrad replied, shivering from the cold, although he tried not to show it.

The man smiled. "I am called Aris - at least here! Tell me, Conrad, is it a return of the feeling which you
felt after a certain - how shall we say? - well-endowed lady began her wiccan ritual?"

Conrad was amazed at the man's knowledge of his inner feelings.

"Perhaps," Aris continued, "you are beginning to understand that it was not change that brought you



here. Perhaps, also, you are beginning to realize that you may have found what - or should I say whom -
you are seeking. Do you, then, wish to learn from me the Art whose secrets you believe I know?"
||Yes.ll

"And you wish Initiation?"

"Yes I do."

"You have a special Destiny to fulfill - and I shall guide you toward the fulfillment of that Destiny. Are
you then prepared to accept whatever conditions I may make?"

"Yes."

"You appear unsure - which is good. It is only fitting that you are apprehensive. Our path is difficult and
is only for those who dare. The ritual of your Initiation will take place soon, and afterwards you will
begin to study our way. but you should understand that, as from yesterday, your experiences are
formative and part of your quest - it is for you to understand them."

It had begun to snow again, and Conrad was shivering from the cold despite the elation he felt at being
accepted. There was a knock on the door that led to the verandah, and Aris the Master smiled.

"Enter!" he said.

Tanith entered and Aris rose to greet her with a kiss. "You have met my wife, of course." he said to
Conrad.

"Your wife?" Conrad said as he also stood, suddenly warmed by the shock.

"Yes, darling!" Tanith said, and kissed Conrad's face.

Conrad was perplexed but the Master said, "See, how profitably you have spent the last twelve hours.
Already you are beginning to learn. You see, I know what has occurred between you and Tanith." He
laughed. "There are no Nazarene ethics here!"

"In fact," Tanith added, "no ethics at all!"

"Come, Conrad, I have a present for you: a gift of your Initiation."

It was a somewhat dazed Conrad who followed Aris to another room. On a couch, a dwarf with a
pugnacious face was apparently asleep.

"Conrad Robury, meet Mador your guide."

At the sound of his name, Mador sprang up, did a somersault and landed near Conrad where he gave a
mock bow.

"Charmed, I'm sure!" he said.

"A word of warning - he is a fool," Aris said.

"Bah!" Mador replied. "Ignore him - he's a liar!"

"Show Conrad the house," Aris said.

"Yes, Master," replied Mador, bowing and winking at Conrad.

Aris left them alone. "You are Conrad," Mador said. "Well, I shall call you - Professor! Come!"

The passage that led away from the room was long, adorned with oil paintings and antique furniture. He
was shown a small laboratory, the library, the many bedrooms on the floor above, each decorated and
furnished differently. Some seemed luxurious, others austere and a few quite bizarre with walls like
trapezoids and no windows. The gardens around the house were large with well-tended lawns and Mador
pointed to the dense wood that formed their boundary at the rear.

"Not at night," he said breaking the silence between them and shaking his head, "not alone."

"Why not?"

Mador ignored the question. "The cellars! I forgot the cellars!" And he hit himself on the head.

The door to the cellars was locked, and Mador kicked it in anger.

"What does Aris do?" Conrad asked.

"The Master? Do?" replied Mador perplexed. "Why, he is a Magickian!" he cupped his hand to his ear,
listening. "Come Professor. It is time. Yes, it is time!"

"For what?"

"For the Professor. She is calling me."

Mador led him to a dining room. "She waits," he said indicating the door, and left him. Tanith was in the
room, seated at the table where only two places were laid.

"Sit, here beside me," she said to him.

"Won't your husband be joining us?"

"The Master? Why, no!" She rang the silver hand bell.

A maid came to serve the hors d'oeurve. Conrad thought her very pretty, but she refused to look at him.
"Did you enjoy your tour?" Tanith asked him as she elegantly devoured her melon.



"Yes - and no."

"Why no?"

"T was still thinking - about you and me and your husband."

"We are different, as you are learning."

"So he does not mind?"

She smiled. "What do you think?"

"I think I'm beginning to understand."

"Excellent! You will be staying here, with us, of course for the next week, few weeks or whatever."
"I had not though about it. My studies - "

"They are more important to you than the goal you seek? Than the pleasure you find with me?"

"Of course not."

"Whatever belongings you wish to have around you will of course be brought here from your present
lodgings."

"And if I didn't want to stay?"

"You are free to go any time." She rang the bell, waiting until the maid completed her duties before
speaking again. "However, should you leave - there can be no returning."

"I see."

For some time they ate in silence. "How long might my stay be?" he finally asked.

"However long it takes."

"A test of my desire for Initiation?"

Tanith smiled. "Possibly. Do try the wine, an excellent year. Or so I am told."

"I don't drink alcoholic substances."

"Really? How extraordinary!" She drank from her own glass. "Judging by last night and this morning
you do not seem like a Buddhist to me."

"It be-clouds the senses?"

"Buddhism?"

"No - wine and other such beverages."

"Or relaxes them!" She raised her own glass. "To Bacchus the Great!" The glass was soon empty. "I
suppose," she said lasciviously, "the cultivation by you of one vice at a time is sufficient - for the
moment!"

Conrad sighed. He felt he was being manipulated to some extent; but he also felt he did not care. His
memory of his passion with Tanith was strong.

"Can I see you tonight?" he asked. "I mean - "

"I know what you mean," she said softly. "I'm sure it can be arranged. Such youthful vigour!" She closed
her eyes. "To paraphrase a certain French author - 'The pleasures of vice must not be restrained." She
rang the bell again. "You will have a rather full afternoon and evening, I understand."

"Doing what?"

"Oh, various things. You have not eaten very much."

"Bit excited, I suppose."

"Coffee?"

"Yes, please."

The maid returned to whisper into Tanith's ear. "Come," Tanith said to him.

By the outside door in the hall, the wrestler stood holding a man by the arms. Conrad recognized him. It
was Fitten.

"Alright, Gedor," Tanith said.

The wrestler nodded his head and released Fitten.

"You must get away!" Fitten shouted at Conrad. "They are cursed! They want you as their - "

Tanith gestured with her hand and Gedor's fist knocked Fitten over, bloodying his face. Conrad saw
Tanith smile.

"Escort him away," she said to Gedor, "and lock the gates."

She closed the door. "Fitten will not bother us again."

"You know him then?" Conrad asked, surprised.

"Yes, we know him. He calls himself a White Magickian. Runs a group of sorts in the city. You are in
demand, it seems."

"Must be my natural charm!"

She did not respond. Instead her eyes betrayed no emotion.



"The Master awaits you. In the library. Go now." She turned and walked away.

In the library Conrad could see no one. The room was dim, and he was about to open one of the shutters
that had been closed over the windows when he heard a voice behind him.

"Be seated," it said.

He saw no one, but sat at the table. Behind him he heard footsteps.

"Do not look round," the voice like that of the Master said.

"Your Initiation will be tonight. Are you prepared?"

He was not, but did not want to say so. "Yes," he lied, trying to convince himself.

"After the ritual of your Initiation there will be a task for you to complete. But now you must meditate".
The sudden blow enfolded Conrad in darkness.

IV

Conrad awoke in darkness. His neck ached, and he was lying on a hard surface. on both sides he felt a
cold, rough wall. The mortar between the bricks crumbles as his fingers touched it. No sounds reached
him, and the steel door that sealed him in the cell would not open.

He lay for a long time, thinking about his life, Tanith, the Master and the Satanic group to which he
assumed they belonged. Once and once only he felt afraid, but the fear soon passed as he remembered
how Neil has spoken of the tests of Initiation. The darkness and the silence soon worked their magick
upon him, and he fell asleep.

The loud click awoke him, and he rose to see the door swing slowly open, spreading a diffuse light into
he cell. He waited, but no one came. Outside, stone steps led up along a narrow passageway and he
climbed them slowly. The passage led to a circular room whose light was emanating from a sphere upon
a plinth in the centre and, as he stood watching the light pulse in intensity and change slightly in colour,
he felt the room begin to turn. Was he being deceived - or was the room really turning? He could hear a
distant, sombre chant and smell a rich incense, and was surprised when the movement stopped and what
he thought had been a wall part to reveal a large chamber below.

Steps led down to where black robed figures stood around a stone altar. The Master was there, and
Tanith, clothed in white, and she gestured to him. Somewhere, drums beat and cantors sand a mesmeric
chant in a language unknown to Conrad. Tanith was smiling, and he walked down and toward her.
"You," Aris the Master said to him in a voice that was almost chanting, "have come here, nameless, to
receive that Initiation given to all who desire the greatness of gods!"

Two figures whose faces were hidden by the hoods of their robes came forward to hold Conrad and
roughly strip him until he was naked.

"You have come," Aris was saying, "to seal with an oath your allegiance to me, your Mistress here, and
all the members of this our Satanic Temple."

Tanith came toward him, and kissed him on the lips. "I greet you," she said, "in the name of our Prince!
Let the Dark Gods and His legions witness this rite!" She turned to the congregation. "Dance, I
command you!! And with the beating of your feet raise the legions of our lord!"

The Master was chanting something, but Conrad could not understand it.

"Drink!" Tanith said to Conrad, offering him a silver chalice.

He did, draining the wine until the chalice was empty.

"Gather round, my children," Tanith said, and the congregation obeyed to enclose Conrad in their circle,
"and feel the flesh of our gift!"

They came towards him, smiling, and ran their hands over his flesh. Conrad was embarrassed, but tried
not to show it. One of the congregation was a young woman and she stood for what seemed a long time
in front of him so he could see her face enclosed within the hood of her robe. He thought her beautiful,
and she ran her hands over his shoulders, chest and thighs before caressing his penis, smiling as he
became erect. Then she was gone, enclosed again within the circle of dancers and he found himself held
by strong hands and blindfolded.

He could hear Tanith's voice, the chant, and the dancers as they moved around him.

"We rejoice,”" Tanith was saying, "that another one comes to seed us with his blood and his gifts. We, kin
of Chaos, welcome you the nameless. You are the riddle and I an answer and a beginning of your quest.
For in the beginning was sacrifice. We have words to bind you through all time to us for in your
beginnings, we were. Before you - we have been. After you - we will be. Before us - They who are never
named. After us - They will still be. And you, through this rite, shall be of us, bound, as we are bound by
Them. We the fair who garb ourselves in black through Them possess this rock we call this Earth."



Then the Master was before him. "Do you accept the law as decreed by us?"

"Yes, I do," Conrad answered.

"Do you bind yourself, with word and deed and thoughts to us the seed of Satan without fear or dread?"
"YeSH

"Then understand that the breaking of your word is the beginning of our wrath! See him! Hear him!
Know him!"

The dancers stopped, and gathered again round Conrad to briefly touch him.

"So you," the Master said "renounce the Nazarene, Yeshua, the great deceiver, and all his works?"
"Yes, [ do."

"Say it!"

"I renounce the Nazarene, Yeshua, the great deceiver and all his works!"

"Do you affirm Satan?"

"I do affirm Satan."

"Satan - whose word is Chaos?"

"Satan - whose word is Chaos!"

"Then break this symbol which we detest!"

A wooden cross was thrust into his hands, and he broke it before throwing the pieces to the ground.
"Now receive," the Master continued, "as a symbol of your faith and a sign of your oath this sigil of
Satan."

Tanith gave the Master a small phial of aromatic oil, and with the oil Aris traced the sign of the inverted
pentagram on Conrad's forehead, chanting 'Agios o Satanas!' as he did so. Aris held Conrad's arm while
with a sharp knife Tanith cut Conrad's thumb, drawing blood which she spread over her forefinger to
draw the sigil of the Temple over his hear.

"By the powers we as Master and Mistress wield, these signs shall always be a part of you: an auric
symbol to mark you as a disciple of our Prince!"

"Now you must be taught," he heard Tanith's voice say, "the wisdom of our way!"

Two of the congregation came forward and forced him to kneel in front of her.

"See," she said, laughing, "all you gather now in my Temple: here is he who thought he knew our secret
- he who secretly admired himself for his cunning! See how our strength over-comes him!"

The congregation laughed, and he felt his hands being bound behind his back. For a second he felt fear,
but it was soon gone, replaced by anger and he tried to wriggle free from his bonds.

"A spirited one, this!" he heard Tanith's voice mock. "Listen!" she said to him. "Listen and learn! Keep
your silence and be still!"

Conrad strained to hear. There was a rustling, a sound which might have been made by bare feet walking
over stone, the chant ending, and then finally silence. He lay still even when he heard someone
approaching him as he lay on the floor of the Temple. He felt a warm hand softly touching his skin, felt a
woman's naked softness next to him and smelt a beautiful perfume. He did not resist when soft arms
moved him to lie beside her, and he began to respond to her kisses and touch.

"Receive from me," the woman whispered, "the gift of your initiation."

Bound and still blindfolded, he surrendered himself to the physical passion she aroused and controlled,
and his climax of ecstasy did not take long to reach. When it was over, she removed the cord which
bound his hands and then his blindfolded. Conrad recognized the young woman who had caressed him
earlier. On the altar lay a black robe and she gave it to him before ringing the Temple bell.

The sound was signal for the congregation to return, and each member greeted Conrad, their new
Initiate, with a kiss. Chalices of wine were handed round and he was given one. He sipped it while
around him an orgy began.

"Come," Tanith said to him, "we have other duties."

She led him out of the chamber, through a passage and up well-worn stone stairs to a wooden door. The
door was a concealed one and led into a hut. Outside, it was night, but the snow-scattered light
illuminated the woods, and he followed Tanith through the snow, shivering from the cold. She did not
speak, and he did not, and it seemed to him a long walk back to the house. Inside, it was warm and smelt
vaguely of incense.

"Rest now," Tanith said, and kissed him.

He held her and caressed her breasts.

"T have to go," she said without smiling. "Gedor will show you to your room."

Conrad was surprised when out of the shadows Gedor stepped forward, grim-faced.



The room he was led to was unfurnished except for a bed, but it was warm and Conrad soon settled
himself under the duvet to read the book that lay upon the pillow. 'The Black Book of Satan' the title
read.

The first chapter was called 'What is Satanism' and he was reading it when he heard strange, almost
unearthly, sounds outside. He drew back the curtains and to his surprise found they concealed not a
window but an oil painting. It was a portrait of a young man dressed in medieval clothes and he stared at
it for some time before realizing it was a portrait of himself. It bore a signature he could not read, and a
date which he could: MDCXLII. "1642" he said to himself. The colours of the painting seemed dulled a
little with age, the canvas itself cracked as if to confirm the antiquity of the portrait.

The strange sounds had stopped, and were replaced by loud laughter outside the door. He went to it, but
it was locked.
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Baynes was a quiet, almost shy man in his late forties. His handsome features, his neatly trimmed bear -
black with streaks of grey - his wealth and the soft, mellow tones of his voice made him attractive to
many women. He was well aware of this, and made efforts to avoid being left alone with them. A
bachelor, his only interest outside his work was the Occult and he had acquired the reputation of
regarding women as distant objects of chivalry. His abstemiousness in this matter gave rise to rumours
that he was a homosexual but he did nothing to dispel them except explain when pressed on the matter
by some of his friends in the Occult and magickal groups he frequented that he regarded women as a
hindrance in the attainment of the highest grades of Initiation.

Dressed in an expensive suit, he sat in the lounge of one of his comfortable city houses listening to Fitten
talk about the group of Satanists. It was after midnight, and uncharacteristically he was becoming bored.
Several members from his own Temple of Isis sat around him in the subdued light, and some of them
were trying to resist the temptation of sleep. Fitten had been talking, in his own disjointed way, for
nearly an hour, explaining his theory about the origins of the Satanist group.

"It is an old tradition," Fitten was saying, "a very old tradition. A racial memory, perhaps, of beings who
once long ago came to this Earth. For we have been deceived. They are not of the Beast, not of those
Others about whom one writer has written, decades ago. We need to understand this, you see: need to
finally understand the truth. We have been deceived about them."

Fitten paused to wipe seat from his forehead with his coloured handkerchief and Baynes took the
opportunity to interject.

"I have taken the liberty," he said, "of contacting a colleague of mine in London who is well-known as a
leading authority on Satanism and he has agreed to come and talk to us. The Satanist group to which the
gentleman to whom Mr. Fitten referred to belongs - "

"Conrad Robury," interrupted Fitten.

"The group to which Mr. Robury now, apparently belongs," continued Baynes, "has interested us for
some time. Since the murder of Maria Torrens, in fact. You will all, no doubt, recall the brutal facts of
that case."

He could see his audience now paying attention.

"As you will remember, her naked and mutilated body was found on the Moors, her head resting on what
the Police assumed to be a Black Magick altar. An inverted pentagram had been cut on her skin by a
sharp knife - a surgical scalpel, I was told. Discreetly of course, I was asked for my opinion.

"At first I and the Police investigating the matter were of the opinion that the killing was a motiveless
one with no genuine Occult connections, the murderer or murderers providing the 'Occult' evidence to
confuse. For, as you will recall, some rather scurrilous newspapers ascertained and published details
regarding the lady's rather unfortunate background. She was a 'Lady of the Night' - "

"A prostitute," someone said, and giggled.

Baynes ignored the remark. " - who frequented the area around this city's dockland. She was last seen
apparently accepting a lift in a vehicle driven by an attractive middle- aged lady. Shortly after the
newspapers published their story, the Police received an anonymous call, naming a suspect. The man
was quickly traced, and interviewed and then arrested when he confessed to the crime. He himself had a
rather dubious reputation, and said that he had driven Miss Torrens to the scene of the crime and
persuaded her to adorn herself in an Occult manner. Apparently, he had been to the motion-pictures and
seen some scenes in a film.

"He later retracted this confession and claimed to have been forced to give it by a man whom he



continually referred to as 'The Master' whom he claimed had himself committed the brutal murder. He
further alleged that this 'Master' was the leader of a group of Satanist's here, in this city and had killed
Miss Torrens during a ritual for his own diabolic ends. He made a statement to the Police to this effect,
but shortly afterwards began acting rather strangely, and withdrew that statement. During subsequent
weeks before his trial he made several other statements, each more ludicrous than the other - for
instance, one referred to beings from another planet landing in a 'space-ship', abducting him and Maria.
"It was at the trial, you may well remember, that the Prosecution proved by the testimony of a very
respectable witness that Maria and the defendant had been seen together on the Moor only a few hours
before her death. The defendant was sentenced to life imprisonment, and was found, some weeks later,
hanged in his prison cell. After the trial, I began my own quiet investigation into Satanist groups in this
area - and subsequently uncovered one organized by a certain gentleman whom his followers call 'The
Master'. This group uses and has used several different names, and has Temples in various other cities.
Among its names are 'The Temple of Satan', 'The Noctulians' and 'Friends of Lucifer'."

Fitten was slumped in a chair, apparently asleep, and Baynes smiled at him, in his gentle was, before
continuing. "The group is very selective regarding members, and tests all the candidates for Initiation.
These tests are sometimes quite severe and sometimes involve the candidate undertaking criminal acts -
this of course serving to bind the candidate to the group as well as giving the group evidence to
blackmail the candidate with should he or she later prove uncooperative. Unlike most so-called Satanist
and Black Magick groups which are usually only a cover for one or more persons criminal or sexual
activities, this particular group does work genuine magick, and seems to possess quite an advanced
understanding of the subject. Apparently, they follow their own sinister magickal tradition based on the
septenary system - or Hebdomadry as it is called.

"Since the Maria Torrens case we, acting with a number of other 'Right Hand Path' groups in this and
other areas, have tried to infiltrate this Satanist group, always without success. Until recently, that is."
Smiling, he waited for the exclamations of surprise to subside before he continued. "This member -
whom I shall for obvious reasons call only Frater Achad - has given us valuable information, and he is
shortly to be initiated into the sect. What we are hoping is that he can provide us with details regarding
members, their magickal workings as well as information regarding their activities which we can pass
onto the Police. As I have said, some of their activities verge on the criminal kind of which we are at
present unaware, and of course there is always the possibility that Frater Achad can provide us with
evidence regarding the Maria Torrens case.

"Naturally, I have told you this in the strictest confidence. Frater Achad is in a delicate - not to say
dangerous - position."

Suddenly, Fitten was on his feet, pointing at Baynes. "We must act now! Don't you understand?" He
turned and faced the other people present. "Don't any of you understand? We cannot afford to wait! We
must act now to destroy them! Soon, their power will grow - so great we, and others, can do nothing.
Listen! They will do a ritual to open the gate to the Abyss. An opfer - they need an opfer to do this, and
offering of human blood. Do you want another death on your hands? Once the Gate is opened they will
possess the power of the Abyss itself!"

"Mr. Fitten," Baynes said gently, "I - we all - share your concern about them. But we must plan and act
carefully in this matter."

"I shall show you!" Fitten shouted. "I shall stop them! Me! Because I know their secrets! I don't need any
of you!"

No one followed him as he left the room and the house.

"Our brother," Baynes said, "needs our help. Let us meditate for a while and send him healing and
helpful vibrations."

As they closed their eyes to begin, laughter invaded the room. All present heard it, but no one could see
its source. But it was soon gone, and Baynes and his followers of the white path of magick soon resumed
their own form of meditation, praying to and invoking their one or many gods according to the many and
varied beliefs. The laughter was only one incident and did not undermine their security of faith.

Outside, in the cold and above the snow which covered the ground deeply, an owl screeched in the
darkness and silence of the large ornamental garden. The cry startled them more than the demonic
laughter.
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VI

The voice awoke Conrad, and he roused himself from his troubled sleep to see Mador standing beside



his bed.

"Breakfast, Professor?" the dwarf asked again.

"What?"

"Breakfast?"

"What time is it?"

"Time to rise and eat!" He handed Conrad a neat pile of clothes. "Hurry! Rise and eat"

"Leave me alone," Conrad said. His dreams had been disturbing, his sleep broken, and he felt in need of
rest.

"The Master sent me," Mador replied, and smiled.

Wearily, Conrad sat up in his warm bed. The room itself felt cold. "Alright. I won't be long."

"I wait for you - outside."

Conrad dressed slowly in the black clothes someone had selected for him before following Mador to the
dining room. The maid was waiting, ready to serve him from the many dishes and he was not surprised
when Mador left him. He was surprised when the young lady who had sexually initiated him entered the
room to sit beside him.

"Did you sleep well?" she asked him, and smiled.

"Er, yes thank you," Conrad replied in his surprise.

"Do try the kippers," she said to him. "From Loch Fyne. Delicious!" she gestured toward the maid who
began to serve them both.

"Do you live here?" Conrad cautiously asked her.

"You are sweet!" she chided him. "I suppose you could say that. I'm Susan, by the way."

"Conrad," he said unnecessarily and held out his hand.

She did not take it and he was left to awkwardly shuffle in his chair.

"Did you like your room?" She asked.

"Well, it was unusual."”

"They all say that!"

" 'They?' " he asked.

She ignored his question. "Has the Master explained what you will be doing today?"

"No."

"I'm sure he will want to see you - after you have eaten." She gestured toward the kipper with which the
maid had served him.

"I'm not very hungry, actually."

She laughed. "You're not a vegetarian by any chance, are you?"

"No, of course not."

"After all the energy you expended last night," she smiled at him, "I would have thought you'd be
ravenous!"

Conrad blushed at this reminder of the passion they as strangers had shared.

"Such innocence!" she said,

"There is a painting in my room," he said to cover his embarrassment. "Is it very old?"

"Have you read any of the book that was left in your room?"

"A little. It's very interesting."

"It's a beginning," she shrugged. "Just a beginning."

"Have you been involved with this group long?"

"That's a quaint way of putting it! 'This group!' You mean, have I been a Satanist a long time?"

The woman's self-assurance, his own discomfort at being a guest in an unusual and luxurious house, and
his shyness with women all combined to make Conrad wish he was elsewhere - at his lectures,
preferably, learning about the mysteries and beauties of physics. But as he sat looking at the young and
quite beautiful woman beside him and as he remembered the bliss they had shared, he began to feel a
confidence in himself. It was as though some of the power he had felt during the wiccan ritual over a
week ago had returned.

"Yes," he said smiling at her, "how long have you been a Satanist?" He said the last word with relish, as
though consciously and proudly committing a sin.

"I was brought up with it - baptised into it."

"Really?"

"Naturally, there was a time when I began to question it, and was given the freedom to do so. In fact
even encouraged."



"By your parents?"

"But once you have tasted paradise on Earth, it is irresistible!"

"Why do you evade some of my questions?" Conrad asked, his confidence growing.

Her eyes seemed to him to sparkle as she answered. "Because | am a woman and like to be mysterious!"
Without quite realizing what he was doing he leant toward her and kissed her lips. She did not draw
away, and out of the corner of his eye he could see the maid pretending to look out of the window at the
garden. Across the room, he heard a discreet and almost gentlemanly cough.

Aris stood by the door. "If you have finished," he said almost smiling, "perhaps we can talk."

"Of course!" Conrad said, surprised.

"In the library." He turned around and left.

"Can I see you - later?" Conrad asked Susan.

"Do you really want to?" She teased.

"Yes!"

"Perhaps. You'd better not keep him waiting."

"No." He stood up, bent down to kiss her, then decided against it.

The door to the library was open, and Aris was already sitting in a chair by the desk.

"Come!" The Master said in greeting.

Conrad sat opposite trying not to appear nervous.

"The power you felt before," Aris said, "is returning to you. As you hoped it would. This is one result of
your Initiation. For you must understand, Initiation into our way is similar to opening a channel, a link,
to those hidden or Occult powers which form the real essence of magick."

Conrad was impressed, but Aris continues in his unemotional way. "Those powers you may use for
whatever you desire. For sexual gratification, should you so wish. Such power as you feel and have felt
will grow, steadily, with your own Occult and magickal development. What occurred last night is but the
first of many stages in that development. Are you then prepared to go further?"

"Yes. Yes, [ am."

"There is a task I wish you to undertake, a task connected to your Initiation. But you must understand
that you have been chosen for more than just this and such other tasks as may be necessary for your own
magickal development. For remembered I have said that you have a special Destiny to fulfil. What this
Destiny is, will become clear when the time is right. You are important to us, as we to you. Because of
this you are more to me and my comrades in magick than a mere Initiate, a beginner in the ways of our
dark gods. Remember this, Conrad Robury. I extend my hospitality to you and not just of my house, as
you know, because you are more than another novice.

"Now to your task. It will, for a short while, take you away from the house."

Conrad sensed that, whatever the test was, it would partly be a test of fidelity to Aris and his Satanic
group.

"You are familiar with someone called Paul Fitten," Aris said.

It was not a question, but Conrad still answered, "Yes."

"You are to go to him and persuade him that you wish to help him. Then you must endeavour to
undertake a magickal ritual with him. It will be a qabalistic ritual, but never mind. During this ritual you
are to redirect the power brought forth - which you must help to generate - so that it takes control of
Fitten, harms him in some way. Do you understand?"

"Yes.”

Aris stared at him, then smiled. "You understand part of it - yes. For you believe I aim to test your
morals by asking you to harm by magickal means another individual. But there is more, as you will
discover. Now, I have a gift for you - a gift of your Initiation." He placed a silver ring with an
ornamental stone on the desk. "Wear it always from this day as a sign of your desire to follow our ways."
Without thinking Conrad began to place the ring on the third finger on his right hand.

"The other hand," Aris said.

Conrad obeyed. The ring was a perfect fit.

"Now, Conrad Robury, you must go to accomplish your task. Susan, as my Priestess, will go with you."
Conrad was at the door when Aris said, "Do not let them - or anyone - try to remove your ring."
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Susan, obviously prepared, had driven him straight to Fitten's house. It was a small house, bordering a
quiet road near the edge of the city and a dog ran out toward them, barking, as they walked along the
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path to the door. Susan stared at the dog, and it whimpered away.

Conrad knocked loudly on the door, as a Policeman might. Fitten bore no visible scars of his ordeal at
the hands of Gedor and greeted them warmly.

"Come in!" he said. "Please come in! I knew you would come! It was in the chart, you see!"

He led them into a room crowded with books and dimly lit but where a coal fire burned warmly.
"Please, be seated!" he enthused. "I have so much to tell you!"

"This is Susan," Conrad said.

"Yes, yes! How did you escape?"

"Escape?" asked Conrad.

"From the house of the Satanists? You were there, yesterday."

"Oh, them. They seemed only too anxious," lied Conrad, "to let me go after you appeared. One of them
mentioned something about 'magickal attack. Perhaps they thought I would be a burden to them in that
case."

"As you would, as you would my son!"

Conrad winced.

"Did you read the books I gave you?" Fitten asked.

"They destroyed them."

"Ah! They are evil, evil incarnate!"

"But who are they?"

"You do not know?" Fitten looked amazed.

"No. Should I?"

"Perhaps not. It is not important. You are here, now, that's what important."

"I wish," Conrad said and sighed, "someone would tell me what this is all about. I get invited to this
party at a house, meet a right bunch of weird characters. Then you appear and are thrown out. Then one
of them shows me this Temple they use. I'm a bit out of my depth, here."

"They need an opfer, you see. For their Mass. Not a Black Mass - no, something far worse, something
more vile and sinister. You had all the right qualities. Just what they needed. They knew that after you
attended that meeting of the Circle of Arcadia. They know. They have spies - agents - infiltrators in most
groups."

A slim, young woman appeared in the doorway of the room. "Would you like some tea, dear?" she asked
her older husband.

"What?" said Fitten.

"Tea. Would you like some?" She innocently returned Conrad's smile.

"Why not! Why not indeed!"

She had gone when Conrad spoke. "You said they needed an opfer - a sacrifice."

"I did? Quite! They needed - still need - someone young. They have a tradition, you see, of sacrificing a
young man aged twenty one. But only for this important ritual. The time of this ritual is near. They will
have power from it. Not just Occult power. No, real power! They channel the magickal forces, you see,
into a practical form - sometimes a person, sometimes an institution, a company, or something like that.
Such use of magick is real black magick, real evil! They fermented, these worshippers of the darkest of
dark forces, the French Revolution - the blood spilled was a sacrifice, an offering to their strange alien
gods. They brought about with their magick the Third Reich. Now they prepare again!" He wiped the
sweat from his forehead with his hand.

"But why me?" Conrad asked, trying to appear serious.

"You were a key to open the gate to the powers, the dark powers of the Abyss. Their Black Magick rites
would use this power! I have sent for help."

"Sent for help?"

"A Magus. The most powerful White Lodge has been alerted. They will send a Magus."

"You do not want to deal with it yourself?" Conrad asked.

"1? T have no authority! A council must be convened: all the Magister Temple must be invited."

"But if the situation is as serious as you believe," Conrad resisted the temptation to smile, "can you
afford to wait. Surely you must do something yourself."

"Well," Fitten sighed, "I did a little ritual. Last night."

"And it worked. I am here."

"T am thankful to the Lord for that. They might try and get you back - or find another opfer." He slumped
in his chair, looking pale and tired.



Suddenly, Conrad conceived an idea. "Will you excuse me a moment," he said, "I must go to the toilet."
Fitten said nothing, and stared into the fire. Conrad left. He found Fitten's wife in the kitchen of the
house.

"Making tea?" he asked.
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"Any special kind?"

"No, just ordinary tea."

"I prefer Formosa Oolong myself." He closed the door.

"I wouldn't know!"

"There's a lovely tea shop in the city centre which serves a good selection. Perhaps you've been there?"
"No," she said and turned away from him.

"It's really lovely sitting there of a winter's evening watching people pass in the street. You must try it
sometime."

"Maybe."

"You look very tired," he said, softly.

"It's been a hectic week."

"Perhaps you need a break - away from the house."

"Maybe," she said dully.

"Please don't be offended, but perhaps I could take you out to dinner one evening?"

"I'm sorry?" she said with genuine surprise.

"You looked so sad, standing there," he said with kindness in his voice.

"I'm just tired."

"Would you like to come to dinner with me one evening? I know a rather nice restaurant."”

"It's very kind of you to ask," she said formally.

"I'm not being kind. It would give me great pleasure to have the company of a beautiful woman for an
evening. And you are beautiful."

"I'm a married woman."

"And a beautiful one. When did you last dine out?" He could see that the question pained her although
she did not answer.

"Would he really miss you for one evening?"

She looked at him briefly then lowered her eyes. He moved toward her and held her hand, gently
caressing it with his fingers. She closed her eyes, and he was surprised by her reaction as he was by his
own confidence. It was as though he had become another person. He bent forward to kiss her but she
moved away.

"Please," she pleaded, but made no move to free her hand from his.

"Tonight," he said, "About eight o'clock?"

"I don't know."

"T'll collect you about a quarter to eight, then."

"The lady who came with you - " she asked.

"My sister?" he lied. "She wants to talk to your husband about witchcraft, I think. Can't say I find the
subject of interest, myself. I'm studying Physics at the moment."

She finally withdrew her hand from his. "At the University?"

"Yes. Do you know it?"

"I went there," she said shyly.

"Really? What did you study?"

"Geology."

"I've always been fascinated by that subject. You must tell me about it - tonight."

"I didn't complete my course."

"To get married?"

"No. Well, not exactly." She turned away to complete her preparation of the tea. She gave him the tray.
"Would you mind?" she asked.

"Not at all! Tonight, then?"

She smiled and held the door open for him. "We'll see!" she said.

Down the dark hallway of the house he could hear Fitten's agitated voice.

"Tea?" he said, entering the warm room.

"Mr. Fitten," Susan said, "is thinking of performing a ritual here tonight."



"Oh? Why?"

"Well," Susan continued, "I suggested it would be a good idea at this moment in time. To strike now,
when they are unprepared.”

"I don't know, I don't know!" said Fitten, shaking his head.

"I have explained" Susan said to Conrad, "that I myself am a Second Degree Witch, so I can assist."
Suddenly, Fitten stood up. "Yes! We must act! I feel it is right! The time is right! You are right."

"If it would help," Susan said to him, "I have something taken from the house of the Satanists." She
fumbled in her handbag.

Fitten took the silver medallion inscribed with an inverted pentagram and the word 'Atazoth'.
"Atazoth. Atazoth," he mumbled. "Yes, this would be very suitable; very suitable indeed. Where did you
get it?"

"Conrad found it in the house."

"Yes. I gave it to her. All this Occult stuff does not really interest me. Not any more."

"But you are, " Susan asked him "prepared to partake in a ritual with us."

"Of course. As I explained to my sister," he said to Fitten, "although I don't understand all of this, I'm
prepared to help. I trust her judgment."

"Good! Good!" Fitten said. "Tonight, you say?" he asked Susan.

"It would be best. You could get assistance? For I have heard you have many contacts. I would of course
leave the type of ritual up to you - since you have far more knowledge and experience of ceremonial
than L."

Fitten was pleased by Susan's praise. "I would have to make some telephone calls."

"Naturally. What time would you suggest?" Susan asked.

"Eight o'clock. The hour of Saturn!"

"Surely," Conrad said, "the sooner we begin the better. How about now?"

"Now? Now?" Fitten looked amazed.

"There is you, me, my sister - your wife."

"My wife?"

"Such a ritual as we need to do may be dangerous."

"But surely she has assisted you before?"

"Of course! Many times, in fact. We need more time to prepare."

"But we have the medallion," Susan suggested.

"Evenso-"

"Do you intend," Susan asked, "to conjure force and send it against the Satanists?"

"Yes. Yes, I had thought in such terms. Psychic attack! I can remember the face of that evil woman!"
"What woman?" Conrad asked.

"That evil woman who was with you in their house!"

"Tanith is her name."

"I thought so! The spirits speak to me, you see. The Lord is with us!" He stared at them both as if
possessed. "Yes! We will act now!" Then he was quiet again and softly spoken. "I will make a few
telephone calls - perhaps some friends of mine can come at short notice."

As soon as he left the room, Susan asked, "You have a plan?"

"Indeed! It should be interesting!"

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Susan asked, smiling.

"Yes! I feel really alive! Bursting with energy!"
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Fitten was not away long. "Three others!" he announced on his return. "Three have agreed to come!"
"It bodes well, then," Conrad said.

"My temple - we will wait for them in my Temple."

"Your wife will be participating?"

"Yes, she will. Come, I will show you my Temple."

The Temple was a converted bedroom. There was no altar, only a large circle inscribed on the floor
around which were magical names and signs. IHVH, AHIH, ALIVN and ALH. The name Adonai was
the most prominent and various Hebrew letters completed the circle's adornment, The walls of the room
were grey and white, and inside the circle on the floor stood a small table covered with a sword, several
knives, candles and bowls of incense. The sword and knives were inscribed with writing the Conrad,
from even his cursory study during the last week of the gabalistic ceremonial tradition, recognized as the



magickal script called Passing the River'.

"We must meditate while we wait for the others," Fitten said as he lit several candles scattered around
the floor.

"Bring good vibrations to assist us."

Following Susan, Conrad sat on the floor. He closed his eyes and imagined the room filling with demons
and imps. He was almost asleep when Fitten's wife brought the remainder of the participants, two rather
plump men and a woman with an unsmiling sallow face.

"Let us begin!" Fitten announced dramatically. He gave his congregation white robes and offered some
to Susan and Conrad who declined. "Let us stand within the circle!" he announced.

Conrad deliberately stood next to Fitten's wife with Susan beside him. Then Fitten was pointing the tip
of the sword at the painted circle on the circle on the floor.

"I exhort you," he shouted, "by the powerful and Holy names which are written around this circle,
protect us!"

He put down his sword, held a piece of parchment up and then sprinkled incense over the floor. "Let the
divine white brilliance descend. Before me Raphael, behind me Gabriel, at my right hand Michael, and
at my left hand Auriel. For before me flames the pentagram and behind me stands our Lords six pointed
star. Elohim! Elohim Gibor! Eloath Va-Daath! Adonai Tzabaoth! City of Light, open your radiance to
us. We command you and your guardians, by the Holy Names - Elohim Tzabaoth! Elohim Tzabaoth!
Elohim Tzabaoth! Twelve is our number."

"Twelve," repeated the others present, with the exception of Susan and Conrad.

"There are twelve," Fitten continued, "twelve signs of the Zodiac."

"Twelve signs of the Zodiac."

"Twelve labours of Hercules."

"Twelve labours of Hercules."

"Twelve disciples of our Lord!"

"Twelve disciples of our Lord."

"Twelve months in the year!"

"Twelve months in the year."

"Let us adore," Fitten chanted, "the Lord and the King of Hosts. Holy art thou Lord, thee who hast
formed Nature. Holy art thou, the vast and the mighty one, Lord of Light and of the Darkness. Holy art
thou, Lord! By the word of Paroketh, and by the sign of the rending of the Veil, I declare that the Portal
of the Adepts is open! Hear the words! These are the words - Elohim Tzabaoth! Elohim! Tzabaoth!"
He bent down to scribble a sign on the parchment, then held it up, circling round sun-wise as he did so.
"Come!" he shouted. "Come to me! To me!"

Conrad assumed the sign was of a demon, taken from the Lessor Key of Solomon.

"Behold the sign!" Fitten was saying. "Behold the Holy Name and my power! EIO! EIO! EIO!
Tzabaoth! I command you! Appear! EIO! Tzabaoth!"

The candles began to dim, and Conrad could sense the anticipation of the participants. He saw Susan
close her eyes. She, too, was speaking, but softly so the others might not hear. He caught the words
'Agios o Satanas' as she exhaled but heard nothing more.

Then a vague, ill-defined and almost luminescent shape appeared in the corner of the room.

"Yod He Vau Heh!" Fitten shouted.

Almost immediately, Conrad took the hand of Fitten's wife in his own. She seemed to grasp it eagerly,
and he stepped back, placing his foot over the painted circle. He could feel a force pulling him, and he
closed his eyes to concentrate, willing the force into Fitten's wife.

She screamed, and fell to the floor. Then was she standing, her hair disheveled, his face contorted and
almost leering. She raised her hands like claws and began to walk slowly to where Fitten stood.
Hurriedly, Fitten tried to burn the parchment he was holding in the flame of one of the candles, but he
burnt his fingers instead. His wife was laughing and had ripped open her blouse to reveal her breasts.
Suddenly, as if realizing what had happened, Fitten stared at Conrad. He held the medallion Susan had
given him over the flame of the candle and as he did so his wife stopped, her hands held motionless
before her, her lips bared in a silent snarl. Susan gripped Conrad's arm, and he turned to see her face
contorted in pain.

There was a demonic strength in Conrad as he saw this, and his body tensed as he willed Fitten's wife
nearer and nearer to her husband. He could sense the elemental force within the room and tried to shape
it by his own will to make Fitten's wife take the medallion from his hand. She touched the chain, and



then the medallion, but did not scream as the heat from the candle burnt her flesh, its smell invading the
darkening room. She threw it to the ground to turn to face her husband, her hands reaching up towards
his bare neck.

Then, quite suddenly, she stopped. Conrad felt another force within the confines of the room. It was a
powerful force, opposed to him and he watched as Fitten's aura became visible, flaming upwards in
patterns of red and yellow and curling up over his head before it turned to inch closer and closer toward
him. Fitten's wife turned to walk in pace with the advancing colour-changing aura toward where Conrad
stood. There was something Conrad did not understand about all this as he strove to try and will the
advancing force away. Two names suddenly entered his mind. Baynes; Togbare an inner almost
laughing voice said, and he was wondering what to do next when he remembered the last words of Aris
his Master.

He held out his left hand to show Fitten his ring.

"The ring! We must get his ring!" one of Fitten's followers shouted.

They moved toward Conrad, slowly it seemed as if in slow motion, and as they did so Fitten's aural light
was sucked into the ring. Then all magickal power in the room was gone, and he could see Fitten, his
mouth open, his eyes staring, his face white. Fitten's wife had stopped again and was slowly falling to
the floor.

They reached her, but she was dead.
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VIII

An exhausted Conrad had slept in Susan's car on their return journey to Aris' house. The death of Fitten's
wife had ended the ritual and a crazed Fitten had lunged at Conrad who had time only to raise his arms
in self-defence before Susan knocked Fitten unconscious using Martial Arts techniques.

"Go, please go" one of Fitten's group had said, and they had left unmolested.

The Master was waiting for them in the hall, and he ushered Conrad into the library where a log fire had
been lit.

"T gather there were certain complications," Aris said.

"Unfortunately."

"Tell me, then, what transpired - exactly as you remember it."

Conrad told his story - Fitten's wife, how he planned to use her during the ritual. The gabalistic
conjuration of Fitten. His own breaking of the circle. The aura and the presence. Finally, he spoke of the
ring which had drained the hostile magick away.

"Oh," concluded Conrad, "I remember two names. They just came into my mind before I was
remembered about the ring."

"Are you certain it was before?"

"Yes."

"Certainly, that is interesting. And the names?"

"Baynes and Togbare."

Conrad thought he detected a look of surprise on Aris' face.

"You know them?" he asked.

"I have heard of them."

"Are they important?"

"You spoke of Fitten mentioning the White Lodge. Do you know what that means?"

"Only that it is supposed to be a group of Occultists who follow the Right Hand Path."

"It is a loose term used to describe a group of followers of that path who are dedicated to counteracting
the activities of groups such as ours. Most are also followers of the Nazarene. This White Lodge fears
that we will unite to use our powers against them. There are some who believe a 'Black Lodge' exists for
just this purpose. Paranoia, naturally." He smiled, and the sinister nature of his appearance in that
moment became evident to Conrad. "Or at least it was."

"This White Lodge," Aris continued, "tries to infiltrate Satanist groups, disrupt them, and so on. They
conduct rituals for just such a purpose. The Council of this Lodge - an extremely secret organization -
oversees all these activities, and its present head is a certain Frater Togbare."

"I see," quipped Conrad, nervously.

"Then perhaps you will explain what you see."

"It was not Fitten I was struggling with toward the end of the ritual but this White Lodge."



"Probably."

"But how - how did they know?"

"Through Fitten himself. You said he had claimed to be in contact with them before the ritual."

"Yes." Earnestly, he looked at Aris. "If this White Lodge is so powerful why did they allow Fitten's wife
to die?"

Aris smiled. It was not a pleasing smile. "Once brought, such power has to be used, directed. It was
dissipated, one could say, through the woman's death."

"They could not have saved her?"

"Yes, they could have, but they were unprepared for the ring."

"The ring?" Conrad stared at it. It looked ordinary, now in the light of the room and the fire.

"It was a link - between you and Susan."

"Susan? I'm sorry, I don't understand."

"You will."

His tone precluded, it seemed to Conrad, any further discussion of the matter. "But the woman's death,"
Conrad asked, "surely there will be complications? The Police - "

"Will not be involved," completed Aris. "The White Lodge - or rather the individuals composing it - are
quite influential. Death by natural causes, I am sure will be the verdict."

"But surely I - I mean, what occurred during the ritual - will have started something? Fitten and the
others will surely not let the matter stop there."

"What occurred was a warning to them - a prelude. There will shortly be a ritual undertaken by us in
which you will figure. Recall the mention I made of your Destiny. The time for fulfillment is near . Now
they know our strength and our power, as I wished!"

"So it was more than just a test for me - of my Initiation?"

"Yes! As your Initiation was more than just another Initiation. But you are tired, and in need of
sustenance. Go then, and feast yourself. We will meet again, and soon."

He walked to a shelf and took down a book before opening it and beginning to read. Conrad left the
library to find Susan waiting.

"Shall we eat first?" she asked him quizzically.

"I'm sorry?" he said obtusely, still suffering from his contact with Aris.

"Which appetite do you want to satisfy first?"

He smiled, and she took his hand leading him toward the stairs and her room. It was luxurious, warm and
vaguely perfumed, and he was surprised by her eagerness for she had soon stripped him and herself of
clothes. She was remembering the ritual, the momentary exhilaration of rendering Fitten unconscious but
most of all the death they had induced as she sought through Conrad to satisfy her lust.

"] want you!" she almost pleaded and screamed, and Conrad in his inexperience believed her. But his
own physical experience was growing along with his magickal-inspired confidence, and he sought, and
succeeded, to prolong his own pleasure and hers. In the bliss of his satiation he fell asleep, his limbs
entwined around her body, and it was in the deep of night he awoke, to find himself alone.

Thirst and hunger roused him from her bed, and he dressed to wander from the room. The house was lit
but with subdued and warming light, and he walked cautiously down the stairs, hoping to find someone
awake. The silence unnerved him, a little, and he stood by the open door to the dining room for some
minutes before going in.

The table was laid for one. The servers' door still swayed, a little, and he was about to push it open to
peer into the serving room and kitchen's beyond, when the maid opened it.

She indicated the chair, and he obediently sat at the table. Several times he tried to engage her in
conversation, and each time she turned away. Her expression never changed, and twice he asked her
after Susan but she continued with her duties, mute and efficient. He was served soup, a course
containing fillet steak, and he was sitting shrouded in silence and replete from the food drinking his
coffee alone when he saw a light in the garden through the window.

It was a torch, wavering in the distance. Vaguely, he could discern a person running. Intrigued, he
extinguished the lights in the room to watch the figure weave closer toward the house. The snow was
bright, and as the figure passed by, Conrad recognized Fitten. He soon had the window open.

He clambered through, surprised by the intense cold outside. Fitten must have heard him, for he turned
around and shone the light from the torch into Conrad's face.

Then Fitten was screaming and running toward him. "You killed her! Devil!" he shouted.

Fitten swung the torch at Conrad's face, but Conrad parried the blow as Fitten tried to grapple. Then,



they were both on the ground, rolling over and over in the snow with Fitten trying to pummel Conrad's
face with his fists. Desperate, but determined, Conrad butted Fitten's head with his own. Dazed, Fitten
rolled away and Conrad was about to stand and drag him to his feet when Aris and Gedor walked out of
the house toward them.

"How pleasing!" Aris said. "He has arrived just in time to join our little celebration. Bring him!" he
commanded Gedor, and Gedor obeyed, lifting Fitten easily.

They were returning toward the house when Aris said, "We have other unwelcome guests, I sense." He
appeared to be listening to something no one else could hear, then turned to Gedor. "Release him!"
Gedor dropped Fitten into the snow. Aris bent over him, gripping his neck in his hand and saying, "He is
dead already! Give him to them if they wish it!"

He released Fitten, who fell dazed. Then Aris was gone, in to the shadows of the trees beside one side of
the house, and as he did so two mean appeared, walking over the snow from the front of the house.

"I'm sorry to intrude," the tallest of them said to Conrad, "but we have come for him."

"What do you want?" Conrad asked aggressively.

"My name is Baynes - " the tall man said.

"Baynes?" Conrad repeated, and then remembered.

"Yes. Now, about Mr. Fitten - "

"You are not welcome here," Conrad said.

"That is no surprise to me. We have come to escort Mr. Fitten home. I am very much afraid the recent
death of his wife has unsettled him."

Fitten had stood up, his head bowed and he appeared to be crying.

"Take him," Conrad said.

"Thank you Mr. Robury."

Conrad was surprised at the use of his name. "Go, now," he said. "This is private property."

"This place and that attitude," Baynes said gently, "do not suit you. If at any time you wish to come and
talk with me - "

Conrad was beginning to get angry. "Push off!"

"You do not realize what is happening to you, do you?"

"Gedor - " Conrad said, gesturing toward Baynes. He was half-surprised when Gedor, obeying him,
moved forward menacingly.

"We shall take our leave," Baynes said, holding Fitten's arm.

Conrad watched them go. Someone was walking toward him from the house, and he turned to see Susan.
"Our ritual will begin soon," she said. "Come, I must prepare you - for the fulfillment of your Destiny is
near."

His anger had left him by the time they reached the libation chamber, beside the hidden Temple, with its
sunken pool. He stood watching Susan as she stripped naked to bathe. The sight aroused him, while
nearby in the Temple, he could hear that Satanic chanting had begun.
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IX

Only once did Conrad think about the death of Fitten's wife - but he did not care. He hand and did feel
the pure exhilaration of life, the joy - the blissful ecstasy of living totally without planning and almost
without thought. There was an exuberance within him which he felt he was beginning to need.

Events were happening to him, rather than being controlled by him, but h e possessed a strong sense of
his own importance, a strong belief that life had chosen him for something, and he drifted into the events
with wonder but little fear. His life, since the light suffused him during the wiccan rite, had been
enhanced. Was what he felt, he briefly thought, the ecstasy that warriors found in war and which they
sought again and again? That bliss of being so near oblivion that there was a pure joy in the ordinary
moments of living? Was this, he wondered, the true meaning of Satanism?

He did not know, nor particularly care, so far had magick re-made him, he followed Susan down the
steps into the Temple with greedy anticipation, proud of his robe which had been waiting for him beside
the waters of libation, and proud that he had physically possessed Susan, the beautiful Satanic priestess.
Near the altar on which Tanith lay naked, a crystal tetrahedron glowed, adding to the light from the
candles. The congregation were gathered round the altar and their Master stood nearby, holding up the
wax effigy which had lain on Tanith's womb.

"I who delivered you in birth now name you," he said, but Conrad could not hear the name Aris
pronounced and blessed with the sign of the inverted pentagram.



Susan took the effigy, and dressed it while the Master raised his arms.

"I will go down to the altars in Hell," he said.

"To Satan, the giver of life," responded the congregation.

Conrad stood within their circle, raising his voice in the Satanic prayers that followed. He knew the
Satanist 'Our Father' and Creed by heart.

Aris began the chanting which followed. 'Agios o Satanas!' he sang. It was then that Conrad noticed the
small coffin beside the altar, and a black shroud, ready. The chanting continued as Susan assisted Tanith
from the altar before clothing her in a crimson robe.

"We" Tanith said to them all, "curse Paul Fitten."

"We curse Paul Fitten."

"He," she said, with glee, "will writhe and die."

"He will writhe and die."

"By our curse, destroyed!"

"By our curse, destroyed!"

"We shall kill him!" she laughed.

"We shall kill him!" the congregation, Susan, Aris and Conrad laughed.

In the shadows, someone beat a hand-drum, capturing the rhythm of the chant.

"We shall glory in his death!" Tanith, as Mistress of Earth, said.

"We shall glory in his death!"

Tanith made passes with her hands over the effigy, chanting as she did so, before picking it up and
showing it to the worshippers gathered around her.

"The Earth rejects him," she said.

"You reject him," the responded.

"I who gave you birth, now lay you down to die!" She placed the effigy in the coffin, secured the lid, and
wrapped the shroud around it.

"He is dead!" She said.

"He is dead! By our curse, destroyed!"

Slowly, Susan led the dance and the chant. "Dies irae, dies illa, solvet saeclum in favilla teste Satan cum
sibylla. Quantos tremor est futurus quando Vindex est venturus, cuncta stricte discussurus. Dies irae,
dies illa!"

The chant was strange to Conrad, almost unearthly, but he quickly learnt it as he danced and chanted
with the others, counter sun-wise around the altar. The dance and the chant were becoming quicker with
every revolution, and he was almost glad when Susan pulled him away. She did not speak, but took him
down with her to the floor while Tanith stood over the, saying "Frates, ut meum vestrum sacrificium
acceptabile fiat apud Satanas!"

Susan kissed him as they lay on the ground and Tanith kneeled beside them to caress Conrad's buttocks
and back. In the excitement of the ritual and Tanith's touch, Conrad's task was soon over, and he
slumped over Susan, temporarily exhausted from his ecstasy. He did not resist when Tanith rolled him
over, and watched, as the dancers danced around them still chanting and the light pulsed with the beat of
the drum, while Tanith buried her head between Susan's thighs. Then she was kissing him with her wet
mouth before she stood to kiss each member of the congregation in salutation.

"You who gave him his birth," Susan was chanting as she walked toward the shrouded coffin, "and with
my power I have killed him who dared to stand against us! See!" she said, laughing as she faced the
congregation who had gathered around her to listen, "how my magick destroys him! He died in agony
and we rejoiced!"

"He died in agony and we rejoiced!" they responded.

She took the coffin, placed it on the floor of the Temple and held a lighted candle to the shroud. It burst
into flames. "Our curse, by my will," she said, "has destroyed him! Dignum et justum est!"

She laughed, Conrad laughed, the congregation laughed as the shroud and the coffin burnt fiercely.
"Feast now, and rejoice," Tanith commanded them, "for we have killed and shown the power of our
Prince!"

Near Conrad, the orgy of lust began as two naked men walked down the steps to the Temple carrying
large trays full of food and wine. A woman came toward Conrad, smiled, and removed her robe, but
Susan took his hand and led him back up the steps.

She did not speak, and he did not, but bathed with him in the libation chamber, to dress herself and wait
while he dressed, and take him back to the house. The room to which she took him was dark and empty.



"You felt no power in the ritual?" she suddenly asked as they stood beside each other in the coldness.
"Yes" he lied.

"You must be honest with me," he heard Aris' voice say. Light came slowly - a soft light to reveal only
the bare walls of the room and Susan standing and smiling beside him. There were no windows, and the
door was closed.

"Do not be afraid," Susan said in her own voice.

"I am not afraid," he answered honestly.

"Tell me, then, about the ritual," Susan asked softly.

"There was something," he said, "but not what I expected."

"Am I what you expect?" she said with Aris' voice. She was watching him, waiting.

Momentarily, Conrad had the impression that Susan was not human at all - she was something unearthly
which was using her form and Aris' voice, something from another time and space. But he had touched
her, kissed her, felt the soft warmth of her body. Confused, he stood watching her. She was not the
young woman he had known: her eyes became full of stars, her face the void of space. She became Aris,
a nebulous chaos that was incomprehensible to him.

He could feel within him her longing for the vastness of space. There was a sadness within this longing,
for it had existed before him and would exist after his own death, thousands of years upon thousands of
years. He would have to understand, he suddenly knew - he would have to understand and help before
this sad longing, this waiting would be over.

Then she was Susan again, standing next to him and holding his hand, caressing his face with her
fingers. Gentle and warm.

"You are beginning to understand," she was saying.

Her touch re-assured him. "Yes" he said, [ am yours."

The door opened, and Aris came toward him.

"Your life," Aris the Master said, "will break the seal which binds Them."

"I have no choice," Conrad said as if hypnotized.

"You have no choice," Aris and Susan said together.

Aris smiled, and kissed Susan. "You have done well, my daughter. Now you must prepare him."

It was time, Conrad understood. Yes, it was time. Susan touched his forehead, and he fell unconscious to
the floor.
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X

Fitten was mumbling to himself as he sat against the wall of Baynes' house. He seemed harmless, and
Baynes left him alone.

"He has been like this since you returned from that house? The speaker was an old man whose white
beard terminated in a point. He sat on a comfortable chair, his ornately carved walking stick beside him.
"Yes," replied Baynes. Frater Togbare was his honoured guest.

"I spoke with the Council, last night," Togbare said. "We are agreed the situation is serious. You have
had no recent news from Frater Achad?"

"Unfortunately, no."

"His Initiation in the Satanic group is due, you said?"

"Yes. Sometime during the next few days. He should be able to provide us with more information then."
"Excellent. We shall need it. I only hope we have enough time."

Fitten began to gibber, jumping up and down as he watched the guests Baynes and Togbare had invited
arrive in their cars. Togbare went to him, and touched his shoulder. The gentle touch of the Old Magus
seemed to comfort Fitten, for he sat quietly in the corner, tracing shapes on his palm with his finger.

It was not long before all the guests had arrived and were settled in the room. They had been quietly told
about Fitten, and could ignore him.

Baynes rose to address them. "Ladies and gentlemen. You are all, I know, familiar with the reasons why
Frater Togbare and myself have called this meeting. You come here - some I know from far away - as
representatives of many and different organizations. All of us, however, have a common aim - to prevent
the Satanists succeeding in their plan." He sat down, and Togbare whispered in his ear.

"Er, yes of course," he agreed in answer to Togbare's whispered question. He stood up again. "Frater
Togbare has suggested I briefly outline the facts of the matter to you, so that everything is in perspective
- before we begin our magickal tasks." He surveyed the eager, expectant and occasional anxious faces
before him. Six men, and four women of varying ages and manner of dress. "We believe that the Satanist



group responsible for the death by magick of Mr Fitten's wife, the present state of Mr Fitten himself, and
the murder of, among others, Maria Torrens, are acting in concert with a number of other Satanic groups
in this and other countries to perform a powerful and very sinister ritual. This ritual has as one of it's
aims, the Opening of the Gates to the Abyss - releasing thus the psychic energy that has been stored over
the ages on various astral levels as well as drawing into the ordinary world of our waking consciousness
evil entities. This opening will release powerful forces, and change the world. It will be the beginning of
an age of darkness.

"As you all know, Satanists - and her of course I refer to genuine practitioners of the Black Arts and not
the showman type - have used their magickal powers for centuries to bring about chaos, to increase the
evil in this world. Perhaps there exist some centuries old Satanic plan - I do not know. But what is clear,
what has become evident to us over the past decade of so, is that some groups are about to perform this
particular ritual which to our knowledge no one has attempted before."

He smiled, a little. "Or perhaps I should say - no one has attempted and succeeded. The power of the
most important group involved in this is immense - as [ am sure you all have realized. It is not easy, in
magick, as you all know. to kill another by ritual - but they possess this power, claimed by many others,
but rarely proven.

"When this power is released by their ritual there will be immediate effects as well as more long term
ones. An increase in evil deeds - resulting from weak individuals becoming possessed by the demonic
forces unleashed. That is only one example. You all share, I know, my concern and that of the Council
which Frater Togbare represents.

"Thus we have called you here to use our combined abilities to nullify this plan and the ritual. You all
are accomplished and experienced Occultists: some working within your own groups, others, alone. I
have myself prepared a site for you." He indicated a woman seated near him, resplendent in colourful
clothes and jewelry. "Denise here will go with you, and explain the details of the ritual we propose to
undertake."

A man rose, respectfully, from his chair. "You will not be accompanying us?" he asked.

"No. Neither will Frater Togbare. Perhaps I should explain. We recently infiltrated the main Satanist
group with one of our members. We are waiting for him to contact us with important details - the time,
place of the ritual and so on. As you will appreciate this is a delicate matter, and we need to be available
as the information could be received at any time. We will both, of course, at the appointed time of your
ritual, perform one of our own, joining you on the astral. I hope this answers your question, Martin."
"Yes. Yes, of course," the now embarrassed man agreed.

"It only remains, therefore, for me to hand you over into the very capable hands of Denise."

Denise smiled affectionately at him, and he looked away.

As they stood to leave, Togbare addressed them. "I am most pleased," he said, "that you have responded
to our call so readily at no small sacrifice to yourselves. If I may be allowed to add a codicil to our
learned friends remarks, I would remind you that the ritual which the Satanists plan here in this city or
nearby, requires at least one - possibly more - human sacrifice. Thank you all, most sincerely."

He beamed with delight, and shook the hands of several of the guests who came to greet him.

"Shall I light the fire?" Baynes asked him when all the guests were gone.

"That would be most kind," Togbare replied. "Most kind of you. Then we must begin."

"I suppose," Baynes said as he knelt down before the hearth to light the fire, already prepared. "We
could liken this opening of the gates to the return of Satan himself - Armageddon, and the beginning of
the reign of the Anti-Christ."

"Yes, possibly."

Suddenly, Fitten jumped up. "No! No!" he screamed. "He lies!" he shouted at Togbare. "He lies! I know!
Me! For I have been given the understanding!"

He moved toward Togbare, and Baynes went to restrain him.

"Leave me alone!" screamed Fitten. "You are cursed! He must know!" He pushed Baynes away. Togbare
smiled at him.

"Listen!" Fitten said to Togbare. "We will all be opfers. Not Satan! Not Satan! Do you understand? It is
THEM! The spawn of Chaos. They have lied to us, you see. Lied to us! Oh, how they have lied and
deceived us. The Master will bring Them - They need us, you see. From the stars They will come. The
seal that holds Them in Their own dimensions will be broken! Don't you understand? They are not the
Old Ones! They have lied about that, also! The Nine Angles are the key - "

Fitten stopped, his hands raised, his face red. Then he was coughing and choking, spitting blood before



he fell to writhe and scream on the floor. Frothy blood oozed from his mouth, and his bones could be
heard breaking. His face went blue, his eyes bulged and then he was still. Baynes went to him, but he
was dead, Having swallowed his own tongue.

"We must be calm," Togbare said as sudden laughter filled the darkening room. "Concentrate, with me."
Baynes came to stand beside him. "There is evil in this room. Concentrate, with me," Togbare repeated.
"The flaming pentagram and the four-fold breathing."

Gradually, the laughter and the darkness subsided.

"He is dead," said Baynes unnecessarily. He covered Fitten's contorted face with his coat.

Eerily, the telephone began to ring. "Baynes here," he said. He listened, then gave the receiver to
Togbare. "It's Frater Achad. He wants to speak with you."

"Hello!" Togbare said. "Yes, we are alone. Mr Fitten? He was here, yes. But listen, my son. Just now he
died. Here, in this room. Are you still there? Evil magick - dark powers came to us, here. Yes, I
understand. I shall pray for you, my son. Goodbye." He returned the telephone receiver to Baynes. "He
could not speak for long."

"Of course. Did he mention anything? About the ritual?"

"Only a manuscript which might be relevant. Sloane MS 3189."

"I am not familiar with it, myself. British Museum?"

"Yes. Now, about poor Mr Fitten - "

"I shall take care of everything. The Police will have to be informed, of course."

"Naturally."

"I have some influence," Baynes said, shrugging his shoulders. "I do not like to use it, but in the
circumstances - "

"I quite understand," said Togbare sympathetically.

"There will be no need for the Occult connection to become known. If you will excuse me, for a
moment. [ have some telephone calls to make."

"Yes, of course."

The fire was burning brightly when Baynes returned to find Togbare still sitting in the chair and Fitten's
body still nearby on the floor. Baynes admired Togbare's calm detachment.

"His notes and papers," Togbare asked. "It might help if we perused them."

"Possibly. I have a key to his house."

"Indeed?" Togbare was surprised.

"A few weeks ago," Baynes explained, "he came to see me. He gave me the key with the instructions to
burn all his notes, papers and books should anything happen to him."

"He was expecting something to happen?"

"Apparently. But he was always liable to get excited. It was just his way."

"You did not believe him?" asked Togbare without censure.

"To be honest, no. I wish I had done. Perhaps I could have done something."

"There is nothing anyone of us could have done. You have informed the Police?"

"Yes. Someone will be arriving shortly."

Togbare smiled. "Just as Denise and the others begin their ritual."

"Of course!" said Baynes, suddenly understanding. "The Master has timed this well."

Togbare sighed. "He is powerful. Yet there is something else. Our every effort to neutralize the magickal
power of this group over the years has come tonight. I have long suspected they have infiltrated us. The
Council itself. These most recent events only confirm my suspicions."

"You believe there is a traitor?" asked Baynes with incredulity.

"I do not believe," Togbare answered quietly, "I know." He sighed again. "For this knowledge I will die.
Perhaps my death will stop them - I do not know. But I know that beyond death this Satanic Master will
try and claim my soul."

Gently, Baynes held the old man's hand. It was cold, like the room.

"It will be dawn in a few hours," Baynes said.

Then the laughter returned to haunt them - damning, demonic laughter. But it was soon gone as, outside,
they heard an owl, screeking.
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XI

Around him, Conrad sensed many people. He could not see them directly, for he was held as if paralysed
on the floor of a small chamber near the Temple. There was a pillow supporting his head, and he looked



down to see himself dressed in a black robe, the septagon sigil of the Order embroidered in red over the
place of his heart.

He could hear chanting, smell incense and burning wax. Then a voice, speaking words he remembered
from his own Initiation: "Gather round, my children, and feel the flesh of our gift!" It was Tanith's voice,
but it seemed to become very distant. Then he was asleep again, dreaming of being in space above the
Earth as it turned in its orbit around the sun. Then he was among alien but humanoid beings as they
descended to Earth from the cold prison of space. Time rushed on, in a fluxion of images. Primitive
tribes gathered in awe and greeting for the beings who taught, guided, controlled and destroyed among
the forests and the ice. Others opposed to them came forth from space, seeking them out to kill or
capture, taking their prisoners away, back into the cold, vast prison in space from which they had
escaped, sealing them in forever in a vortex. He was there, in the dimensions and time beyond the causal,
and felt their longing to escape, to explore the vastness and the beauty of the stars.

He awoke feeling a sense of loss. For minutes he lay still, scarcely breathing, and then he saw - or
thought he saw - Tanith enter the chamber leading a man, blindfolded and bound. She lay with him on
the floor to complete his Initiation before removing the blindfold.

"Neil, Neil!" he tried to say as he recognized the man. But the words would not be formed by his mouth
and he lay helpless and still until the image vanished. He saw Susan walking toward him, and he closed
his eyes, refusing to believe them. But she touched him, washing his face and hands with the warm water
she carried in a bowl. She was smiling at him as she gently caressed him.

"I..." he began to say.

"Don't try to move too quickly," she said. "You will take some time to recover."

Slowly, he became aware he could move his fingers, his hands, his feet and as he did so he realized he
loved her.

She kissed him, as if understanding his thought. "You understand now?"

Her eyes were beautiful, and it did not matter to Conrad that they had seemed full of stars.

"I think so," he replied.

"Together, we are a key which opens the gate, breaking the seal which binds Them."

He did not think it a strange thing for her to say.

"Now," she said, "you are prepared. Come - for the Master awaits us."

It was as he stood up that he remembered that she was the Masters' daughter. She led him from the
chamber into the dimness of the Temple. There were no candles on the altar, no naked priestess, no
congregation gathered to greet them, indeed nothing magickal except the crystal tetrahedron, glowing as
it stood on a plinth. Only the Master and Tanith awaited them.

"The season and time being right," intoned the Master, "the stars being aligned as it is written they be
aligned, this Temple conforming to the precepts of our Dark Gods, let us heed the angles of the nine!"
He gestured toward the crystal, chanting "Nythra Kthunae Atazoth!" as he did so. The light that seemed
to emanate from within it darkened and then began to slowly change colour until only a dim blue glow
remained.

"So it has been," the Master intoned, "so it is and so shall it be again. Agarthi has known Them, the
Nameless who came forth before we dreamed. And Bron Wrgon, our twin Gate, Here," and he gestured
toward Susan and Conrad, "a Key to the dimensions beyond time: a key to the nine angles and the
trapezohedron! From their crasis will come the power to break the seal which binds!"

"They exist," Tanith chanted as Aris began to vibrate with his voice the words of power - "Nii! Ny'thra
Kthunae Atazoth. Ny'thra! Nii! Zod das Ny'thra!" - "in the angles of those dimensions that cannot be
perceived, waiting for us to call and begin again a new cycle. They have trod the blackness between the
stars and they found us, huddled in sleep and cold. But the Sirians came, to seal us and them again in our
prisons and our sleep. Soon shall we both become free!"

The Master stood with his hands on the tetrahedron, as Tanith did, and they both began to vibrate a
fourth and an octave apart, the words that were the key to the Abyss.

Susan stood beside Conrad, but she did not pull him down with her to the floor as he expected. Instead,
she held his hands with hers and stood before him. Her hands were cold, icy cold, and he could feel the
coldness invading him. Her eyes became again full of stars which spread to enclose her face. The
Temple itself became black, and all he could hear was the insistent and deep chanting of the words
which would open the Abyss. It was a strange sound, as the two voices chanted an octave fourth apart.
Conrad began to feel dizzy, and felt he was falling. A profusion of stars rushed toward him as if he was
traveling incredibly fast in space itself. He passed a coloured, broken grid made of pulsing lights and



world upon alien world. Peoples with strange faces and bodies upon strange worlds, beautiful and
disgusting scenes: a sunset on a world with three moons, red, orange and blue; a heap of mangled
corpses, spaked and being eaten by small animals with rows of sharp teeth while, nearby, a starship lay
crashed and mangled in yellow sand... The impressions were fleeting but powerful and came and went in
profusion. And then they suddenly ended. He was alone, totally alone in stark and cold blackness.
Faintly, he could hear a rustling. It was the wind, and as he listened and waited, faint images, growing
slowly and changing in colour - violet to blue to orange then red. Brightness came with the swift dawn,
and he found himself standing amid barren rocks beneath an orange sky. A figure was walking toward
him, and Conrad recognized it. It was himself.

The figure spoke, in Conrad's voice. "The seal that bound us is no more. Soon, we shall be with you."
The man smiled, but it was a sinister smile which both pleased and disquieted Conrad.

"Now I must depart," the image of Conrad said. "But before I go I give you a reward. See me as I have
been known to those on your world with little understanding."

The figure contorted, was Satan, and was gone.
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XII

"You consider it important?" Baynes asked Togbare as they stood beside Fitten's desk in the study of his
house.

Togbare read the tattered manuscript again. "It could be. It well could be."

" Anything interesting?" Neil asked. He had met them at Baynes' house as they were preparing to leave in
the dawn light. He was fresh from his Initiation ceremony, but they wasted no time discussing it.

"Does it mean anything to you?" Togbare asked Neil.

Neil took the manuscript - several pages of handwritten sheets. He read it carefully. "Not really," he
finally said, passing it to Baynes. "They told me very little - other than to be prepared for an important
ritual very soon."

Baynes read the writing. "The ancient and secret rite of the nine angles is a call to the Dark Gods who
exist beyond Time in the acausal dimensions, where that power which is behind the form of Satan
resides, and waits. The rite is the blackest act of black magick, for it brings to Earth Those who are never
named." He put the manuscript back on the desk. "Sounds like Lovecraft to me," said Baynes
dismissively.

"Of that," replied Togbare, "I am aware. Yet [ gain the impression, from what I have read of Mr Fitten's
notes and the little I already know, that he himself - and I am inclined to support him - that he regarded
the mythos that Lovecraft invented, or which more correctly was given to him by his dreaming-true, as a
corruption of a secret tradition. He made his Old Ones loathsome and repulsive. I myself am inclined to
believe that if such entities as these so-called 'Dark Gods' exist they might be shape-changers, like the
Prince of Darkness himself."

"What do these gabalistic attributions mean?" asked Neil, pointing to a page of the manuscript Fitten had
written. "About 418 not being 13?"

"Alas," admitted Togbare, "I do not know."

"Do you think he copied this from somewhere?" Neil asked.

"Possibly. You said they mentioned books and manuscripts in their possession?"

"Yes. 'The Master' said I might see some of them, soon. All their Initiates, apparently, have to study
them."

"We shall have to wait, then," said Baynes.

"Possibly, possibly," mumbled Togbare. He began to search among the files that cluttered the desk and
the room itself. "There is a tradition," he muttered as he searched, "that Shambhala and Agharti have
their origin in a real conflict between cosmic forces at the dawn of Man. It is a persistent tradition, in all
Occult schools, and this may point to the tradition having at least some basis in fact." He sat in the chair
at the desk. "I am old," he said, shaking his head, "and the Inner Light that guides our Council has been
my strength for many, many years. Even as a young man I saught the mysteries. Yet, here I am, many
years later, and still I lack understanding. There is evil around, even here - in this room. I sense it. What
is happening and has been happening for years is distorting the Astral Light. We seem to be about to face
a new, darker, era. We seem no nearer a solution. Perhaps we have looked in the wrong areas. We
believed the Satanists who have caused the distortion to be literal worshippers of the Devil. Then they
became for us followers of To Mega Therion, their word Thelema. Now, when it is almost too late, we



discover they have no Word, except perhaps Chaos - that what they plan is perhaps even more sinister
and terrible than we imagined."

"But there is time," Neil tried to say, helpfully, "I am aware there is. Conrad Robury - "

"Ah!" Togbare's eyes brightened.

"If he is important to them in what they plan, then why has he appeared only now? Surely more
preparation is required.”

"You know the gentleman, I believe?" Togbare asked.

"Yes," said Neil. "I introduced him to the wiccan group."

"And arranged an introduction with Mr Sanders," added Baynes.

"Yes I did."

"Even though," said Baynes quietly, "you knew Sanders to recruit for the Master and his group."

"Well, when you suggested I infiltrate them myself, I thought it would be a good ploy. Show my intent,
so to speak, to introduce someone who might be useful to them."

"And so it has proved," said Togbare.

"What are you suggesting?" Neil asked Baynes, as though he had not heard what Togbare said.

"I am not suggesting anything," replied Baynes, softly.

"Come! Come!" chided Togbare, "let us not quarrel. There are elementals about, trying to divide us and
disrupt our plans."

"I am sorry," Baynes said sincerely. "I'm just tired. You must forgive me."

Togbare looked at him with kindness. "When did you last sleep?"

"I don't know. A few days ago, perhaps. There has not been time."

"May I suggest," said Togbare, "that you return to your home for a few hours rest?"

"But surely, I can help here?"

"Yes, of course In a few hours time. It will not take all three of us to search these files." He indicated a
small pile on the desk, awaiting their attention. "Please, do go and get some rest."

"If you are sure," said Baynes.

"Yes, of course. We shall return to your home within the next few hours."

"Will you be alright?" Baynes turned to leave.

"Do not worry!"

Togbare waved to him through the window. The snow still lay heavy upon the ground, but the sky was
clear. "He works very hard," he mumbled to himself before returning to sit by the desk. "This Conrad
Robury," he asked Neil.

"Yes?"

"He had no previous interest?"

"No. None. He was a friend, studying science. It all started out as a bit of a joke, actually. He thought all
of the Occult was nonsense. So I suggested that as a scientist he should study the subject at first hand.
But there was always something about him. I don't quite know what - perhaps his eyes. Sometimes when
he looked at me I felt uneasy. He was a very intense young man. I know it may sound funny, but he was
very earnest in an almost puritanical way."

"He could be the sacrifice they need."

Neil sighed. "I know" His eyes showed the sadness and the guilt he felt at the possibility.

"Do not worry," said Togbare sincerely. "If that is what is planned, we shall save your Conrad Robury."
"Did I hear," a voice from the doorway said, "someone call my name?" Conrad stepped into the room.
"Conrad!" Neil said with pleasant surprise. He started to walk toward his friend, but Togbare restrained
him by grasping his arm.

"Wait," Togbare advised. He looked at Conrad. "By what right do you dare to enter here?"

Conrad smiled. "By the right of my Word - Chaos!"

"Conrad," Neil said, "what's happened?"

"You thought," Conrad said hatefully to him, "to betray us! You will not stop us! Neither of you will.
You!" he pointed at Neil, "are coming with me!"

"He is staying," said Togbare, using his stick to help himself stand.

"You do not frighten me, old man!" Conrad said. He moved toward Neil, but Togbare raised his stick.
Conrad felt a sudden and severe pain in his stomach. He tried to move forward, but the pain increased,
and he placed his hands on his abdomen, grimacing with pain.

Silently, Susan came into the room to stand beside him. She touched his hand, and the pain vanished. He
stared at Togbare, concentrating on shaping his own aura into a weapon. He formed it using his will into



an inverted septagon which he aimed at Togbare.

The effect was minimal, for Togbare still smiled and raised his stick. From it's tip white filaments flowed
to form a flaming pentagram above the Mage's head. The pentagram came closer and closer, sending
purple filaments toward Conrad who held up his ring to absorb them. But however hard Conrad tried he
could not will any force to oppose the filaments. The ring simply kept absorbing them. For every one
filament absorbed, three new ones arose until both he and Susan were enclosed in a purple web.
Desperate and determined, Conrad concentrated on his ring, remembering the chant he had heard in the
Temple. The concentration and visualization seemed to work, for a bright red bolt broke forth from his
ring, hurtling toward Togbare. But the Magus simply held out his palm which harmlessly absorbed the
light. Conrad could feel his power being slowly drained away. Then he remembered.

Susan's hand was near and he grasped it tightly. She leant against him and he felt a force rush through
him. She was laughing, the power she gave him was strong and he had time only to fashion its primal
chaos into the sign of the inverted pentagram before it sped across the room in accordance with his
desire. It touched Togbare's stick, knocking it from his hand as the purple web which enclosed the
Satanists shattered, then disappeared.

Togbare was unharmed, but his power was gone."You have powerful friends, I see," he said.

"You cannot stop us!" Conrad laughed.

Togbare smiled, and bent down to retrieve his stick. Cautiously, Conrad stepped back. "Do not worry,"
Togbare said. "My power - like yours - is for the moment gone. But it will return, and soon."

Conrad went toward him and tried to grasp the stick. He wanted to break it over his knee. But some force
around Togbare kept him away. It was as if when he got within a few feet of the Magus he became
paralysed.

"It is your evil intent," Togbare said, and smiled, "which holds you back."

Conrad ignored him. Instead, he caught hold of Neil, twisting his arm behind his back. "You're coming
with us!"

"He will be of no use to you," said Togbare. "As your Master will soon realize."

"We shall see!"

"Please," Neil pleaded, "don't let them take me!"

"They cannot harm you, my son," Togbare said. "Trust me. Now I have seen their power, I know what to
do."

Neil was unsure, and struggled to be free. Conrad held him round the throat. "So much for his power,
eh?" he said as he pushed Neil toward the door.

"Conrad, Conrad!" Neil pleaded. "What's happened to you?"

"You're to be our sacrifice!" Conrad said, and laughed.

"Help me! For God's sake help me!" Neil cried out.

"It's too late!" gloated Conrad. "We need your blood!"

Susan had her car waiting outside the front door of the house, and Conrad pushed Neil into it, holding
him down as she drove away toward their Satanist Temple.
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XIII

For several hours Togbare stayed in Fitten's house. At first, following the departure of Conrad and Susan
with Neil, he sat at the desk and meditated, gradually restoring to himself, by breath control and mantra,
the power he had lost during the astral combat.

Afterwards, he studied Fitten's manuscripts, notes and books, and it was almost noon when he stood up
from the desk. In his absorption, he had not noticed the cold of the room, and he shivered, a little, as he
walked to the door. Outside, the sun was warming, and he walked slowly and steadily like the old man
he was, the miles to Baynes' house, glad of the exercise and the snowy coldness of the Winter air.
Baynes was in his large study when Togbare arrived. The room was warm, and Togbare sat by the coal
fire as he related the events leading to the taking of Neil. Baynes was clearly perturbed.

"I am sure," Baynes said, "they will sacrifice him. He has betrayed them - broken the oath of his
Initiation. This is disturbing news, it really is. I do not believe we can wait any longer. I think the time
has come for us to act - swiftly and decisively."

"You have a suggestion?"

"Yes. Since this Conrad Robury is important to then - or so it seems - [ suggest we entice him away from
their house, and hold him, here if necessary, for a few days as our guest. We can then arrange for him to
be exchanged with Mr Stanford."



Togbare's surprise showed on his face. "It would not be right."

"To save Mr Stanford's life? It is the only way, for I do not believe that we can succeed by magick alone.
Not now."

For a long time Togbare did not speak. He sat staring into the flames of the fire.

"You are right," he finally said, and sighed. "I do not like it, but it appears to be our only hope. The
situation is desperate."”

"May I," Baynes said, "therefore suggest that we - you and I - undertake a simple rite with the intention
of enticing Robury from the house. I could arrange for some people to be waiting. He would not be
harmed, of course."

"You could arrange all this?"

"Yes. It should not take long - a few hours, no more." He turned toward Togbare and smiled. "Wealth
has its uses - occasionally!"

"Those good people who were with us, yesterday?"

"YeS?H

"If you could arrange for some of them to come here, you need not be detained. We, then, could do the
ritual you suggested."

"Splendid! I shall contact them at once. I told them, this morning, to be prepared as we might need them
at short notice."

"You spoke to them all this morning?" Togbare was amazed.

"Well, when I returned here, I could not sleep. I thought I would do something useful. They all felt the
ritual they undertook went well."

"It has bought us some time, I think. Some little time. This Mr Robury - I have realized that his apparent
Occult ability depends on a certain young lady. She was with him, this morning. It is the same woman, [
am sure, who was with him at the ritual at Mr Fitten's house when that unfortunate lady, his wife, passed
over to the other side. So, alone and with us, he should have no power. Yes," he mused, "the more I think
on this - on this plan of yours - the more I am inclined to believe it will succeed."

"Then," said Baynes, "I shall go and make the necessary arrangements."
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Baynes stood staring out of his office window watching the traffic in the city street below. He liked his
office on the top floor of one of the tallest buildings in the city centre as much for the splendid view as
for its relative quiet amid his busy business empire which he controlled from his building.

His desk intercom buzzed. "Yes?" he asked.

"A Mr Sanders to see you, sir."

"Excellent! Send him in!" He seated himself in his leather chair behind his uncluttered desk.

"Mr Sanders," his Secretary announced.

"Please," he said, indicating a chair, "be seated."

"I'd rather stand," Sanders said. He was dressed in black as was his habit. "You wanted to see me?" he
asked, warily.

"I have a proposition for you - a business proposition."

"So your flunky said on the 'phone."

"You operate what some might describe as a 'Black Magick' temple, do you not?"

Sanders sat in the chair. "Let's cut the crap! I know you, Baynes, and you know me."

"T would like you to do me a favour - for a substantial sum of money."

Suspicious, Sanders looked around the room. "Are you taping this?"

"Of course not!"

"So what's your offer - and how much?"

"Fifty thousand pounds."

Sanders hid his surprise. "To do what?"

"Not long ago, a certain young gentleman - a student - came to visit you. You introduced him, I believe,
to a certain group. Well, I would like this gentleman brought from where he is to my house. With the
minimal use of force, of course."

Sanders stood up. "I can't say it was a pleasure meeting you. Goodbye."

"You have a very lucrative side-line, I believe."

Sander was nearly at the door when Baynes added, "I'm sure the Police would be very interested in your
- what shall I call it? - your import business. A Mr Osterman is your contact in Hamburg, I understand."
Sanders stopped. "You're bluffing."



"I assure you I'm not. You last assignment arrived last Tuesday. Estimated value - I believe the term
used is 'on the street' - two million pounds, at least. Of course, if my figures are correct, your profit is
somewhat smaller. Much smaller in fact. So many overheads."

Sanders walked back to the desk. He sat down again, and smiled. "You're very well informed."

"Of course," Baynes said, "we both know who takes most of the profit. You are familiar, I understand,
with the house where this Mr Robury is currently residing."

Sanders shrugged. "Possibly."

"Toward dusk, he will be walking in the garden. You are to bring him to me. At this address." He gave
Sanders a printed card.

"And the money?"

Baynes opened a draw in his desk. He laid out several piles of ten-pound notes. "A small advance. The
rest will await your arrival at the house."

"And if he is not where you said?"

"He will be. But should some unforeseen circumstance arise and he is not there, telephone me and I shall
arrange another time."

Sanders scooped up the money and stuffed it into his pockets.

"And," Baynes added as Sanders stood up to leave, "if you are worried about your 'Master' finding out
about our little arrangement, I'm sure you have experience enough to work some plan out so as not to
implicate yourself."

Sanders was already thinking along similar lines. "You've missed your calling!" he smiled before
walking to the door.

Baynes waited until Sanders had left before he used the telephone.

"Hello?" he asked as his caller answered. "Frater Togbare?"

"Yes?" came the quiet and somewhat nervous reply.

"Baynes here!" he said cheerfully, pleased with his success with Sanders. "It went well. All is arranged
as planned."

When Togbare did not speak, Baynes said, "Did everything go alright with you?"

"Er, no, not really. You'd better come here - I'll explain."

"I'll be there as quick as I can!"
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X1v

It did not take Togbare long to fall asleep. He was sitting by the fire as Baynes left for his office,
wondering about the events of the past few days and the events to come. He too was tired, and slept
soundly by the warmth of the fire.

The doorbell awoke him, and he walked slowly to answer its call, leaning on his stick, and expecting
some of the guests of the night before. The cabinet clock in the hallway of Baynes' house showed him he
had been asleep for nearly an hour. He did not recognize the woman who waited outside, but her
expensive car, waiting with its chauffeur, did not surprise him, for he knew of Baynes' own wealth.

"Is Oswald in?" a smiling and alluringly dressed Tanith asked.

"Oswald?" repeated Togbare, averting his eyes from her breasts, amply exposed by her dress.

"Mr. Baynes. Is he at home?"

"Er, no. Not at the moment. Can I help?"

"T've come for your little ritual - or whatever it is you've planned."

"I'm sorry?" For some reason Togbare felt confused, a fact which he attributed to having just woken
from a deep and needful sleep.

"May I come in?" Tanith asked and proceeded to walk past him, making sure their bodies touched. She
walked into the study, and stood by the fire. "Dear Oswald," she said, "such a charming gentleman, but
so frightfully forgetful sometimes. He forget to tell you I would be coming, didn't he?"

"Well - "

"Do be seated," she said affably.

Togbare obeyed.

"Any idea what this ritual thing is about?" she asked standing near him. "If it is anything like the one's
he's invited me to before, we are in for some jolly good fun!" She laughed.

"Fun?" said Togbare, perturbed.

"Why yes! Don't say he hasn't told you? My word! Would you like a drink - to get into the mood?"



"A drink?" Togbare felt distinctly uncomfortable.

She went straight to a bookcase, pushed a hidden button, and waited until a shelf revolved to reveal
decanters and glasses. "Whisky?" she said. "You look like a Whisky man to me. He has some very fines
malts."

I myself," Togbare said, rather stuffily, "do not imbibe."

"Shame. I'm partial to Gin, myself." She poured herself a full glassful and drank it immediately.
"Splendid! Best on an empty stomach. Straight into the blood!" She poured herself another glass before
saying, "Shall I draw the blinds so we are prepared?"

"Pardon?"

She pressed another button and the window-blinds descended to silently close.

Togbare stood up. "You seem to know this house rather well."

"I should say so! All the hours of fun I've had here! Oswald has the most marvellous parties!" She came
toward Togbare who was standing by the light of the fire. "Hot in her, isn't it?" she said, beginning to
remove her dress.

As she reached Togbare it fell around her ankles. She was naked and an unbelieving Togbare stared at
her.

"Your spirit," she said, "is younger than your body."

She took his hand and placed it on her breast.

Togbare snatched it away and almost ran to the door. It was locked, but there was no key.

Tanith stepped out of her dress and moved toward him, laughing. "You will enjoy the pleasure I offer,"
she said.

Suddenly, Togbare understood. "Harlot!" he shouted. "The Master sent you!"

"Yes ! n

She was closing upon him, and to Togbare she became a Satanic curse. He held up his stick, but she
laughed at him.

"You are weak!" she sneered. "Look at me! Look at my body!"

Togbare turned away, mumbling words as he did so.

"Your god cannot help you now!" she mocked.

He turned to face her and as he did so she began to change form before his very eyes.

"My God!" he cried with genuine surprise, "you are his wife!"

It was a pitying laugh she gave him before gesturing behind her with her hand. Her dress disappeared,
briefly before re-appearing on her body. She gestured again, and the blinds rose to flood the room with
daylight.

"You cannot harm me," Togbare said, holding his stick in front of him for protection.

"I have achieved what I came for!"

He stood aside to let her leave. The doors opened for her and she walked out into the sunlight. Through
the window, she saw the Magus kneeling on the floor and saying his prayers.

"Home, Gedor!" she commanded as she got into her car.

Togbare prayed for almost an hour. He was calm then, but dismayed, and stoked and re-built the fire in
his study. He sat by it, sighing and shaking his head in consternation, for a long time, rising only to
answer the doorbell twice. Each time he half-expected the satanic mistress to return but each time it was
only a group of Baynes's guests from the night before, summoned for a new ritual. Each time he
apologized and told them to await another call. He did not explain why and they did not ask, but it took
him a long time to remove the traces of the woman's presence from the house and the room/

Her mocking, lustful satanic presence seemed to have invaded every corner, and he cast pentagram after
pentagram after hexagram to remove it. He only just completed his task when the telephone rang.

'T'll be there as quick as I can!' Baynes had said, and Togbare sat by the fire to wait.

He was almost asleep again when Baynes returned.

"Well," Baynes said after Togbare had explained about Tanith's visit, "it matters little. We can do the
ritual ourselves, as I originally thought. That is," he paused, "if you yourself feel able to continue as
planned."

"I fear we have no choice," he said sadly. "It will tire us, even more. I just hope we can recover
sufficiently."

"In time for when the Satanists attempt to Open the Gates you mean?"

"Yes. Shall we begin?"

Together, they sat by the fire in the last hours of daylight, trying through their powers of visualization



and will to entice Conrad away from the safety of the Master's house and into the open where Sanders
would, hopefully, be waiting. After several minutes effort, Togbare withdrew from one of his pockets
one of the small squares of parchment he always carried. Taking his pen, he began to write, first
Conrad's name, and then several sigils, upon it. For several minutes he stared at the completed charm
before casting it into the flames of the fire to be consumed.

"So mote it be!" he said as the parchment burned.

Near the window, a raven cried, loudly in the snowful silence that surrounded the house.

skkok

XV

Conrad, as Aris had instructed, was reading in the library as the twilight came. The manuscript Aris had
left out for him was interesting, telling as it did of the Dark Gods. But the more he read, the more
dissatisfied he became.

The work was full of signs, symbols and words - and yet he felt it was insubstantial, as if the author or
authors had glimpsed at best only part of the reality. His memory of the recent ritual was vivid, and as he
stared at the manuscript he realized what was lacking. The work lacked the stars - the haunting beauty he
himself had experienced; the numinous beauty which he felt was waiting for him. He wanted to reach
out again and again and capture that beauty, that eerie essence, that nebulosity. He had felt free, drifting
through space and other dimensions; free and powerful like a god - free of his own dense body which
bound him to Earth.

"Having fun?" a voice unexpectedly asked.

It was Susan, and she walked toward him.

"Not really."

She wore Tanith's exotic perfume and her clothes were thin, moulded to the contours of her body. In that
instant of his watching - full as it was of sensual memories and sensual anticipation - he remembered the
bliss that a body could bring.

She stood by the French windows looking up at the darkening sky. "Shall we go outside," she suggested,
"and watch the stars?"

"You been reading my thoughts again?" he asked, half seriously, and half in jest.

He rose from the desk to stand beside her and was pleased when she placed her hand around his waist
before opening the windows.

"T'll just get a coat," she said and kissed him. "I'll join you outside."

The air was cold, but Conrad did not care as he walked out into the snow. The stars were becoming
clearer, and he wandered away from the lights of the house to watch them as they shone, unshimmering
in the cold air of Winter.

They came upon him swiftly, the three men waiting in the shadows. One carried a gun and pointed it at
Conrad while the others grabbed his arms.

"Quiet!" the man with the gun said, "or you're dead."

Conrad struggled, and succeeded in knocking one of the men over. He tried to punch the other man in
the face, but a blow to the neck felled him, and he was unconscious as he hit the snow.

"Bring him!" the man with the gun said.

Conrad awoke as he was being bundled into a car, but his hands were bound and he was roughly thrown
onto the back seat.

"Bastards!" he screamed, and kicked at the door.

A knife was held to his throat. "Calm down, stupid," it's holder said, and smiled. "Or I'll make a mess of
your face!"

Yards away, Sanders sat waiting in his own car. No one had followed the men as they had dragged the
unconscious Conrad toward the gate and the waiting cars, and he sighed with relief. He followed the car
containing Conrad and they were soon far away from the house.

As he had instructed, Conrad was blindfolded, and he stood behind two men as they stood outside
Baynes' house holding Conrad between them. Baynes had been watching from his window, and strode
out to meet them.

"As promised," Sanders said.

"Excellent!" replied Baynes. He gave Sanders a briefcase. Sanders opened it and then pushed Conrad
toward Baynes.

"He's all yours."

Baynes led Conrad into the house. Once in the study, he locked the door before removing Conrad's



blindfold and bonds. It took Conrad only a few moments to adjust to his new surroundings.

"Please," Togbare said, indicating a chair by the fire, "sit down."

Conrad ignored him. Instead, he turned to Baynes who stood by the door.

"Resorting to armed violence now, I see," Conrad quipped.

" An unfortunate necessity."

"How very satanic of you," Conrad smiled. "Well, great Mage," he said mockingly to Togbare, "what is
your plan?"

"You will remain here - for a short while."

"I suppose you in your stupidity think they will exchange Neil for me."

Togbare looked at Baynes. Conrad sneered at both of them. "You won't be able," he said, "to hold me.
Not once they find out where I am. They will come - are you ready for the violence they will use?"
"What makes you think," said Baynes, "that you are that important to them? You are just another Initiate.
They have plenty more. You'll be easy to replace."

"Is that so?" Conrad laughed, but Baynes' words made him feel uneasy.

"We have taken certain precautions," Togbare said.

"Oh, yes?" Conrad sneered. "You have drawn a magick circle thrice around the house - and I stand
trembling and abashed at its centre! Sint mihi dei Acherontis propitii!"

"Well, well!" said Baynes, "a scholar as well as a comedian."

Suddenly, Conrad rushed at Baynes, intending to punch at his face, but Baynes was too quick and easily
avoided the intended blow. His own counter was quick, as he caught Conrad off balance, tripping him to
the floor.

Baynes bowed slightly as Conrad slowly got to his feet.

"He studied in Taiwan," Togbare said by way of explanation.

"Oh well," Conrad said, shrugging his shoulders, "so much for that idea then." He looked around the
room. "I suppose I'd better make myself comfortable."”

"A wise decision," Togbare said.

"Do you not wish," Baynes said to Conrad, "to complete your studies at university?"

"What's it to you?" Conrad looked at him briefly, then at the window. He sat in an upright chair as near
to it as possible.

"I believe you have an interest in Spaceflight?"

"No need to guess who told you that."

"Mr Stanford, of course. I have some contacts in the aerospace industry in the States."

"Bully for you."

"I could arrange for you to continue your studies at an American university at the end of which you
would be guaranteed work with one of the leading companies in the aerospace industry. You would, of
course, be provided with a large capital sum - say fifty thousand pounds - for incidental expenses over
the years."

"Are you trying to bribe me?" Conrad asked, amazed - and interested - by the offer.

"Yes." said Baynes without hesitation.

"What would you want in exchange?"

"Nothing."

"Nothing?" asked Conrad incredulously.

"Except your immediate departure for America. I would, of course, make the necessary arrangements."
"I don't believe it," Conrad said, amazed.

"Money has no interest for me - beyond what good I can do with it."

"And the Master?" Conrad asked. "What of him if I betrayed him by leaving?"

"As I said before, you are a mere Initiate to him. He can easily find someone to take your place. But if
you wish, I could provide you with a new identity. I have certain contacts who could arrange matters.
You would soon be forgotten."

"It's very tempting. But the Master - "

"All you have to do," said Baynes, "is stay here with us for a few days. You will see when nobody is sent
to fetch you, when they show no interest in you whatsoever, that what I say is true."

"How do I know this isn't just some ploy to get me to stay here?"

"You have my word. Should you wish, you can be with me when I make the necessary arrangements. |
can have the money here within a few hours, the airline ticket likewise. Your passport and new identity
will take a little longer - a day, perhaps. You yourself can speak to the American university [ have in



mind."

"When do I have to decide?"

"The sooner you decide, the sooner I can make the arrangements."

For several minutes Conrad stared at the fire. Then he rose slowly from his chair to yawn and stretch his
limbs. "Any chance of some tea?" he asked casually.

"Have you reached a decision?" Baynes asked.

"Yes." Taking several deep breaths, Conrad grasped the back of the chair, swiftly lifting it and smashing
it into the window. The glass shattered, and he threw the chair at Baynes before diving through the
broken glass. He landed awkwardly in the snow, his hands cut and bloodied by the glass. Something
warm was running down his neck, and he extracted a splinter of glass that had embedded itself in his arm
before leaping up to run down the driveway and away from the house. He could hear Baynes shouting
behind him, but did not look back, concentrating on running as fast as he could down the street. He ran
and ran, past houses, over roads, on pavements, verges and roads, stopping for breath once by a busy
main road. Then he was away, out into the dark lanes beyond the lights of the city.

He stopped to hide behind a tree, nauseous and shaking, and it was some time before his breathing
returned to normal. His hands, neck and face were covered in blood, but it was dried or drying, and he
took off his jacket to tear of his shirt for a bandage for his arm. Soon, the cloth was soaked, and he lay
still, pressing his hand over his bandaged wound to try and stop the bleeding. As he did so, he began to
feel pain in his hands and face. He felt very tired.

No one had followed him down the dark narrow lane. He dreamed he was in the Satanic Temple. Neil
was on the altar, tied down by thongs, and Tanith bent over him, a knife in her hand.

'It is your deed,' Tanith said to Conrad.

"Your deed,' Aris and Susan repeated as they stood beside him.

'We require his blood,'" all three of them said.

Tanith gave him the knife and he walked toward Neil.

'Please,' his former friend pleaded, 'spare me! I don't want to die! I don't want to die!'

'We require his blood,' Conrad heard as a chant behind him. 'His blood to complete your Initiation. We
must have his blood!'

Conrad hesitated.

'Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!' the insistent voices said.

He raised the knife to strike, but could not find the strength, and as he lowered it in failure the bound
figure on the altar was no longer Neil, but himself. Then Aris, Tanith, Susan and his double on the altar
were laughing.

'See how close to failure you came!' Aris said and kissed him on the lips. He made to move away, but it
was Susan kissing hum until she, too, changed - into Tanith.

Suddenly he was awake again, lying on the cold snow stained by his own blood. Such a waste, he
thought, to die here, cold and alone. He tried to sit, up against the tree, but lacked the strength. Then he
smiled. T would do it all again,' he muttered to the tree, the snow, the stars. 'Susan', he said to himself as
his eyes closed of their own accord, T love you.'

The last thing he heard was the cry of a hungry owl.
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XVI

Denise sat on and surrounded by cushions as brightly coloured as her clothes, two green candles in tall
ornate holders alight beside her. He house was otherwise unlit, and quiet except for the nearby rumble of
traffic which passed along the main road less than fifty yards away. She was looking with half-closed
eyes into her large crystal scrying sphere and her friend Miranda - High Priestess of the Circle of
Arcadia - sat beside her, awaiting her description of her visions.

"I have found him," Denise said as if in trance. "He suffers, and will die."

Slowly, she placed a black cloth over her crystal. "Come," she said to her friend, "I shall need your
help."

Her zest was evident in her driving, and it did not take them long to drive away from the city to dark,
narrow lane she had seen in her vision.

"There, by the tree," she said.

Conrad was unconscious. "We must hurry," Denise said as she bent over him. "Others - the evil ones -
will soon be here. I feel they are near."



Together they lifted and carried Conrad into the car.

"You drive," Denise almost commanded her friend. "I must begin, now."

Her hands were warm and she gently placed them on Conrad's cold and almost lifeless face before
raising them a few inches to make passes with them over his arms, hands and body. She imagined energy
flowing to her from the Earth through her fingers and down through his aura into the vital meridians of
his wounded body, stopping only when they reached their destination.

Her house was warm, and they laid Conrad on the cushions between the candles.

"Will he be alright?" an anxious Miranda asked.

"I don't know - yet."

"Shall I let Mr. Baynes know?"

Denise turned toward her, her eyes intense. "No!"

"But I thought - "

"Nobody must know!" And she added, in a softer voice: "Not yet, anyway." She kissed Miranda, saying
"Trust me, my love."

Then she knelt over Conrad to renew her healing with her hands.

"Can I do anything?" Miranda asked.

"Be a darling and make some tea." Denise did not turn around or look up.

The pot of tea was cold by the time Denise stood up, tired from her efforts, and she went to her kitchen
to hold her hands against the cold tap, earthing the energies, before drinking several cups of the cold
brew.

"Do you want me to stay?" Miranda asked hopefully.

"No - I'll be alright. I'll call you if there is any change,"

"Well, if you're sure."

"Yes. And," Denise said, embracing her, "please not a word - to anyone."

They kissed, briefly, and then Miranda left the room and the house. Denise sat beside Conrad, and gently
stroked his face. Slowly, he opened his eyes.

"Back with us, then?" she said and smiled.

"What?" Conrad said, confused.

"You had a bit of an accident. And before you say anything, you're in my house."

Conrad sat up. "And you are?"

"Let's just say someone who likes helping waifs and strays!"

Conrad looked around the room. He saw the crystal with its black cover for 'closing down', the incense
burner upon the fireplace. There were no furnishings other than the many cushions of varying size
strewn over the carpet and the long, heavy drapes covering the window; no light other than that from the
candles.

"Whose side are you on?" he asked cautiously.

"Does one have to be 'on a side'?" she countered with a smile.

"You know who I am?"

"Yes. How are you feeling?"

"Alright. I must have passed out." He found the woman strangely attractive. although her features were
not beautiful in the conventional sense. But he suppressed his feelings, remembering Susan. "I really
ought to go," he said and tried to stand up.

He failed, and slumped back into the cushions.

"Rest, now," Denise said,

"I must telephone someone," he said as he lay down to close his eyes to try and stop the dizziness he felt.
"In a while. But first you must rest."

She left him for a short time, returning with a silver bowl, cloths, phials of lotions and a mug containing
a hot infusion of herbs, all carried on a silver tray.

"Here," she said, "drink this."

He sat up and smelt the contents of the mug. It smelt horrible. "What is it?"

"Just an infusion - of herbs and things. My mother showed me how to make it. It will bring back some of
your strength."

Cautiously, Conrad sipped the drink. She removed the bandage he had made to cover the wound on his
arm and began to clean the area using the liquid in the bowl. When she has finished, she made a clean
covering using a cloth richly suffused with lotion. Soon, she had washed, cleaned and covered all his
injuries with her lotions.



"It tasted better," Conrad said after finishing her potion, "than it smelt."

Her nearness, her gentle touch and her bodily fragrance all combined to sexually arouse him, and he held
her hand before leaning to kiss her.

She moved away, saying, "I'm sorry to disappoint you - but I'm not that way inclined."

"T hope I didn't offend you," he said sincerely.

She laughed as she collected her lotions. "For an alleged Satanist you are rather innocent. Your aura
marks you as different from them."

"Oh, yes?" Conrad was intrigued.

"What is your aim in all this?" she asked. "What do you hope to find?"

He felt his strength returning with every breath he took. Even the throbbing in his arm had begun
subside. "Knowledge," he said.

Denise sat down beside him as she did so he felt there was a calmness within her. He felt good, just
being near her, as if in some way she was giving him energy. At first, he had felt this as her sexual
interest in him, but the more he looked at her and the more he thought about it, the more he realized it
was nothing of the sort. It was just beneficent energy flowing from her. He did not know, nor
particularly care, why - he just felt relaxed and comfortable in her nearness.

"What is it?" she asked again, smiling, her eyes radiant, "that you hope to find. Why did you join them?"
"I wanted knowledge." It was only partly true, he remembered. Most of all he had wanted to experience
sexual passion.

"Is that all?"

He sensed she knew the answer already. "Well, sex as well."

"And then what?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, perplexed.

"Think of it - in a few years time, if you continue along your present path, you will have had many
women, learnt many Occult truths. Perhaps you will have acquired some skill in magick. But life is - for
most people - quite long: many decades, in fact. What do you do with all this time? The same pleasures
and delights over and over again? Someone of your intelligence would surely find that boring?"

"There will be other goals, I'm sure. Other things to achieve."

"Perhaps. Your youth will go, and with its going will come tiredness of both body and spirit."

"So what? It is the present that's important. Why worry about what might never be?"

"And if T said you were giving up your chance of immortality what would you say?"

"I don't believe there is a chance. It's superstition. When we die, that's it."

"Is that what you believe Satanism as all about - the pleasure of the moment?"

"Yes." Then, with less certainty, he added, "Well, at least, I think so."

"There is no belief in something beyond?"

"Not as far as  know." He smiled. "But as you must know, I'm only a new Initiate."

"Would you kill your friend Neil?" she suddenly asked.

"Pardon?"

"Neil Stanford. Would you kill him if your Master demanded it?"

"What do you know about Neil?"

"He came to see me once. For a reading. But you haven't answered my question. Would you - could you
- kill him, or anyone?"

Conrad remembered his dream. But there was within him a desire to deny that part of himself which
would not kill. For a few moments he felt compelled to boast, to answer her question in the affirmative -
depicting himself to her as someone ruthless and unafraid. But she was sitting near him, calm and
smiling, and it seemed to him that her eyes saw into his thoughts. She would know it was just a boast,
the nervous arrogance of naivety.

"I don't know," he said honestly.

"See," she said with a slight tone of censure, "to you all this Satanism is at present a game. An enjoyable
one, to be sure, but still a game. Your aura tells a different story. They are serious - they kill, without
mercy. They corrupt. Are you ready for all that?"

"You make them sound vile," he said, thinking of Susan, and the bliss he had shared with Tanith. "They
are not like that."

"Don't you understand what is happening to you? Of course, now all is pleasure - all is passion and
enjoyment. You are being courted, drawn into their web. But soon the perversity will begin. It will start
in a small way - something perhaps only a little morally degrading. But soon you will be so involved



there will be no escape."”

"No, I don't believe it. You're just trying to turn me against them, aren't you?"

"Am I?" she smiled. "I have something to show you."

She fetched her crystal sphere and set it down between them. Carefully she removed the black cloth
before making passes over the sphere with her hands.

"Look," she said to him, "and see!"

Conrad peered into the sphere. At first he saw nothing except the reflection of the lights from the
candles, but then a blackness appeared within which cleared. He saw the Temple in Aris' house. Susan
was there, naked upon the altar, and around her the congregation danced. Then a man went to her,
fondling her body before he removed his robe to lay and move upon her. Then the scene changed. Aris
was with several other people whose faces Conrad could not see. They were on what looked like a moor,
and on the ground a young woman lay, naked and bound. She was struggling, but Aris laughed - Conrad
could not hear the laughter, only see the Master as his mouth opened and he rocked from side to side.
Then there was a knife in his hand and he bent down to calmly and efficiently slit the woman's throat.
Conrad turned away.

"There is more," Denise said,

"So what?" Conrad said, affecting unconcern. "Every war has its casualties. Anyway, what [ saw was not
real."

"It was. The woman whom you saw murdered was called Maria Torrens. I can show you the newspaper
reports of her death if you wish."

"In every period there are victims and masters. The weak perish and the strong survive."

"Do you really believe that?" she asked.

"What if I do?" Conrad said defensively. "Will you try and convert me?"

"You must make your own decisions - and take the consequences that result from your actions, both in
this life and the next."

"Belief in an afterlife," Conrad said scornfully, "is merely blackmail to prevent us from fulfilling
ourselves - from achieving god-head - in this life."

"You seem set to continue along the dark path you have chosen - despite what I sense about your inner
feelings."

"I've made my choice."

"T know," she said softly.

"Tell me, then, why you have helped me?"

Denise smiled, and her smile disconcerted Conrad. "I have no right to judge. I simply help those in
need."

"But even so -"

"You should rest now." She covered the crystal with the black cloth.

Suddenly, Conrad felt tired. He lay down among the softness of the cushions and, in the warm room with
its gentle candlelight, he was soon asleep. His sleep was dreamless, and when he awoke he was
astonished to find Susan sitting beside hi.
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XVII

The repair of the window Conrad had shattered was almost complete, and Baynes watched the workmen
while Togbare sat, wrapped in a cloak, by the bright fire. Slowly as first, and then heavily, it began to
snow again.

When the work was over, Baynes thanked the men, gave them a large gratuity in cash, and stood outside
to watch them leave. He was about to return to the warmth of his house when a motor-cycle entered his
driveway. It was a powerful machine, ridden by someone clad in red leathers, and he stood in the bright
security lights which adorned his dwelling while the rider dismounted and began to remove the tinted
visored helmet.

Miranda shook her long hair free. "I have some news for you," she said.

"Shall we go in?" Baynes asked. He gestured gallantly toward the door, and held it open for her.

"You have not met Frater Togbare, have you?" he asked her as he showed her into the study.

Togbare stood to offer Miranda his hand. "Hi!" she said, smiling, but not shaking his hand.

"Please, do sit," Baynes said.

"Denise found him," Miranda said, "and I think she'll need your help!" She looked anxiously at Baynes.
"Found who?" he asked.



"Robury! He's at her house. She didn't want me to tell you - but [ had to." Miranda sighed. For over an
hour she had sat at her house, wondering what to do. At first, she had thought of going back to Denise.
But her memory of Denise's firm insistence persuaded her otherwise. She had tried to forget her own
worries about Denise's safety, and had almost succeeded - for an hour, trusting as she had in Denise's
psychic ability.

"They are sure to find him," she continued. "She'll be in danger! We must do something!"

"You mean," Baynes said calmly, "Mr. Robury is at present in her house?"

"Yes!" It was an affirmation of her impatience.

"Did he go there himself?" Baynes raised his eyebrows as he glanced at Togbare.

"No - she found him. And we brought him back. He was injured - quite badly, it seemed."

I see." Baynes stroked his beard with his hand. "You took him to her house? Why?"

"She wanted to help him." Then, realizing what she had said, and seeing the exchange of looks between
Togbare and Baynes, she added, "It's not like that!"

"You said," Togbare asked her, "she found him. Was she therefore looking for him?"

"Well - in a manner of speaking, yes." The room was hot, and she unzipped the front of her leather suit.
Baynes looked at her as she did so, as if suddenly realizing she was a woman. She noticed his attention
and smiled at him, shaking her head so that her long hair framed her face. Suddenly, she saw him as a
challenge, for she knew of his avoidance of women. Her own liaison with Denise was only for her a
brief interlude in her bisexual life, and she smiled enchantingly at Baynes.

Hastily, Baynes turned away.

"Did she say," Togbare asked her, "why she was looking for him?"

"No. And I didn't ask. You know about her, don't you Oswald?" she said to Baynes, smiling at him again
and deliberately using his first name. "About her abilities."

"She is rather gifted in certain psychic matters, yes." He looked briefly at her, then turned away.

"Do you know of recent events," Togbare asked Miranda, "involving Mr Robury and the Satanist
group?"

"Only that there was to be some sort of ritual. Denise said something about Robury being important."”
"You know of the death of Mr. Fitten and his wife?"

"Yes. She mentioned them."

"You were among the first to know of this Conrad Robury, were you not?"

"Actually, yes. He came to attend one of our meetings."

"Introduced by a certain Neil Stanford?"

"Yes." She turned to look at Baynes, but he staring into the flames of the fire.

"I think it is right and fitting," Togbare pompously said to her, "that we take you into our confidence. Mr
Stanford, I am grieved to say, has fallen into the hands of the Satanists - he had, on our instructions,
infiltrated the group. However, he was betrayed. We did not know by whom. As you probably are aware,
such groups do not take kindly to anyone who betrays them, and therefore since Mr Stanford was
kidnapped by Mr Robury and taken to the house of the so-called 'Master', we have been concerned for
his safety.

"Yet for some time I myself, and the Council, have suspected that we ourselves have been infiltrated by
the Satanists."

Miranda looked first at Baynes and then at Togbare. "And you now suspect Denise?" she asked with
astonishment.

It was Baynes who answered. "It is logical - considering what you have just told us."

"I don't believe it! Not Denise!"

"Of course," Togbare said, "we cannot be sure. But Mr Baynes is right - it is logical to presume she may
be implicated."”

"So you see, Miranda," Baynes said, and smiled at her, "if it is true then she is unlikely to be in danger
from them, as you believed."

Miranda sat in a chair, confused by the accusation against her lover yet pleased that Baynes had
apparently shown an interest in her. He had used her first name - something he had never done before -
and his smile seemed to convey a warmth toward her. Suddenly, it occurred to her that if the accusation
was true, Denise had been cruelly using her. The thought saddened her.

"But if you're wrong about her," she said, still unconvinced, "then she will be in danger?"

"For helping Robury?" Baynes said. "I doubt it. You did say she intended to help him?"

"Yes. She was going to use her healing powers."



"Which, to my knowledge, are quite remarkable. Quite remarkable."

"But surely - " Miranda began to say.

"Why did she wish to find him in the first place? And, more importantly, why did she then wish to heal
him? For she knew, being with me a member of the Council itself, that he was important to them - to
their ritual.”

"She was on the Council?" Miranda asked with surprise.

"Why, yes. Did she never tell you? I knew you two were very close friends." Baynes smiled at her.
Miranda blushed, and shuffled in her chair. "No," she said softly, "she never told me." She sighed in
sadness, for she remembered what Denise had once said: 'There shall be no secrets between us...'

"He was badly injured, you said?" Togbare asked her.

"Covered in blood."

"Well," Baynes said, "he did jump through that window."

"He was here?" Miranda asked with surprise.

"We had hoped to - how shall I say? - exchange him for Stanford. Now we are back to where we were
before."

"But surely the Police - they can help. If Neil has been abducted - "

Baynes shrugged his shoulders and made a gesture of obeisance with has hands. "What evidence have
we? What could we say about this conflict which such people would understand?"

"But surely they would listen to someone as well respected as you?"

"Possibly. Even if I sent them to the house of the Master, would they find Stanford there? Of course not.
How would I explain why he should have been abducted? What reason - what motive - could I give
without appearing as some sort of crank? They would listen, make some routine enquiries, find nothing
and decide I was rather strange. No, it is not as easy as that."

"I fear, my child," Togbare said to Miranda, who cringed at his endearment, "that Mr Baynes is right.
There have been two deaths, two unfortunate deaths, already. It is due to Mr Baynes' resourcefulness and
indeed influence that those deaths have been registered by the authorities as natural ones, unconnected
with any suspicious circumstances. And this I myself accepted - for how does one explain t an
unbelieving world the true cause of such deaths? If we had tried, then we would now, I am sure, have all
manner of journalists intruding upon our affairs, impeding our investigations and preventing us from
achieving our goal - that of ending for once and for all this Satanist threat to our world."

Togbare seemed pleased with his speech, and rubbed his hands together.

Miranda turned to Baynes. "I would like to help," she said.

"Then I suggest we go and see Denise. I shall ask her, directly, where she stands on the matter."

"And if Mr Robury is with her?" Togbare asked.

"I shall persuade him to return with us." He walked to the desk and from a drawer took a revolver which
he placed in his jacket pocket.

"Please," Togbare said, "surely we can avoid such complications?"

"There is no choice now," Baynes replied. "Do you wish," he asked Miranda, "to travel with me or use
your own transport?"

"With you," she smiled and began to remove her leather suit.

Even Togbare glanced at her fulsome figure. "If," Togbare said, clearing his throat, "Mr Robury is not
there - what then, my friend?"

"Sanders - he will know how to enter their Temple. He can be persuaded to tell us. We shall then go to
them. You ready?" he asked Miranda.

HYeS.H

"Excellent!" He turned toward Togbare. "If we're not back within the hour inform the Police."

"But - " mumbled Togbare. "what shall I say?"

"I'm sure you can think of something!"

"But - "

Baynes did not wait to hear the Mage's words.
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XVIII

"She has done well!" Susan said as Conrad sat up. "You are better than we thought."



"How did you get here?" Conrad asked her. He looked around the room, but they were alone. "The
woman - "

"Denise?" Susan said. "You will see her in a while. The Master is pleased to see you."

She helped him to stand.

"Ah! Conrad!" Arise said as he entered the room. "Such determination! You rejected a most tempting
offer, I hear."

"Sorry?" Conrad looked at Susan, and then at the Master whose black cloak and clothes seemed to
Conrad appropriately suited the Master's gleeful yet sinister countenance.

"An offer - from Baynes," Aris the Master said.

"You talked in your sleep," Susan said before Conrad could ask the obvious question.

"Come," Aris said, gesturing toward the door.

Conrad followed him up the stairs of the house and into a bedroom where Denise lay on a bed,
apparently asleep.

"She is yours," Aris whispered to him.

"IYm SOITy?"

"It is for you to decide her fate. Take her - possess her if you wish. She has never been with a man. You
can be the first."

Aris walked to Denise, touched her forehead with his hand and she awoke. Then there was a knife in his
hand and he held it as if ready to strike.

"Your wish?" Aris asked him, and smiled.

Conrad went to her, took her hand in his and kissed it. "Thank you," he said to her sincerely.

The fear that had ben in her eyes disappeared.

"And her fate?" Aris said, still holding the knife.

"I don't want her harmed.,"

"As you wish." Aris touched her forehead with his hand, and she closed her eyes in sleep. "You must go
now," he said to Conrad.

"Are you alright?" Susan asked him as he reached the bottom of the stairs.

The face of the Master had shown no emotion as Conrad had expressed his wish, and he was wondering
whether the Master disapproved.

"Are you alright?" Susan asked him again.

"Just a little tired," he replied.

"We must go now." She held the front door of the house open as a gesture of her intent, and, in the
snowful street outside, he saw her expensive car.

He walked with her out into the coldness to seat himself beside her, and was soon warm in the cocoon of
the car watching the snow covered streets and houses as Susan drove almost recklessly in the dangerous
conditions.

The music she chose as an accompaniment to their journey seemed to Conrad to reflect his mood and the
almost demonic aspirations which underlay it, and he listened intently to Liszt's B Minor Sonata. As he
listened, he began to realize that his decision regarding Denise was correct, and they were approaching
the Master's dwelling when he concluded it made no difference to him what Aris his Master - or indeed
what anyone - thought about it. He would do the same again.

Gedor awaited them at the steps of the house, and held Conrad's door open for him in a gesture which
pleased Conrad. The very house itself seemed to welcome him, and he was not surprised when Tanith
greeted him in the hall with a kiss.

"They will soon heal," she said as she caressed the dried cuts on his face.

Even Mador came to greet him.

"Welcome Professor!" the dwarf said. "Welcome!"

"The Master will see you soon. But first, you should bathe and change. Mador will show you your
room."

As Conrad turned to follow Mador, she added, "And Conrad, from this day forth this house is yours as
your home."

Her words pleased him, and he followed Mador, proud of himself. Susan was beautiful, wealthy and
powerful, and together they would return the Dark Gods to Earth.

The room Mador led him to was on the top floor of the house. It was large and luxurious and he was
surprised to find the cupboards full of new clothes, all in his size. He selected some, and was relaxing in
a bath of warm water when the maid entered the room, pushing a trolley replete with food.



She did not speak, but smiled at him through the open bathroom door as he lay, blushing at the
unexpected intrusion.

"Thank you!" he said unnecessarily as she left.

It was almost an hour later when he too left, cleaned and fed, to find his was to the library where he
assumed the Master would be waiting. It took him a long time, for the house was large and mostly
unknown to him.

"Do you find," the Master said to him as he entered the library, "your house pleasing?" He smiled as he
sat at the desk, indicating a chair.

Conrad sat down.

"From tonight, all this," Aris continued, "shall be yours."

Conrad could only stare in amazement. Was it a jest?

"There shall be a ritual,”" Aris said, "whose success will begin that new acon which we seek. Recall that I
said you had a Destiny. Your Destiny is to continue the work which I and others like me have begun.
Every Grand Master such as I chooses, when the time is right, someone to success him. And I have
chosen you. My daughter shall be your guide as your own power develops. She shall be your Mistress,
just as Tanith has been mine."

Aris smiled benignly at him. "It is right you are amazed. You have proved yourself fitting for this
honour. As to myself, I have other tasks to perform, other places to visit where you at present cannot go.
We have tested you, and you have not found wanting. I shall reveal to you secret of our beliefs. We
represent balance - we restore what is lacking in any particular time or society. We challenge the
accepted. We encourage through our novices, our acts of magick and the through the spread of our ideas
that desire to know which religions, sects and political dogmatists all wish to suppress because it
undermines their authority. Think on this, in relation to our history, and remember that we are seldom
what we seem to others.

"Our way is all about, in its beginnings, and for those daring individual who join us, liberating the dark
or shadow aspect of the personality. To achieve this, we sometimes encourage individuals to undergo
formative experiences of a kind which more conventional societies and individuals frown upon or are
afraid of. Some of these experiences may well involve acts which are considered 'illegal'. But the strong
survive, the weak perish. All this - and the other directly magickal experiences like those you yourself
have experienced - develop both the character of the individual and their magickal abilities. In short,
from the Satanic novice, the Satanic Adept is produced."

He smiled again at Conrad before continuing his Satanic discourse. "We tread a narrow path, as perhaps
you yourself are becoming aware. There is danger, there is ecstasy - but above all there is an
exhilaration, a more intense and interesting way of loving. We aim to change this world - yes, But we
aim to change individuals within it - to produce a new type of person, a race of beings truly
representative of our foremost symbol, Satan. Only a few can belong to this new race, this coming race -
to the Satanic elect. To this elite, I welcome you."

He passed over to Conrad a small book bound in black leather.

"All this I have said, and more, much more, is written of in here," Aris said. "Read and learn and
understand. We shall not speak together again."

He bowed his head, as if respectfully, toward Conrad before rising and taking his leave. Alone in the
silence which followed, Conrad though he could hear a woman's voice.

"T am coming for you, I am coming!" it seemed to sing and for an instant he glimpsed a ghostly face, It
was Fitten's wife.

Then Conrad was laughing, loudly, at the thought, as he basked in the glory of being chosen by the
Master.

"T am the power, I am the glory!" he shouted aloud in his demonic possession as, behind him, the ghostly

face cried,
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XIX

Several times during their short journey Miranda tried to engage Baynes in conversation and each time
she failed. He did not speak even as they left the car near their destination to walk the last few hundred
yards.

Only as they approached Denise's house did he relent.



"[ fear," he said, pointing to where a car had left its imprint in the snow, "we are too late."

The door was unlocked, and he entered the house cautiously. No sounds came from within the house,
and with Miranda in tow he slowly checked every room. The house was empty.

"Has she gone with them?" Miranda asked as they returned to the front door.

"Or been abducted."

"Why would they do that?"

"She would be a prize, I presume. A lady of her - how shall I say? - persuasion would be regarded in
some respects as an ideal sacrifice."

"It's my fault," Miranda said sadly.

"Not at all. We still do not know if she is involved with them." He ushered her outside.

"I feel so responsible," she said.

"There is no need," he said kindly.

She took advantage of his tone and his nearness by resting her head on his shoulder. He held her, feebly
and briefly, and then drew away.

"Here," he said, giving her the keys to his car, "can you tell Frater Togbare what had occurred?"
"Yes, I will."

"Good. I will make some necessary arrangements."

"To get into their Temple?"

"Exactly. I shall be - say - an hour at most. Tell Frater Togbare to be ready to leave at once."

"Will three of us be enough?"

He looked at her for some seconds before replying. "I cannot allow you to go," he said somewhat
pompously.

"Tough! I'm going!" she said with determination.

"No you're not."

She held her head slightly to one side, resting her hands on her hips. "Because I'm a woman?" she
demanded, a touch of anger in her voice.

"Actually, yes."

"Oh I see!" she mocked. "It's strictly a job for the boys, is it?"

"It could be dangerous."

"Oh I see! And we weak women, cannot cope with danger, is that what you mean?" By now, she was
angry.

"I didn't say that," he protested.

"But you meant it!"

"Look - there are more important things at the moment than this stupid argument!" He himself was
beginning uncharecteristically, to become annoyed.

She smiled at him, as if satisfied to have aroused some emotion within him. "We'll be ready when you
get back," she said. She did not wait for his reply and walked back toward his car.

Baynes watched her drive away in the falling snow before he returned to the house. The telephone was
working, and he dialled Sanders' number.

"Baynes here. Can you meet me? Or should I say - meet me in fifteen minutes."

'Leave me alone! he heard Sander say, 'One favour is - '

"Listen! There will be more money, this time."

'I'm not interested.'

"Just meet me. It will be to your long term advantage. You know what I mean?"

Sanders sighed, and Baynes smiled. "Where?' he asked.

Baynes gave him the address, and sat in the stairs to wait, Sanders was late.

"That you car?" Baynes asked.

"Yeah."

"Let's go, then."

As they drove away, Sanders asked "Where to?"

"My house. Now - you've been in the Masters' Temple I imagine."

"Possibly."

"Excellent."

Baynes did not speak again until they were inside his house.

"Some friends of mine," Baynes said as he led Sanders into the study where Miranda and Togbare were
waiting.



"Hello Miranda," Sanders said.

"You know each other?" Baynes asked, surprised.

Sanders raised his eyebrows and gave a lascivious smile. "I've hear of her. It's a small world, the Occult."
He stared at her breasts.

Miranda stared back, and nervously, Sanders looked away.

"You said," Baynes asked him, "you'd been in the Satanist Temple."

"It's a free country," he shrugged.

"Can you lead us there?"

"You're serious?" When Baynes did not answer, he added, "You are serious!"

"Naturally, I would make it worth your while. Financially, of course."

"How much?" he whispered to Baynes.

"Sixty thousand."

"That's a lot of money!" He thought for a minute. "And all I have to do is lead you there, right?"
"Correct."

"When?"

"Now."

"Now?" Sanders said with surprise.

"Yes. And not tricks. I know the Temple is below the house, but I also know there is a secret entrance
somewhere, nearby."

"You're well informed," Sanders said with surprise.

"I have my sources of information."

"don't I know it!" Sanders said like an aside. "And the money?"

"Tomorrow. When the Banks open."

"Let's get this straight," Sanders said, twirling the inverted pentagram he wore around his neck. "I lead
you there, then I'm free to go right?"

"Correct. Provided, of course, you do not inform anyone of our presence."

"What do you take me for? I know you've got your pet Policemen."

"Shall we go then?"

"You car or mine?" Sanders quipped.

"Please," Togbare said quietly to Baynes, "may I talk with you? Alone?"

"As you wish," Baynes replied. "Please, excuse us for a moment," he said to Miranda.

Outside, in the hallway, he firmly shut the door to the study.

"This plan of yours," Togbare said, "are we not being too hasty?"

"I don't believe so."

"But to go to their Temple - "

"What choice do we have? They will sacrifice Standford and for all we know Denise as well. Did
Miranda not say that Denise was 'virge intacta'?"

"NO."

"Don't you see? I am sure their ritual will be tonight."

"The blood of a virgin - yes, yes," Togbare mumbled.

"Your actual presence at the ritual will I am sure suffice to disrupt it."

"It is possible, yes. But the physical danger - "

"I shall of course leave a message with a friend of mine, a Police Officer. Should we not return, he will
investigate. Believe me, there will be no second chance for us. Can we afford to wait? What if we do
nothing and tonight they complete their sacrifices and open the gates to the Abyss? What then? The evil
they will release will spread like a poison. Large scale demonic possession will occur - madness, crime
committed by those weak of will ..."

"Yes, yes of course," Togbare said abstractly, "you are right."

"Their success," Baynes continued, "would give them magickal power - Satanic magickal power -
beyond imagining. We would be powerless. And their Dark Gods would return, to haunt the Earth."
"You have only voiced me own fears. I shall prepare myself as we journey to our destination. May God
protect us."

Baynes left Togbare mumbling prayers. In the study he found Sanders kneeling on the floor, clutching
his genitals, his face contorted with pain. "See," Miranda said to Baynes in triumph, "we women can
take care of ourselves! Shall I drive then?"

Both Baynes and Sanders watched her as she left the room.
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XX

"Your marriage to our daughter," Conrad remember Tanith had said, "shall be first."

A prelude, he thought to the fugue that would be the opening of the gates to the Abyss.

He stood in the candlelit Temple, resplendent in the crimson robe Tanith had given him for the
ceremony. The congregation formed an aisle to the alter upon which the tetrahedron glowed, and he
stood in front of it with the Master and Tanith to await his Satanic bride.

There was a beating of drums, and Gedor, with Susan beside him, walked down the stone steps and into
the chamber of the Temple. She wore a black veil and a black flowing gown and walked alone past the
congregation as Gedor stood guard by the door which marked the hidden entrance.

Tanith's viridian robe seemed iridescent in the fluxing light, and she greeted her daughter with a kiss
before joining Susan's hand with Conrad's.

"We, Master and Mistress of this Temple," Aris and Tanith said together, "greet you who have gathered
to witness this rite. Let the ceremony begin!"

There was a chant from the many voices of the congregation.

"Agios o Satanas! Agios o Satanas!"

We are gathered here, " the Master said, "to join in oath and through our dark magick this man and this
woman, so that hence forward they shall as inner sanctuaries to our gods!"

"Hail to they," Tanith chanted, "who come in the names of our gods! We speak the forbidden names!"
The Master raised his hands and began to vibrate the name Atazoth followed by Vindex while Tanith led
the congregation in chanting 'Agios o Satanas! Agios o Satanas! Agios o Baphomet! Agios o Baphomet!
while the drums beat ever louder and more insistent. In Tanith's sign, they stopped.

The sudden silence startled Conrad, a little.

"Do you," the Master said to Conrad, "known in this world as Conrad Robury accept as your Satanic
Mistress this lady, Amilichus, known as Susan Aris, according to the precepts of our faith and to the
glory of our dark gods?"

"I do," Conrad replied.

"Then give me as a sign of your oath this ring."

Conrad accepted the silver ring, and placed it on Susan's finger.

Aris turned to his daughter. "Do you Ambilichus, accept as your Satan Master this man, known in this
world as Conrad Robury and whom we now honour as Falcifer in name, according to the precepts of our
faith and to the glory of our dark gods?"

"I do," Susan replied.

"Then give as a sign of your oath this ring."

She took the silver ring, and placed it on Conrad's finger.

"See them!" Aris said, "Hear them! Know them! Let it be known among you and others of our kind, that
should anyone here assembled or dwelling elsewhere seek to render asunder this Master and Mistress
against the desire of this Master and Mistress, then shall that person or persons be cursed, cast our and
made by our magick to die a miserable death! Hear my words and heed them! Hear me, all you gathered
in my Temple! Hear me, all you bound by the magick of our faith! Hear me you dark gods of Chaos
gathering to witness this rite!"

Tanith unbound their hands to swiftly cut with a sharp knife their thumbs. She pressed Conrad's bleeding
thumb onto Susan's forehead, leaving a mark in blood, before marking Conrad in the same manner and
pressing the two thumbs together to mingle the blood. Then she pressed a few drops of blood from each
onto a triangle of parchment. There was a silver bowl on the altar containing liquid which Aris lit before
Tanith cast the parchment into the flames.

"By this burning," she said, "I declare this couple wed! Let their children be numerous and become as
eagles who swoop upon their prey!"

"But ever remember," Aris said, "you who in joining find a magick which creates, never love so much
that you cannot see your partner die when their dying-time has come."

"Let us greet," Tanith said, "the new lord and lady of the dark!"

Tanith's kiss was signal for the congregation to greet the spaeman and his wife.
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No traffic came along the narrow lane that led past the neglected woods near the Master's house, and
Miranda parked the car partly on the snow-covered verge. The snow had stopped , and there was an
almost unearthly beauty about the scene: the snow-capped trees, the virgin white of the fields, the cold



quiet stillness of the night air.

But the horizon around the fields began to change, as if the sky itself was full of fury. Red, indigo and
thunder purple vied for mastery. Each passing moment brought a change, a subtle shift in colour or
intensity. Yet there was no sound, as there might have been if an Earth-bred storm had existed as cause.
Then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the spectacle ceased, to leave Miranda and the others staring at a
night sky full-brimming with stars.

"This way," Sanders said as he walked in among the trees.

There was a fence yards within the wood, and he climbed it easily while Baynes gave assistance to
Togbare and Miranda. Soon, the undergrowth became thick, but Sanders followed a narrow path deep
into the stillness, stopping frequently to wait for his companions. Baynes kept close behind him, one
hand in his jacket pocket and holding the revolver.

The snow was deep in places over the path that snaked around trees, bushes, dead bracken and entwining
undergrowth, and Togbare stumbled and fell.

"Are you alright?" Miranda asked him.

"Yes, thank you." Slowly, he raised himself to his feet using his stick.

He tried to sense the power of the rituals being undertaken that night on his instructions to try and
counter the magick of the Satanists, but he could sense nothing, however hard he strained and however
he listened to the emanations from the astral aether. There was nothing, and it took him some minutes as
he walked along the path to realise why. The wood was like a vortex in the fabric of space-time,
absorbing all the psychic energies that radiated upon it. He sighed, then, at this realization, for he knew it
meant they would be alone in the magickal battle to come.

He could see a clearing ahead where the others had stopped to wait for him. As he reached its edge, he
was startled by the strange cry of an Eagle Owl. He had heard the cry before, in the forests of
Scandinavia, and looked up to see the large ominous predator swooping down toward Sanders face, its
hooked claws ready to strike.

Sanders shielded his face with his arm. Quickly, Togbare raised his stick and the huge owl veered
spectacularly away, up and over the trees. It was not long before they hears its harsh call break the
silence that shrouded the wood.

"Come," Togbare said, "we must hurry. They will know now that we are here."
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XXI

Denise awoke to find herself in a cell. It was small, brightly lit and warm. There was a thong around her
neck, and she was still struggling to remove it when her cell door opened.

Neil, dressed in the black robe of the Satanic order, stood outside and motioned her to come forward.
"Listen to me," he whispered, glancing behind him at the stone stairs, "I don't have much time. You must
go and warn the others. It's a trap. Here," he handed her a bunch of keys, "take one of their cars. Come
on."

When Denise made no move to leave, he said, "Please, you've got to trust me. Frater Togbare will
explain.”

She looked into his eyes, then smiled. "How do I get out?" she asked, taking the keys.

"T'll show you."

He led her up the stairs and through an archway. "Through that door," he said, "are some stairs. You'll
come to another door which leads to a passage. Follow the passage and you'll be in the hall, near the
front door of the house. And don't worry, no one is around - they are all in the Temple. Good luck!"

He watched her go before returning to the top of the stairs. He stood in the circular chamber and waited.
It was not a long wait, for soon the floor began to turn. The wall parted, revealing the Temple, and he
walked down the steps to join the worshippers.

Conrad greeted him. "The Master has just told me," he said, "that you were one of us all along! Sorry if I
used too much force."

"You weren't to know," said a relieved Neil.

Aris, Tanith and Susan were standing in front of the altar, the congregation before them, and they waited
until Neil and Conrad joined them.

A proud Conrad held up his wedding ring for Neil to see, and Conrad joined them.

"Let the rite of sacrifice begin!" The Master intoned.

Slowly, the congregation began to chant.

"Suscipe, Satanas, munos quod tibi offerimus memoriam recolentes Atazoth," they chanted.



Then they began their dance around the altar, singing a dirge as they danced counter to the direction of
the sun.

"Dies irae, dies illa, solvet saeclum in favilla teste Satan cum sybilla. Quantos tremor est futurus, quando
Vindex est venturus, cuncta stricte discussurus. Dies irae, dies illa!"

Then the Master was vibrating the words of a chant, Agios o Baphomet, as one of the congregation came
away from the dance to kneel before Tanith who bared her breasts in greeting.

"It is the protection," the kneeling man said as he removed the hood which covered his head, "and milk
of your breasts that I seek."

Tanith bent down, and he suckled. Then she pushed him away, laughing, and saying, "I reject you!"

The man knelt before her, while around them the dancers whirled ever faster, still singing their chant.

"I pour my kisses at your feet," the kneeling man said, "and kneel before you who crushes your enemies
and who washes in a basin full of their blood. I lift up my eyes to gaze upon your beauty of body: you
who are the daughter of and a gate to our Dark Gods. I lift up my voice to you, dark demoness
Baphomet, so that my mage's seed may feed your whoring flesh!"

Tanith touched his head with her hand. "Kiss me, and I shall make you as an eagle to its prey. Touch me
and I shall make you as a strong sword that severs and stains my Earth with blood. Taste my fragrance
and I shall make you as a seed of corn which grows toward the sun and never dies. Plough me and plant
me with your seed and I shall make you as a gate which opens to our gods!"

She clapped her hands twice, and the dancers ceased their dance to gather round as she lay down beside
the man, stripping him naked. Then she was upon him, fulfilling her lust as the congregation clapped
their hands in rhythm to he rising and falling body.

"Agios o Baphomet! Agios o Baphomet!" Aris the Master was chanting.

Tanith screamed in ecstasy, and for a moment lay still. Then she was standing, intoning the words of her
role.

"So you have sown and from your seeding gifts may come if you obedient hear these words I speak."
She looked smiling upon the congregation. "I know you, my children, you are dark yet none of you is as
dark or as deadly as I. With a curse I can strike you dead! Hear me, then, and obey! Gather for me the
gift we shall offer in sacrifice to our gods!"

She gestured with her hand and two of the congregation ascended the stairs as drum beats began in the
Temple. It was not long before one of the men returned, aghast.

"She's gone!" he shouted.

Aris turned toward Neil, and smiled.

"You will do instead," he said.
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By the far edge of the clearing lay a wooden hut, and Sanders led them toward it.

"Inside," he said to Baynes, "there's a trap-door in the floor."

He made to move away, but Baynes said, "Show me."

Reluctantly Sanders went inside and lifted the floor covering in a corner. The hut itself was bare.
"There," he said in a whisper.

"Open it then," answered Baynes.

Sanders did so and light from the stairs suffused the hut. "They're all yours!" Sanders said with relief and
walked toward the still open door where Miranda stood beside Togbare,

He was about to step outside when he saw them. Three large dogs snarling and running toward him.
Hastily he slammed the flimsy door shut. They jumped against it, fiercely barking. Only his weight
against it held it firm. They jumped again and again as if possessed and the wood began to splinter.
"Quick!" Baynes said, indicating the stairs.

He helped Miranda and Togbare down and descended the several steps himself.

"Follow me quickly!" he shouted to Sanders who stood, his eyes wide with terror, with his back and
arms against the breaking door.

Baynes had gone, and he ran across the floor of the hut, almost stumbling. The door shattered and he was
fumbling with the trap-door ring when the first dog attacked. But he succeeded just in time in closing the
door, and leant back against the steps, breathing hard as above him the dogs tried to dig around and
through the door.

"Come on," Baynes said to him as he stood, stooping, in the narrow tunnel that led away from the stairs.
Sanders said nothing. His eyes and face betrayed his fear.



"You don't have any choice," Baynes said unsympathetically.

Above them, the dogs could be heard howling. Miranda edged past Baynes to take Sanders hand in her
own.

The gesture worked, and he followed them as they walked along the tunnel. Soon, it began to slope
gently downward, but it seemed a long time before they could not hear the barking and the baying of the
dogs.

Gradually, the light began to change in intensity, and it was only a faint glow sufficient for them to
dimly see by when Baynes reached the door that sealed off the exit to the tunnel

"Yes, my friend." He felt in his pocket for his crucifix. Dramatically, Baynes withdrew the gun from his
pocket before opening the door that led to the Temple. It swung silently on it's hinges.

"She's gone!" they hear a man's voice shout.
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XX

Denise was sitting in Susan's car outside the house when she experienced her vision. She saw the wood,
the country lane where Miranda had parked Baynes' car, and she drove toward it, followed her instinct
and intuition.

When she arrived, she sensed the woods were a place of danger, both physical and magickal, and she
walked cautiously in the snow-steps Baynes and his two companions had left behind, stopping every few
minutes to stand and listen. The deep into the wood she went., the more did she become aware of
elemental forces. The wood was alive to her - and she had to shut her psychic senses against the myriad
images and sensations: a primitive far urging her to flee back to the road and safety; leering and laughing
demonic faces and shapes peering out from behind the trees and bushes...

She knew as she walked that the Master and his followers had built with their sinister magick psychic
barrier to shield the woods, the house and the Temple. But she was also aware that there were other
forces outside this barrier trying to break it down. She saw in her mind groups sitting in a circle within a
room within a house... They were focusing their powers upon Togbare: he was their symbol, his stick a
magical sword trying like a magnet to attract the energies of their rituals. Her awareness of these rituals,
of Togbare's foresightful planning of them, pleased her as she walked in the silence of the wood.

The clearing she entered caused her to stop and stand still for many minutes, and she with her heightened
psychic ability sensed the owl before she saw it. And when she did see it, swooping silently toward her,
she spoke to it in words like gentle music. It seemed to hover above her head as if listening to her voice
before flying silently away.

She was approaching the hut when she heard the dogs. She did not shorten her pace but walked toward
the door to see them crouched in a corner as if ready to pounce.

"Hello, little ones!" she said gently and unafraid.

They snarled at her, but did not attack. But they would not let her near. When she moved toward them,
they would bare their teeth and growl as if ready to leap at her. But when she moved back toward the
door, they sat down on the trap-door watching her.

Several times she tried to edge near, but the response was always the same. She could not seem to break
with her gentle magick the barrier which surrounded them.

With a sigh, she settled down to wait, consciously trying to break a hole in the magickal barrier shielding
the woods and the Temple, hoping that the white magick outside might break through to aid Togbare in
his battle.

As she spun her mantric spells she experienced a vision of Baynes and his companions entering the
Satanic Temple.
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Baynes was the first to step into the Temple, but Miranda and Togbare soon followed.

The Master turned toward them, as if he had expected them.

"Welcome!" he said.

Conrad saw Gedor go through the door and return carrying Sanders whom he carried toward the altar.
"You have betrayed us!" The Master said to him.

"No! No!" Sanders feebly protested.

"Prepare him!"

"Stop!" Togbare shouted, and raised his stick.



The congregation parted, making an aisle to the Master.

"We must begin," Susan whispered into Conrad's ear.

She was standing in front of him, holding his hands as she had often done before, and Conrad
understood. Then Neil was attempting to come between them but Conrad knocked him away. Dazed,
Neil retreated to stand beside Togbare.

Gedor was stripping Sanders of his clothes while Tanith stood nearby, holding two knives.

"Stop!" Togbare said again.

The Master held out his hand, his ring glowing. A bolt of energy sprang from it toward Togbare, but it
was harmlessly absorbed by the Mage's stick. The tetrahedron on the altar had begun to pulse with
varying intensities of light and the Master went to it and laid his hands upon it. As he did so he became
engulfed in golden flames. Togbare raised his magickal staff and he too became surrounded by light.
Susan tightened her grip on Conrad's hands and he suddenly felt the primal power of the Abyss within
him. He was not Conrad, but a vortex of energy. Then he was in the darkness of space again, sensing
other presences around him. There was an echo of the sadness he had felt before, and then the vistas of
stars and alien worlds, world upon world upon world. He became, briefly, the crystal upon the altar, the
Master standing beside it. But there were other forces present and around him, trying to send him back
into his earthly body and seal the rent that had appeared and which joined the causal universe to the
acausal where his Dark Gods waited. He became two beings because of this opposition - a pure detached
consciousness caught in the vortex of the Abyss, surrounded by stars, and Conrad, standing holding the
hands of his Satanic Mistress in the Temple. His earthly self saw the astral clash between Togbare and
the Master as their radiance was transformed by their wills and sent forth, transforming the colourful
aura of their opponent. He saw Tanith give Sanders a knife. Saw Gedor approaching him, brandishing
his own. Saw the congregation gather around the fight as they lusted for the kill - Sanders tried several
times to get away, but the encircling congregation always pushed him back toward Gedor. Baynes, Neil
and Miranda were beside Togbare and partly enclosed in the luminescence of his aura.

Then Conrad seemed free again to wander through the barriers that kept the two universes apart. He and
Susan, together, had been a key to the gate of the Abyss, his own consciousness freed by the power of
the crystal and the Master's magick. He was free, and would break the one and only seal that remained.
In the Temple, the fight did not take long to reach its conclusion. Sanders seemed to have become
possessed by the demonic atmosphere in the Temple and attacked several times, slashing at Gedor with
his knife. But each time Gedor had moved away. Sanders tried again, and harder, after Gedor cut his
arm. He caught Gedor's hand and turned to be stabbed by Gedor in the throat.

"The third key!" Tanith shouted in triumph.

The spurting blood seemed to vaporise and then form an ill-defined image above the altar. It became the
face of the Master, of Conrad, of a demon, of Satan himself.

Suddenly, Neil snatched the gun from Baynes. The shot missed the Master, and Baynes knocked Neil
over.

Togbare, distracted, looked at Baynes and then at the Master. He felt in that instant the Satanic barrier
protecting the Temple break, and renewed magickal power flowing down toward him, energizing his
staff and his own aura. He pointed the staff at the Master, sending bolts of magickal energy. They
reached him, and the auric energy around the Master, and the shape above the altar, vanished. But
Baynes leapt forward to snatch the staff and break it over his knee.

As he did so, the aura around Togbare flickered, and then disappeared. But the old man was too quick
for Baynes, and bent down to retrieve part of his stick which he threw at the crystal, hitting it. As it
struck, the crystal exploded, plunging the Temple into darkness.

There was then no magickal energy left, and Togbare calmly led Miranda and Neil back along the tunnel
to the hut. The dogs departed quietly the instant the crystal shattered, leaving Denise free to open the
trap-door. When Togbare and the others reached her, she realized Neil had gone insane.

Togbare smiled at her as she closed the trap-door, and then he quietly fell to the floor. She did not need
to check his pulse, but did so nevertheless as Neil stood over her, dribbling.

Togbare was dead, and over the trees the Eagle Owl sent its call.
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The darkness in the Temple lasted less that a minute, and when it was over both the Master and Tanith
had vanished. Conrad looked around and saw Baynes walking toward him. The congregation still stood
around the body of Sanders, looking at Conrad and waiting, as Susan looked and waited.

Without speaking, Baynes took hold of Conrad's left hand and bent down to kiss the ring in a gesture of



obeisance. Suddenly, Conrad understood. He was not just Conrad but a channel, a like, between the
worlds. He would be, because of this, the Anti-Christ and had only to develop and extend his already
burgeoning magickal powers for the Earth to become his domain. For by dark ritual a new beast had
been born, ready and willing to haunt the Earth. A few more rituals, and his invading legions would be
ready.

His laugh reverberated around the Temple.
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Epilogue

Barred windows? Neil shook his head as if he could not remember before returning to his seat. The
television was on, as it always was during the day, and he watched it in the smoky, grimy room. He did
not know what he watched, but it passed a few hours.

Occasionally he would rise from his chair to stare around the room or out of the window. Once, someone
brought him some tablets and he took them without speaking, and, once he wandered across the room to
watch two of his fellow patients play a game of snooker on the worn table with cues that were not quite
straight. But neither the game nor they themselves interested him, and he resumed his chair, sunk into his
stupor.

Baynes watched him briefly as he sat with the psychiatrist in the small almost airless room at the end of
the ward.

"Yes, indeed," the man was saying, "a perplexing case."

"And, he mentioned my name?"

"Once, a few days ago, when he was admitted. He said something about an Eagle Owl, but it didn't really
make much sense. You met once I believe?"

"Yes. He was a student, at the University. Into drugs, I understand. And the Occult - that sort of thing.
He wanted to borrow some money. Rambled on about some conspiracy or other."

"Well," he fumbled with the folder that contained Neil's psychiatric case notes, "I won't keep you any
longer."

"He is receiving treatment, then?"

"Of course. Medication at the moment - although tomorrow we shall start ECT."

"Electroconvulsive therapy?" Baynes asked.

"Yes."

Baynes looked at Neil, and smiled. "If there is anything I can do to help - " he said formally to the
Doctor as he stood to leave.

"We have a note of your address."

"Good bye, then."

Neil did not even look at Baynes as he walked through the ward to the door that led down the stairs and
out into the bright sunlight.

The sun warmed the air, a little, but insufficient to melt any of the snow, and Denise stood by a large
Beech tree in the grounds of the hospital, watching Baynes leave. She knew better than to try and follow
him, and went back to her car where Miranda waited, asleep.

Miranda could remember nothing of the events in the Temple, but by using her own psychic skills,
Denise was beginning to understand them. She did not know what, if anything, she could do. All she

knew was that she had to try.
skokkskskokk



Griggin's Nap
Brenna, ONA.

We have been here for an ageless while. Locked deep. Deep in the dank loam of the black earth. Our
bones are strewn where the brackish waters driddle, oozing the foetid breath of stifled secrets that cannot
let go, cannot let go.

We know. We remember. We cannot forget what was done, so long ago. Here, on this wind-torn hillside.
Here, where a track has long been trodden. Here, where a road was stretched and rolled out to measure a
single sparse length of tarmac that passes us by, passes us by. Yes, the motor cars quickly, quickly they
pass us by. Until just lately. Until now when the long neglect of our upper residence has mustered some
unthinking ones, some poor kimets to come and try their luck with us again.

Ha. But they are not to know. What do they see these modern people? What do they know, these
vacuous souls who come to gawp, to assess, to consider the potential of this broken-down abode? This
derelict cottage stuck on a wind-buffetted hillside behind where the Black Hill doth roam. Behind which
the Black Hill rises with a dour majesty that the many would not choose to live with.

We did not choose to live here. We did not do the choosing. Others did and their dark deeds rebound.
Rebound as an echo that can never cease. A reverberation that our vengeance still desires, still requires.
Oh yes, we thirst, we thirst. Still we thirst for recompense, for the sacrifice of violated flesh, for the
giving of blood which was ours once, so long ago. Which is our demand now.

The weary ages have dragged by. It is only the pulse of blood, the rank pungent smell of fear that
quickens us, stirs us to arise once more.

We were here when the Earth was fresh-formed; we know that now. Something willed us into place a
million years before our bones, our flesh, the panic of our beating blood was flung and pressed into the
maws of the beckoning earth, into the sarcophagus made of soil, which our flesh then moulded to fit us.
Just as the caul of the birth-strangled babe does cover and close fit the still-born infant. Perfect in its
smothering role. Thus did the blistered sod come to enclose us - an impression on the seamless acrid clay
that will never be erased. Even when our bones have mouldered unto dust our imprint shall mark this
place. No, we shall never be away from here. Now the choice is ours and we shall always choose to stay.
For this has always been our home...

Before the meaning of 'time' began we made a home here. When the Earth was barely cooled and her
sister fragment moon was still roughened and torn - a ragged crusty rock weltering in the torpor of
airless void, waiting for the voices of the stars, the winds of the woonsome Cosmos to smooth and refine
her. Shaping her into the luminous sorroricide she does become when her fullness fattens on psychosis,
swells the aqueous flesh til humour is found wanting. Until the tension must be displaced. Somehow. We
work in synchronicity, She and we. A flawless syzergy; a potent symbiosis sheathed in the shadows
wherein we reside.

Yes, yes. We were here before our blood gave way and our screams were choked by the cloistered
mouthing of an endless night. We were chosen. We did the choosing. The white flesh of our fingers
found the revolving frame, found the ductile thread that ran like a razor through wounded tips that had
once owned the kind integument of skin, the protective covering of nails. But we found a cutting blade
that was keen and we have wielded that blade, watched its glance shoot silver in the moonless night
when deeds were done. When the time had come to please the whim we discovered was ours to instil.
First there cooled the rock; then was packed the earth and through the dull depth of bitter loam a
meandering rusty trickle of moisture has permeated. Like a vein of poison it seeps; caustic as the taste of
our memories. And above this bland bedrock where a nascent serpent sleeps, from the million million
years on, a clogger did come to build him a cottage upon our poor clay.

Ah to one of spartan habits and lonely occupation the positioning of some bricks and mortar seemed a
fair chance, a reasonable risk worth the dalliance. We almost pitied them as they worked so staunch and
determined, a cheerful vigour infecting them that allowed occasional expression in the gravelling of their
voices chorused together. An old folk tune they sang reminiscent of something we once knew from long,
long ago - before the Earth grew tired of our stone-raising and wrought us drought and famine to cool
our ardour. Oh those times! When our flesh burst forth its abundance of beauty, blossoming, just
beginning ... we were scythed and torn from the curious melding of our discovered power. Scythed, torn,
plucked and crushed, live-buried and erased. Our potent orifices stuffed with the gaspless cloying of
foetid slimy clay where the little life did do its work and render us down, render us down. To the bone.



To the bone of our purpose. Oh chanceless Fate that strewed us here! As seeds that would bloom acid
barbs, spines of blood and death in the Future Time that would follow.

For aye was our pubescent power stifled before its zenith. The buds of our majestic worth frozen in cruel
frosts that turned to the Hag's wizened Winter just on the lips of the verdant kiss of Spring. Thus does
our ravening vengeance infest the root of rock and soil, spike the underground waters with a flow of
subtle poisons that seep, seep into the soul. At night, when the bleary eye of Day has winked its
concealments by. In the dark of the night when the gaping terror, the agony that must come is witnessed
in the whirling of an inner void. A malevolent void which would suck away, suck away the marrow from
the vessel, consuming, obliterating - the hapless urgent life these ignorant jots do crave so. Oh oolerts!
Poor hopeless fools.

We could have warned them. Indeed, in a quaint misgiving of our hatred, a tenderness nigh almost did
appear. There were subtle gestures they could have read if their eyes had not been so cow-struck. Ah if
only their senses had craned to listen to the murmur of our voices. Ah, if only their minds had but
touched us briefly there might have sparked a different flame. But our whispered warnings went
unheeded and then our greedy vengeance did gorge itself on the ruin of the unconscious souls, that came
to live within those self-erected walls, deaf to the keening of our siren hearts.

Aye, in the nub of spring the clogger came with a cluster of his swains to help him raise his roof.
Whence they all set to in digging the foundations regardless of a knuckle of my little finger that they
sifted then threw aside. Regardless of my sister shards, turned, revealed and ignored, to be trodden under
once more, crushed once again beneath the boots of the brutish, whose meagre spirits allow us a little
dalliance, a little dalliance, while the moments provide our meat. The feast that swells our appetites, a
gift of death conjured from the throat of our soundless howling. Oh petty lives that do not know! That
shall never understand! Oh meagre snivelling lives - see how in the confines of our web these little flies
do tremour and crawl, shiver and struggle, further enmeshing themselves in their own messy ends. See
how our victims struggle to their own demise, flailing their hag-ridden senses before the whisper of our
bitter Despite. See how their little minds spark an inferno of vile imaginary that lurks in their
unconscious bible-muddled minds, that wracks their flesh with contorting agonies, a blade made from
the sheep minds of their following.

Aaah but we allowed them a dew of beginings in a wistful after gleam of pity before our passion for
violence was succoured. Ah, yes. We allowed them a dew of beginnings, a tremour of sweetness that
was snatched before it had chance to bloom; a transient brilliance whose petals were extinguished air
they had chance to form. Ah, we gave them a brief flicker of lightening ray, a sudden sweet intensity of
warmth before it was doused, engulfed, submerged in a cesspool of inchoate ravings, where a rabid
Death held the last and final card - torturing them on so, torturing them on. Wringing them for every
ounce their petty shells deserved.

Oh, our clutches have a crushing capacity that smothers, that eats away at the vitality of their Reason,
exposes the putrescence at their core. So! We must draw down our crow-black hoods and do the carrion's
work! Oh Azanagelle, Azanagelle, you chose us well! Ah, you ceaseless winds; where the Cosmic
Powers do flow. We are part of the grip that made you nigh, yet our cause is kept inside your spell -
rubbing us a pearl of bitter-sweet potion where the sweet is a superficial suasion and the bitter is a
caustic germ that rots from the inside in.

In the stirred vats of our brewing malevolence, the fermentation continues and the sting of vinegar burns
its bitter taste more and more. Corroded that fragile cerebellum, inciting madness, frenzy, the self-
sundering of flesh, the gouging of those eyes that had looked and looked yet never seen. These little
lives, these little lives, how you pass us by, how our ravening whim has consumed you. First one, then
the others. Now, look see, still, some others more - following the footprints of other fools who have gone
their wretched, bloody ways before them!

Before the cold of spring had gone, at time of April showers and fleeting sun, the clogger with the aid of
his comrades, built him up a homestead, raised a roof well-sealed from leakage, equipped with a pantry,
a small kitchen and front room, two bedrooms up above the downstairs rooms. One to house his wench
and new-wed wife and another to crowd the childer in. But for a meagre inheritance that allowed him the
privelege of bricks and mortar, he would have steadied him to temporary abodes or begged a rented roof
from the sometime benevolent master who owned the estate.

Oh gifts are never given without a price to pay and a gift of joy may come seeming-fair to stay and
vanish in the cold, grey dawn, the morning after its advent was bespoke.

Proud, the clogger surveyed his and his fellows neat and nippily erected structure which would house his



new married life's endeavour. Aye, and a welsh lass from Newtown way had struck his fancy, caught his
eye with her curls and celtic smiles. Not a one from the valley a good enough for he. No ho whey, from
his neighbours came their croaking - right enough we conceded as the flakes of our bones crushed to
needle splinters beneath the unaccustomed density of cottage above our bedrock clay; the siphoning of
our silthy waters, sullied from the cadaverous inclinations of our torrid past.

Ah and on the sunlit denizen of a showery day, in spontaneous abandon, he swept the muslin-frocked
bride up into his arms before he carried she, his welsh menlchion, over the threshold into the bliss of
their wedded abode. They did not realise that in the unbuilt cellar, a charnel house of fragmented bone
fumed, emanating like poisonous gas from the welter of our memories, focusing our viper's venom on
the unsuspecting flesh that had come our way.

Upon their heather-feather mattress they lay; a tenderness lighting their eyes, rosying her cheeks at the
posy of crocuses picked especially to lay beside her pillow and gild that first intertwined morn.

But oh, he must away for long seasons and she toil in the labour of a local farm, the glue of a foetal form
keeping them close in common togetherness when he was back from the shelters by the river, where his
lengths of clog wood he kept well stacked. But oh the wood was swept away with a sudden rising of the
flood. A whole season's work washed down the swanee, down the swanisome deluge. And more hours
spent away and the loss of that first baby come still-born. The resentment building; bitter comments cast
in the violence of pain. Gradually, gradually, the centre falling apart. The centre failing. That which
cannot hold must dissolve, disintegrate, die and reform.

And thus the ragged years went by, the nagging years, the vitriol of disappointment tinging her tongue
with the moaning attrition of a ceaseless wind. And no new childer came their way - no infants blessed
their supposed sacred vows and dark and loathsome grew the feelings in her breast as the years soured
her freshness and turned her eager softness to obdurate spite. Oh and how the poor clogger pushed his
cart come the fitching season, 15 mile or more to the hub of the larger welsh town west, for which to sell
his wares. Toiling from dawn to dusk in the dim and dour to bring the glint of a spartan smile to the wan
cheeks that had once been rosied charm. But failure was stamped the clogger's brow and hariden like she
lashed her tongue of acid round and left to sell her butter next day, leaving the welter of inward wounds
like scalding spears of shame upon the clogger's soul.

And oh in the dark season, dark full crept into the clogger's soul and wound a lynch pin around his heart.
Up on that lonely hillside where the wind did moan upon the shutters and buffet against the stout built
walls, the clogger did feel a blackness blacker than he'd ever known, descend upon his mind. And aye
we whispered our reproofs and taunted his mind with years of exaggerated penance come nigh. The cries
of what had been came to taunt his lonely hearth. Until lo! he did clasp his hands unto his ears and call to
the no-god for a mercy now. But only the dark of wronged days did trickle through his fingers, like
blood from a weeping wound that no day's eye flower could ever staunch. Oh we wound the thread about
and my sisters snipped as the reel was worked. For oh but in his agony he did strip him down to his well-
worn flesh and take him a rope from the lean-to shed. Grimly then to the pantry he sped, past thought,
past care, only begging for the pulse that kept his gimlet life alight to still and be no more.

And there where in 'bundant times a quarter carcass swine had swung, he cast his rope round the well-
tried hook, wound the slip-knot round his sinewed neck, placed the stool that would set him aloft. Ah we
cranked the wind's voice high, like the resonance of bellows in a stone-arched space, urging him to leap
his last, to succour our stolen lives and blood, with the ragged remnant of his own poor pay. With no
mortal witnesses to see he kicked his stool from under he. But we the invisible, vengeance inspired,
witnessed the purpling of his choking skin, the kicking and twisting of his strangled form, drawing it out,
drawing it out, throttling, suffocating, re-giving the horror that had come to us, through the torments of
the clogger's asphixiated breath.

Until still, the silhouette did swing, softly, gently, in the candle-lamp light. A hunched and monstrous
shadow swaying from wall to wall, where the confines of a mind had crumbled to a crypt of void.

When his wizen-spirited wedded one did return, more screams and chokes of woe, of penetance did
ricochet round these banshee walls. She ran out into the guttering dark - to a neighbour's cold comfort
and never did return.

She snivelled her way to a church-cottage and listened to interminable sermons that aggrivated the self-
pity thickening in her veins, protracting her misery with thrombosis and swelling arthritic joints. Hands,
that twisted to bird's claw incongruity for months on end, so she could barely pull down her draws to piss
for herself. Ah well, the ice-time got her eventually. The harsh winter of a middling century froze the air
in her lungs, hastened her wheezing to her modest-marked grave, now overgrown with weeds.



But sacrifices come in many forms and sometimes a subtle drawing of the wine is more satisfying than
the immediacy of spilled blood and strangled life. Thus did come to our lamented abode a spinster with
calves of iron and a mouth already pursed in the process of shaping curses. In the lean-to shed she
housed her poor beasts - her long suffering donkeys who pulled the cart she piled with faggots. And
many a blow from her benighted switch did they receive on the bones of their poor rump, mangy with
neglect, made sour from the hariden's wielded stick. In the lean-to shed the poor dumb donkeys munched
their meagre portions, near-starved on a spinster's spite; whilst in the pantry next door come evenfall the
shadows loomed and flickered upon the wall. The apron hung upon the nail stirred and swung, as the
wind whispered its elegy of woe and the tableau macabre retraced its tale of the previous occupation.
Around the black-bonnetted spinster wound we sisters three, as she scrunched her angular frame over the
feeble flame which flickered uncertainly, fed from the few lumps of coal that lasted her through the
lonely nights. The tip of her nose grew red in the chill she bare kept away and she rocked and stared into
the thin flame sucking on a liquorice stick that would last her the whole week through. Oh but it
strengthened the muscle of her tongue and gave her a yellow grin that grew dreadful for the country folk
to see.

We kept her acrimony vital with plagues of lice, a scourge of scabs which she scratched to sores between
the flannel sheets of each long night. Her bloodied nails would pick the lice from her scalp and squeeze
them between her fingertips til they popped. Little things, little things they say, can matter in a big big
way. So it seemed with spinster Pugh as we tormented her with plagues of tiny vermin which drove her
to the verge of apoplectic outbust and turned her already crabbed tongue to a rancorous rasp of vinegar.
Oh the invectives that contumeliously cut the curt air of these haunted walls! as she pressed her
chilblained feet into her hob-nailed boots each morning and scratched her stringy rump chaffed by the
coarse woollen under-draws her modesty and meaness did insist upon the wearing of.

Then out to straff the donkey's hide; hitch its mangy form, rough-bridled to the cart whereupon the
donkey did frequently rehearse its complaint with a loud and timely braying which would stir the vicious
instinct of maitre-hausen Pugh, who would belt it about its vociferous head with a cabbage stalk until the
beast's cacophanous rebellion was quelled.

Yanking the halter torn by the gusty wind, the specious spinster trudged her way be the Black Hill to
find her some faggots to pile high the cart. Then down through the coppice of a steep, slanting fall, with
a full load cranked up to pitch did she go. Dressed all in black with the bonnet and all - white apron
cotton and servicable scowl, wanting the impression of decency to give. Oh but her squinting eyes and
yellow tongue belied the charade as all the childer did know and the donkeys were intimate aware of.
But the busy and the business-like paid for her trade and kept her coffer full of coppers to be sure. Whilst
wherever she walked, cross market square, upon the packhorse bridge, along the cusson for a merry 'uns
to take, all the young 'uns would go in fear of her passing. They would scuttle down the alleyways, run
off be the riverbank, climb to the castle mound or dive into doorways, whenever they 'ud see her
acoming black-lookin' and bounder-lassel along, along oh. Aye the childer were dread-filled of her
ratchet crone's caper, avoided her when they could, shouted names from a distance when well hid and
safe, spoke legends of her vices and devil-sworn pacts.

Oh but the bitter old cuss was a tough boot to yield and the blood ran like icicles' silt in her veins and her
sinews of string proved tenacious as weed - woody and hollow the bones of her heart ran, spiky as a
thistle, as obstinate to leave-go was the whithered old rag of her soul. We took our toll at subtle torture
but tired of the game when the yellow-toothed wrinkle-skull clung on and on and on. She made us
remember what the clogger's dance had dulled. Made our anger fresh to our memory as the spark of life
in her wizened old frame waxed on and on inexorably, persistant as the winter rain, fatal as a still-
swollen moon. Ha! What charm had life's spark shone to bequeath the wicked old stick such a length of
remorseless longevity.

Our virgin skin was a score shredded thin that sweltered beneath the burst of a crocus spring. Whilst still
the spinster's malign old thread spun on. But malevolence can be tended to bloom and flower when the
seed of malice has been nursed and gnawed for long enough. And the rats that had wriggled the tawdry
wainscotting and scuttled for sparse crumbs come dark, delivered us a whopper to nip off her nose.

Eh, it was sizeful, the pink-eyes albino our rat-kin did give us. White as a ghost and nigh on twice the
size of the normal host. Bold as brass and savage as a weasal. It could out stare a farm cat and make the
tail of a terrier turn right under - set a quiver in the hide of any as 'ud see.

It found its way to her bed one night - faced her brazen in the full moon light. Wakened her with a
tickling of its whiskers. Oh she shrieked and flailed and dove for the covers, a sobbing on the bile that



her belly'd rue. Our albino over-sized bluff, pattened a vigil for an hour or more, roaming like a lion to
the kill while she quaked and squealed neath the covers. He cut her a swift nip when her fingers showed
nigh and left her diseases for to sicken by and die. The crotchet old rind wheezed her way through
another long summer til autumn's frost curdled her towards disintegration. Hair turned white as a
winding sheet, sores seeping pus in a plentiful place, while her death rattle clung from two dawn-dusks
more til the sour old guss was finally done.

Into the dust of a pauper's grave they poured her riddled flesh and acid heaped bones. So for a space
alone awhile we were given licence to dream. To dream the shape of another cull into the nightmare of
reality, from the damp feotor where our black waters force their meandersome flow. From the ache
we've inspired in these walls of stone when the pitiless passion of the thousand years ago did murder so
horrible slow. Plugging our mouths with a cakeful of soil, stilling the song of our youth with rough,
angry fingers that pushed us down, pushed us down, drowned us in the mud of all our making, never to
be more, never more to be. Thus did blossom the birth of our rage. The ether could not consume us. The
flicker of allotted span could not extinguish us. Thus, have we remained. Gaining time, grooming our
venom, burning for the harvests of blood that we wished and should have known.

Yornals! That they should always come back for more! Even after so many blood-worn hints. They
never let go, they always persist. Even after fifty years and more decades to mention, the grim inflections
resonant in the bricks and mortar and in the centaurous wooden beams, the bleak abandonment of this
place, does not deter them. How strange to be so blind! What are these little lives that are busying
themselves to stir and unsettle us. Would they slash a scythe through a wasp's nest? Would they plunge
themselves naked into the icy torrent without first a thought, a sensing, an opening unto the interlude?
Could they not see a vampire's gleam dazzle from the cobweb trailed rafters exposed to a sunlit ray?
Strange. From the city they say. They will hear the whisper of the old country folk tales from the few
that remain in the village which once was a thriving market town. They will hear murmurs that'll chill
their hearts. Tread gingerly, they will, on the dark staircase when they are alone. The images will come.
Oh their palpitating hearts! Oh the sweat of the mawkish limbs! How the feline in us shall retract the
claw and choose to predator's play awhile as long, as long as the little mouse may quiver and run, be
pounced upon, a sinking of the canines in. Just to tease. To see these modernos tremble. See how fragile!
Their sanity so paper-thin, spirits so cringing, incapable. Ho! We shall see, we shall see what may be.
When our new residents come to take over their renovated, transformed, modernised, extended home.
We shall see, we shall see what the meat, they are made of. Whether the blood run white and wan or a
clot of pungent red. We shall see how bold their marrow, ho! In a very soon time indeed.

Poor yornals.

A few spans on a season, or half a century and more; a while to mortal equivilance, a roadman did come
up with his wife. Rented or bought, the detail's superfluous. A raunchy pair and I'll be bound. But his
heart was helter-skelter devotion and struck on fidelity whiles she was a racy bint, of a tuck for flirting
and carry-ons when the back of her bloke was well-turned.

He was a big chap, the roadman. He took her up there, after he'd worked down the valley and taken a
liking for the place. They told him about the house - abandoned - cut in the hillside before where the
Black Hill does loom. They even told him about the clogger who had hanged himself one cold stormy
night in November. But the roadman shrugged and set his cap, walked up to find us, here on the gale-
sheared valley-highside, where Winter's grip lies hidden in the 'bundant Summer green. Where frost is
ever locked and laced within the blossom of verdant Spring.

He did not tell his girl about the clogger who killed himself and nobody had batted an eyelid at bad
biddie's agoing off. So when he brought her up here one Sunday, he chose the best of days. The willow
herb strewed in the ill-tended garden looked charming, while the May blossom covered the hedgerows
surrounding and a cluster of bluebells had found a hold be the side of the fencing and a few roses
bloomed planted early on by the clogger's wife.

They were cheery together - this couple. The roadman and his gal. A teasing banter drawn from the well
of their passion for life, ensued. She teased him and they chased round the remnant furniture. She dashed
up the stairs, he close behind. She, laughing, breathless, excited, her viscera twitching. Oh yes, we could
sense her, we virgins, we frosty maidens three. We savoured the bouyancy in her veins, the thrusting
flesh, as much as he, the roadman, who caught her up in the big bedroom, encased her in his arms, ate up
her neck, drank from her mouth and put his massive hands greedily grappling upon her wealth of bosom,
rubbing her crotch as he stiffened beneath his sunday best - got a devil into it for his bargain.

Oh yes, she says Josh, wiping a finger through the grime on the kitchen tops, this place could be made to



look right homely with a touch of spit and polish, some of ma's furniture put by - the savings he'd made
for a sunny day venture. Oh yes, Josh she says. Look we could have flowered chintz in the sitting room,
the rocking chair by the range in the kitchen. Come bent it lovely an' a couple o' mile to town no more.
The road trade takes you plenty and wide but always the cottage to come home to. A tart's hips to relish
his banquet in, keep his nose to the grindstone while she may fillallio it around and about, passing the
time of day with any passing tradesman, should he so happen upon her door. Well! The welterpit of her
imaginary did so work and fed her lust to keep her lush for roadman when ahome he did come.

His family they tried to tell him, to fashion a distrust. But he ignored them, veiled his eyes to her faults,
only saw the gold she gave him, did not realise that the gawdy can turn tawdry and lie. She struck on a
nice little number, a husband worked well-paid from home of a times, complete with a house on a hill
behind which the Black Hill doth roam. A place to call her own, a house to order, a few fellows to flirt
with awandering down to town - all merry-ho! Oh yes, awandering down to town she did go, all on a
lark for a merry-so she did waim. All on a lark for want of entertainment she did dabble a hook in the
river and hooked fish that she never had oughta.

The chaps came to clear out and lady turned up to suggest and make the tea. Get a broom in her hands
thank the lord - as she felt the relish in the men's eyes, as she swung her hips from side to side, sensual in
her duty. Oh so sensual subtle warming in the swing of her duty. And lo could the husband see the lust in
his comrades eyes and lo did he contain a rising itritation, a gruffness belying the violence inside; a
terseness that chivvied his comrades back to the hauling of furniture. Always somehow she come,
thrusting her winning breasts to their smiles, charming them in her woman's way, while he scowled like
a fool behind his mates, who gallant strove to please her with the placing of the furniture, with the
carrying of the clather-all and chairs.

Aye but she had the sense to stay downstairs while the bed was taken up the stairway - all forties-fancy
beginning to know the lower-middle trade. Aye she had the sense to stay put, we saw that. She knew
how to tease him, how to use her female wit and whim. She pushed him but only so far. Just to let him
know. Just so their night hours could deliver a scarlet blanket unto the milky cusp of her alabastor thigh.
Just to make their love-making a walk on the wildside. Just how wild my beauty, you only saw too late.
Too late to realise, the fruit that hung your body could be cut, forsworn, blasted away into the void. Oh
you only saw too late my wild child. Tart who did not know the score.

She gave them tea in the sitting room, passed them the biscuit jar, liberally thanked them with her eyes
and smiles. Queen bee mustering her honey, knowing where her sting would be drawn, did not reckon on
a momentary bandonment, the cost of a third round eye in her skull, dripping red and dripping red and
plenty more there is to tell, the song of mephitic lullaby. But not yet. Not yet. Let us savour the gory
details. Let us savour the stirring of the swarm.

Furniture moved and house spit and polished. Aye and dressed with a vase of wild flowers, the table top
first night together there. Platter cleaned and tankard dredged, beseated on soft couch in big rose chintz,
afore a homely glint in the hearth. They did fill their hearts on happiness, carried the glint of its gold to
the rafters, as she leapt and surged beneath his horny touch, under the covers in the candlelit dark, he cut
his teeth upon her nipples, plunged to take the peak of his thrill, melted the twain in their climax, awash,
awash, sweet lusty heathens, alost and adrift in a sea where the caverns grow deep, very deep indeed,
and your little lives cannot know how crushing the chaos that may reign, how voiceless the silence, a
sound that sharpens and cloys the brain. They did not know what bricks and mortar could rigor mortar
whenever it did spy a chance cometh by.

But the chalice of their love was flavoured vellum, venom that would winter and spittle to a crack of ice
on a grave, come the naught of a blustery May. The chalice of their love was not savoured and drawn but
gulped at and turned away from whenever the away times did aflict them. Him, stopping in digs away
off past the valley, to lay out the tarmac, work muscle and sweat to bring home the bread she required,
savour the musky wine she allowed him portions of.

Petulant at times she was. Moaning about how dreary things were there on her own. How they never had
enough money and how Maisie Jukes was away off to the welsh mountains and over 'em to see the sea
on the new charabangs that'd come to the valley. How the Gryce sisters had gone to Ludlow town the
other week and seen Gone with the Wind. Why could they never go anywhere or do something
interesting? Suffocated here, she was at times, nothing to do but keep house and garden, sit and twiddle
the thumbs of an evening. No childer yet to spoil her abandon. Oh yes, she'd made sure of that with a
peck of Penny Royal.

Goaded him, she did, to go for the big jobs. The ones that meant far away, far in another town. While she



did the dirty on him back home. Only towards the end, we could grant her. But by then the cards were
drawn, the dice had been thrown, the tripple six had upturned. She did not see. She could not predict
until her brains were splattered across the bedpost behind her. Oh, sure, the wheel had turned quite
mortal slow at a certain time. We allowed her dallying spirit to roam, to enjoy the chase as they say,
indulged her for a while. Sugar-pot should've spun your own honey not taken the treacle from our tart
frame. Poor little sugar-muff - lust for all and panker spicing in your shanks, delicious 'un all aquiver,
ensavoured up and enravelled in the indulgence of her own appetites - the animal flanks that riveted her
thighs.

Could not help the aroma of spring that wafted round her, when she placed her order at the butcher's
counter, asked for his sausages, oh and how many? Only one; and a big fat long one at that, was the
thought as it flashed in her mind. She did not speak it though of course, but smiled in a brazon way
thrusting her bosom so his help-mate, young buck, looked on with a blush round his neck and something
of stiffness behind his butcher's apron.

Oh six and six more she would say, just to be on the safe side, never know when he might come home
hungry, she joked and tipped the lad a wink, something playful, which master butcher saw and joked on.
Sent her laughing out of the shop and a fizz of deofel entered their stride, a jovial electricity that lasted
them the whole of a day. She took it home with her and fed on it 'neath the covers where her own hands
reached to satisfy and her thoughts hooked onto the butcher's boy with his fine strong youth all of
aglowing, wanting to taste the experience she may offer, lusting the cup of his load.

Seedy little bint she was, when her hector and snuff set her going. Ready for anything, she was. She'd
have made a mint, coffers of gold no doubt about it, under a red light, in one of those districts don't you
know. She might have made a madame with style but too hung and drawn by her mother's mither'n, too
superstitious to throw off the christ lump and say hang to hell wi' it. She wanted respectability as well as
the flavour of a little dalliance now and agin. But well, it was just, sorry missus, 'cos I'm afraid to we
three, here down below, in the dank dim rizem of the loam, a little dalliance can go a long, long way. A
trifle reactful like - just when you mightent expect it.

Ah she was not to know, poor little bitch. But you can't mess a rough man's passion around, oh no don't
rouse the beast in his soul, she should've known. She felt the fangs to be sure and then, bless her, Void.
Nothingness. Void. A flicker of memory in the pantry as from the hook her housecoat shifted; in echo of
an earlier writhing.

Not agony my dear. Sensual gluttony. The craving her body and hormones dictated. We obliged her with
an opportunity - a chance she oh - could not avoid taking. Sewn up and stitched her. Little tart. Back to
oblivion where you belong. Blow a bubble up your arse with your bitch's hide, setting the whelps to all
their slavering. Silly girl. Didn't count there was bound to be gossip. Well and aye do the valley folk
churn up the talk with aplentiful wagging of tongues. Didn't realise how whispers could ricochet round
all the green length of the valley, whey and dearie me, no did she not. Didn't reckon on her man's being
close-like. Didn't caper on his stony-kept silence; his watching and waiting for any false move with a
worm of suspicion wriggling away at the nub of his love.

And aye it was true, she sensed on a thrill of fear, a displeasure that cringed her to guilt. So she soft-
round and sweet-bubbed him, looking misery of the times when he was away, how long the hours
dragged. How necessary it was to troll into town now and again. The both of them could go. Down to
The White Horse. She could sit in the garden there, he could bring her out a beer - on Saturday when he
came back home. Don't be like this, all starchy, she bridled. I get the groceries, sort out some deliveries.
There's only one of me - can't cook the Sally Lunns you love without the flour and the milk churn. Nor
do the steak and kidney of a Sunday, care of the butcher, care of the butcher's boy who runs the delivery
service.

Didn't tell him so of course - only she knew like. She'd been told the previous week. To save her lugging
heavy shopping tuthree mile or so back up the hill. Get her sausages delivered. On the doorstep you
know, whensoever you may require. She flashed her smile to beguile him. Well come Friday if you can,
so I can bake before the man comes back home on the Saturday. Come Friday lunch would be kind, to
give I all afternoon to get the fingers worked in the dough, in the pastry pie, man out on the road-line has
such a hankering for.

And well, they could believe him missus, let me tell you. When they oggled her from over the counter
with her primrose yellow-smelling jumper which swelled and floated up to wash their glances on, as
they cut extra sharp with the cleaver to impress, ketch a shot of silver chopped swift straight thro' the
vertebrae. They remembered and she fuelled their fantasies, as the elder chose the meat for her parcel



and the younger went for a wank-off be the seat and pail, up behind the bliffshed, aye. Fire in his blood
at night 'neath his single-bed sheets as Wednesday evening swam onto Friday and the shaft of his loins
rose to plunge her cleft, in the rampant imagery of his mind. The mystery, the woman secret she could
give, he wanted so to know of. So his fantasies did run, well she knew. And jiggled her bait like a trap
coated honey, not reeking violence, a shot through the skull.

Laughed my dears, we could have died. They did to be sure. Ha ha. Why should we care? Why should
we give a damn? Quite frankly, my dears, its the opposite, as Rhett had said to Scarlett. Poor Scarlett,
who washed her tears in the fog as away her man did run. Not so kind the cut of blighty our Suzanna was
swung for. No tears in the foggy foggy dew - dear suzie when the blinds are drawn. Dear me no.

How delicious then, the energy that ravelled up the home. How sunny became its accent. How she toyed
with Friday in her mind, pleasured herself on husband's Saturday, that she knew was sure to come. But
some bluster of the youths in the Castle square, set roadman on the whiff of suspicion. A nagging of his
sub-conscious mind at the note in the men's laughter, as a fellow made complimentary quip about his
wife, aye, about his woman Mal. Really, he could've taken it as compliment, but there was the wolf he'd
seen arise, arise, in the men's eyes, at the thought of her. Eyes akeen and panting saliva'd mouths. Aye to
be sure. The wolf - he is fidel, do not amess with he - arose in the glint of the eyes of the men who
laughed for the joy of his wife's behind, who laughed to celebrate the flutter and the jiggle, unbeknowest
of roadman standing right by. And a viper stealthily entered his heart and gnawed at the root of the
passion there; poisoned it with a black, formless thread that unravelled to the centre.

Shot rabbits on the way home, few wood pigeons, pheasants when they could be had. He prepared 'em
for her squeamishness could only deal with flesh and bone. Not guts, Mal. Not feather and claw or fang
or fur. Just the rosy bone and flesh, my dear. Just your ivory flank upon the bedspread and the flickering
candlelight to lend you that sheen of gold. Your eyes such pools a man could drown in, maws to swallow
you up in. Take your pride. Spit you out and cheat you if you would let her. Never.

Never again, my dears, will we see such scenes. Such a marvellous coalescing and gathering of the
energies that brought climactic sunder and atwain. Marvellously bubbled to the boil, my dear. Oh we
played it long and shrieking stormy towards the end. Never again, quite the same.

But still. More victims come to the sacrifice. Still. Despite the ruins of our domain. Despite the obsidian-
sombre embers that throw light from incandescence, absorb the ethers and flatten-form such angles from
the crafty corners where oh such a strain of malevolence broods they could not fathom. Oh these trifling
innocents! How they trickle through our net. See how they wriggle and squirm! See! Now there are
others come. Ignorant ones. Fresh from the urban mire, trying to test their teeth on the country, trying to
grasp the rustic rusk to their mouths. Poor, poor little shallow innocents! Worldly - so they think - but
ignorant of the name of the game. Ignorant of the name of this particular kind of game, I'll be bound, eh
Mal? Oh the whispers we shall dispel, impelling them, surrounding them with an ache of the voiceless
void. Oh, such an ache of the voiceless void! How we shall toy with our new city playthings. Oh how we
shall toy.

Bedlam, no doubt. Not a place to go to as well our Josh knows. Doesn't he now girls? B'aint that not so
my fair sisters? Oh Bedlam's not a place to go now. They put electric in your brain and fill your veins
with chemicals, cattle-prod you pillar to post, aye. Bit of a bed to lie on, a can to piss in the corner of.
Doctor's eye to probe'un. Tablets to keep'un quiet. On the scarlet walls where countless crimson roses
bloomed coalescing in patterns across the whitewash backdrop of his mind. Just blood red roses
blooming cast always from the corners of his mind where the centre had fallen through to leave a blank
behind. Mummbling. Dribbling. Scarlet roses splashed in livid abandon across the primrose-yellow,
violet-blue, flock-flowered wallpaper that had dressed their bedroom wall. And roadie now, Josh roadie,
has cut his flanky, found his own bit of blighty, stuck with his needles and tablets and semi-oblivion,
aye. A can to piss in the corner of, where his shrivelled soul doth jibber before the crimson turmoil of his
mind.

Say; but come Friday of that passed on May Day time, why she did draw her a leisure of bathing, to be
sure. Washed her hair and put a bit of lipstick. Picked the early bluebells that'd come to set the scene a
charm. Tidied, swept and clean, especially, well of course loves, the pantry. And the boudoir upstairs,
don't you know. Oh scarlet one. Oh scarlet hearted one, who smelled and savoured the rose without
reckoning on the in-growing thorn that would rupture all, from here and to eternity, my dear, and never
back again my dear. Never back again, from here and to eternity, my dear. Lash loves - did not realise
the man could groan wild!



Chosen a skirt that could shown some of her knee off, a close-fitting snifty that pleasingly would
accentuate round her titties so. A pleasure to see, to be sure and so thought the butcher's boy after he
loads up the cart and trots for that house on the hillside behind which the Black Hill do roam. Canny
times. Behind where the Black Hills do roam.

He'd done his bit of bluster and shine. Thought on his trouser work and tended to the fluffy bits of his
hair tendrils that he tamed to a bluff young man's business come the morn of Friday nigh. Flexed his
muscles in the mirror back home; soaped well and washed too, that an' all to be sure. He knocked on the
door ready to do her gallant service and my dear, he knew his bargain day had come.

Bluebells you see. A cluster of 'em in a vase on the table when the coppers brought her down. It was - 'I
know 'cos Hilda's boy's in with the blue. She had it from the horse's mouth: the table with the vase full of
first-season bluebells, a pot of tea and two cups on the stand. Invited him in see, she did, must've done.
Didn't reckon on poor Joshua coming back early from his work-time. Carrying his gun, ready to shoot
the odd rabbit or two. My word he found a blighter in bed with his wife. My word. Came in, saw the
teapot and the cups, heard laughter upstairs, a creak and a tumble of the bedding, so they say'.
Scandalous! The murder writhe did ricochet his mind and rose in a torrent from his heart; a black flood
that engorged him in the center of his happening. Maddened bull he was. Leapt up the stairs, pushed the
door open. Saw her. Saw him. Saw them. Scushered his incohate whisper, "Susan!" Savage, oh so
savage, the hunter's cry from the silent anguish of the heart. And she, oh Lady Di, oh laddida, Lady D1,
hunter turned victim, high criddle-by, got blasted away with a wind where her soul should've been, all
gone on a glut of the blood sin. Sinner's blood. Dropped to hell, you see. And hell is nowhere and
nothing you see. Hell is all around if you know where to look, if you happen upon a particular potent
snatch of lair, don't you see.

But let us, for our delight, backtrack up a while. Oh welcome young tall handsome delivery boy, was the
giste of her quip. Oh certainly, at your mercy mam, it is nothing you see, a pleasure and a duty. Or words
less skilful but put to better effect. If you could just bring it in here she says, guiding him to the pantry.
Such a larder boys! It would whirl up your mind, so round and juicy boys, I tell you. He could hear the
bluster in his mind's eye. Hot for me she was, he would say, for sure, and so she was. With a little
persuasion, a mock thrown appeal, a tip and a nod and a winkle to test the stars on your bed missus.

Oh Davie, come and have a cup of tea, when he had hung the ham on the hook in the pantry - did not
notice the shadow of its claw upon the upraised roof as the sun flooded into the kitchen behind them. Sat
down, certainly Missus Knapp. A cup of tea would be nice and some sponge-cake lovely, yes for me.
Thanks for sure I will take it and enjoy. And so he did and so did she.

Sugar she asked. Oh plenty he said if you have it. She giggled and asked him how the work load was.
Busy as it must be, was the young man's reply. For sure, Lady Jane, busy all the while the butcher 'ee be.
Always got work on. Always food in the pantry though. Think on that. But she couldn't put a lock on the
latch of the door, didn't hear his footsteps aleaping up the stair until he had burst in upon 'em and she
was revealed, well, for what she was, slut, sloshed upon the ceiling. Painted the wall, he did with her.
Brains splattered all over the bedroom wall paper, Hilda's boy said. But a perfect red hole in her forehead
so that her glassy eyes could stare at him as her brains were blasted from behind 'em into his own
nightmare of nothingness. That haunting sea-maiden glassy stare would siren twist and gimlet him like a
gyre at the centre of his life to follow, where the blank backcloth of his brain paints up forever rose
clouds, those crimson clusters that coalesce continuously through a dead-fish steadiness drilling holes in
his mind of a myriad fragments. Automaton. All parts. Stuck in routine unison. No centre. It all fell
apart. But still functioning. In a dulled and nightmare-lobotomised fashion.

And after all that, see, still they come, the silly city slickers, come to escape the moderm mess they've
made. Oh don't mess with our midnight soul, you little innocents, you city slickers come to till a portion
of our soil. Don't reckon on no bed of roses. For I tell you, too many ebony ones have rooted here and
though the perfume can be exquisite, the barb is ever present, the operator awful skilful - at cutting up a
square!

Kimets! Vapid fools. Will not listen to how oppressive be the silence up here, when the gusting torrent
of the winds do drop their play awhile to listen to our echoes sing.....But after all, it's a free world isn't it
my lovelies? As they say out there, on the spirit-frozen streets. It's a free world, they say. Oh yes. It's free
alright. Death has no fee; death requires no fee whatsoever. And fear, well, you can join us at any time,
come rain nor shine. Just dot. dot. dash here and you'll see @. windows. com. rtl. house on the hill.
Thoroughly, expertly, verily, linked to e-mail, don't you see. Hark! Can you hear the screaming of the
void? Cheer! Oh something wonderful, my dears. E-mail as well, plenty to tell, kiss and tell. Oh so much



to see, so much to relish. Poor foolish little modernos. Poor wandering sheep that cannot tell the wolvish
domain when they sees it and comes ready to make their nest in our pantry.

Slowly ..... they will remember the truth they cannot avoid. Perhaps they will see the blood drip down
those re-stripped, freshly plastered and painted walls, as if the facelift could do away with the disease in
the bone. Or whether now it will be much more subtle. Oh yes. The possibilities are endless, we can see.
Given e-mail.

Still, they are not to know. All the pollution. Senseless, you see. Drives them senseless. They live for
that computer you know. Can't get them off it some nights. We can just hear it now, can't we my dears?
My marvellous snow queens beseated in the icy Lock of the Land. Ready to arise. To take out your
mantles, place up frosted crowns. Ah, my sisters! Shall we not laugh! Have fun! Enjoy their abandon!
Watching and waiting, like a crow's crooked claw, when to swoop and when to stick the talon in.

He didn't get chance, the butcher's boy, to stick his flesh pizzle in, that is. Roadie caught them part way.
She had her top off. He had his mouth to her nipple. The inside story you see, local press don't get a look
in, see. Cup of tea and some cake. Ever so nice, says Davie, the butcher's lad, getting bold with her
flashing smile and busters thrusting. How about a kiss then, says he. Well I never, swear, my sweet
Davie, now you shouldn't a go saying stuff like that, you'll get me all of a mithersome. And what if [
does, he carps back. Davie the butcher's lad. What if I does? How does thee think I gets by with all the
nonsense you put my way. But he couldn't articulate it, only body language bluff took a stride. Perhaps
you would like me to kiss you, he asked roguish-like, at her panting denials and blushing, oh no no, my
young laddie, what do you take me for, heaving her bosom, parting her lips, pressed her hand to the
softness she was formed.

Then he suddenly leant towards her, put his mouth upon hers and tongued her inner cove, exploring, just
like a man first unto the mountain top, aye. Ever so passionate like. Lovely it was. He kissed her long
and lingering and well they both did come. He kissed her long and lingering like til readily she did
succumb, my love, until readily she did succumb.

And soon by gum, not even the locals know this one, he was pulling her onto his lap, duck to water like
completely, ravaging her missus, wrapped up and taken. Hands everywhere let me tell you. For she was
so obliging you see. Didn't give a dinkie about the maister away from home. Thought noone'd see or
know. Just a swift one while the old man's back was turned. Just a quickie to sample his fresh-formed
thigh - fancied him rotten for ages, she had. Why shouldn't she taste the forbidden fruit? No one to know,
now. Besides, he was all over her and her body was already charged afore he set upon her. Couldn't
resist that. Her flesh melted for it. Burned for it. It didn't burn long by charrie, I'll tell you.

He had taken her top off until she stopped him, placed a finger on his lips, led him upstairs then. Yes,
onto the very bed, dears. The marital. Scandalous. Absolutely. That's what her husband thought.
Writhing on the bed they were, semi-clad. Him with his trousers off, she in her suspenders, no knickers,
all shed, see. Warm weather, see. May-time, see. Gets to their veins, hormones, see. What can you do?
But oh boy does this devil have a sting in his tail at times! We can vouch for it. Eh, sisters three?

In comes roadie, sees primrose yellow jumper shed. Hears a creaking some, a squeaking some, a giggle
in the rafters.

'Susan!' came his hoarse whispered tone, like a snake's sudden slither in the grass afore it lunges to
strike, choked on his own agony. She didn't have chance to scream. A frozen moment. The horror
beginning in her eyes, the notion for pleading about to kick in. He couldn't bear it. Shot her brains out,
plastered the butcher-boy's in the other corner straight after he'd leapt back from offa her, lifted his head
from his honey-pot's frozen side.

He didn't hear him, see. Butcher's lad didn't know Roadie was there. Neither did she to start with. Roadie
opened the door so quiet-like. Heart breaking into vulcorous rage. Stood for a few seconds and watched
'em at it. Saw his bitch dribble wet for another. Then he scushered out her name through his rage-broiled
larynx, through his strangled throat. Froze both of 'em for that second as he shot her. Then turned his gun
and shot again as the butcher's boy sprang up. Both of them, through the head. Only the butcher's lad, his
face was a mess. Eyes all shot in. Her face though, was perfectly preserved, apart from the weeping red
hole in her forehead. Good job he was a sure shot, I tell you. Took the back of her head clean off. Little
time to suffer for both of them.

Him, though, Roadie, his suffering went on interminably. Had his mind done-in, he has our Roadie.
They locked him up in a mental home and threw away the key. Poor sod. Still continued ... enduring his
little agonies. The rose clusters never receded. They were always there - blooming black midnights in his
mind, through the frozen wreakage of his soul, through the gleam of a fish-dead stare. Poor sod. Poor



Josh. Poor no tell and Roadie man. Aye.

Aaah! That was then and this is now. But b'aint it so peaceful now, my sisters, b'aint it our Mal and
Gella? Whey and all prettified and up-spruced. Made right salubrious, eh girls? Right plush and fine.
Look at thaise drapes the Misses brung in - heavy claret velvet for the downstairs casements, bonnie
cotton print up here be the rafters, fresh painted walls in the corridor, down both the staircases, papered
right tasteful like in the rooms where the childer will sleep. And through over the extension, the master
bedroom where the Maister and his Misses shall to their bedding, with their shower room en suite.
Opposite a room like a private study, with a single bed stashed to the wall.

Then the bathroom all dreamy blue with a pale buttermilk carpet thick between the toes - for those as 'as
got 'em, that is. Seahorses and starfish stencilled round the borders, bowing the water in, mustering a
suasion of the seashore in from the rushing of the silvery taps, the waterfall of sound.

Eh well, who would've thought it Mal? Who'd a thought it our Gella? Right from the time of the
clogger's squattage, through the hariden's festering rind, past all that blood on the walls, to come up to
this! Eh, who'd athought it? Marvellous! Like a new place, ain't it meine schwestern. Like a palace it be
or something near as fine, I'll be bound. And we can tell they've got plans for the garden can't we sisters?
Oh yes, with that acre adjoining the little stretch of woodland behind it. All up here on this valley up the
high side, just before the Black Hill does loom.

I can see them now - we all can, can't we girls? The whole little clan of them. The teenage boy turned
sixteen, the girl come thirteen this fall. A little 'un called Jack would you know, a maither and a faither.
A tad posh mind.

Look alive. Look alive. Oh yes. Quite a little tribe we can see! 'cos ain't it done up nice mind sisters.
Four bedrooms now Mal. Oh and the prospect of a tiller an' all, out back of the bit of the garden left,
adjoining the cleverly thrown in paddock, that scrub of old woodland. Oh yes, the extension's exceeded
our expectations, hasn't it girls? Yes, rather tasteful. None of your cheap rubbish here, lads.

Boots lads, you'll have proper ones, I'll make sure of that, you'll see.

Don't you think a tour would be nice ladies? Sisters? My fate-sworn falcons, we silver griffins who
gargoyle back come the dark. Now. Shall we look. Upon our verily much enhanced new abode? Sitting
room enlarged, wood stove burner in the broad stone hearth, oak beams exposed, and the pillars, which
entrance through the downstairs extension with its parquet floor and persian rug covering. A big kitchen
at the front now. No pantry - they've had it knocked through. No hooks there now. But I'm sure a shadow
will swing boys, some nights when ebbs of silver may lace the midnight air, boys.

Little one, look over there. Do you see, the shadow of the crow's claw caught on a crook of night's wing?
Upon the polished staircase girls. In the second bedroom we have little Jack's domain. Hence the jolly
wallpaper and single bed with bright bedspread. And in the original master bedroom ... oh yes gasp and
shock horror, my ladies and gentlemen, but do we not have a girl grown to tumultous pangs of
adolescence? Mark the tiny rose cluster wallpaper, all Laura Ashley fine you see. Oh sweet, so cottage
country, she will say. And the primrose duvet she will love. Oh and the view from the window my dears,
won't she enjoy that too, on a stormy night when the ethers shall boil their recreations and cast the
spectres toilsome.

Look at all this lovely pine ladies. Plenty of wardrobe space, soft oatmealie carpet, ever so tasteful, cosy,
inviting, her room. Little girl, little woman coming to grown. Oh yes, I wonder ... when will the blood of
her flow come nigh? My word we shall see eh girls, eh sisters? In the midst of a hot July when the sun
blazes blisters and sultry-warm, come soft even-tide, eh sisters?

Moving on down the corridor, we have the enlarged bathroom with its shell-blue lampshade, its pristine
state-of-the-art tiles and enamel. On the end, next to where the maister and misses shall bed and abide,
we do waim, where the maister and his misses shall to abide, at the end of the long corridor - opens out a
door where our young warrior-hero, our whizz kid with his inter-net whistle or however they say it in
them city slinks down south, there shall reside our whizz kid with his internet whistle. The whole deck
asnd calaver of computable sustenance-screen, he shall have we can tell, oh yes.

Oh, we've never moved, never known much, only everything, you see. It's our nature. Planted before the
moon was born, we were. Desecrated and bloodied before our virgin springs had sprung, before our
triplet telepathy could deliver them real power. Idiots. They were not to know I suppose. Yet our own
flesh and blood, they should've! What a wonder we could've worked, we three - harnessed our mind
power for all the Folks bounty. White we were. White snowdrops, pure as fresh fallen snow. Like
snowdrops our beginning; the start of our offerance. We would've bloomed a thousand lilies and treasure
of poppy-corn and harvest, if they had let us.



But no our strange understandings, they never cherished, they feared them. Grew uncertain of us. Just as
the swelling of our pure song had sung its first knell. Dug a big hole they did, at dark moon tide. Thrown
us into it. Pushed the soil at top of us. Chanted we to our living, drowning death-mud graves. Squelched
us, smothered us, in the soil of their extremity. Leapt a-top to push our faces down, packed into the soil.
Live burying us to empower the Land, appease the Goddess, raise the burden of famine that'd swept
from the gossip of a neighbouring homestead.

"It's ever since they came born. Those three. Those three girls as have such a strange looks betwixt 'em."
No matter they speak so soft and gentle. No matter they can talk in their minds to each other. Spooked
'em see. Silly. Heathens. Always we were. Meant to be. They have seen and they shall see.

These new ones, oh yes, they shall see. The young girl and the lad with his net internet field, surfing the
jet-spread on an electronic screen. Oh well, we'll give you food for thought Maister Humphrous, we can
tell you and for sure. Oh 'A' level is it he's doing sisters? History was it? Computer science, History and
French. French! I know girls, that's what all the plain-spoken farmer folk'll say around here. Why
French? Bloody French, never helped us out of a hole! German, my dear. Oh German would be much
more interesting. He'll have opportunity for both, won't he dears? It'll be his choice by the end of the
summer. Perhaps.

Or perhaps their choices shall be chosen for them. Pre-empted, preordained, so to speak.

The workmen were here all spring. Bashing and stripping, building and knocking through the kitchen,
taking back the length of us, til blimey luvs, this is a tad different fromert we been used ta, eh lasses, eh?
Nice long cosy lounge. Bookshelves, C.D. player, T.V. and video machine. Oh sisters, so these are the
modernos now. These are the ones who have the pick of the day. Look, my-my, at all o' thaise gadgets
now. All run be electric. Oil-burning range in the kitchen. Whey lasses, just like a page offa Country
Living or some such glossy-hype-mag. Oh yes. Thaise folk. Thase modernos reckon they have the vision
for Today. Reckon they've got it sewn up and sorted. Ketched their piece of paradise amidst the
borderlands, in a house upon a hillside, behind which the Black Hill do loom.

Oh we take them to our heart!

... Those hills; they are our breath and brether. Aye for such an' all are we a part of them, as they are a
part of we, we three, we sisters three. And in the snow-draped silences, how potent the crest of your
dream! How potent! When the snow lay stole about, five feet high in the drifts that came legendary those
years. Those hard cold bitter years.

And they, thaise centrally-heated new 'uns, now all come 'cased in the finest of cloth, cotton-wooled 'em
all about to keep 'un from ahurting and never a scrape or a tussle shall they graze the knuckles of their
proof on. And naither a harm shall be come to 'em. Not if they can help it. We can see the love that laces
the new-sanded beams. Yes. A loving little family. A loving little tribe.

And where was faither when they took our lives and where was maither but screeching til knocked
unconscious and faither on a hillside alone, the weight of murder upon his soul. That the bitter lack-
lustre love which threw us to the depths of our ceaseless grave. But sad ... folk, they were not to know.
That we had seeded long before the Earth's swollen Tides gave a myriad Birth. Our roots have succoured
on starlight, sifted through the timeless winds, trawled the ether of the void. Long and always have
abided. Long before the Earth did grant our flesh to bloom. Long before ... Ah, the budding of our hour!
How priceless the memory!

But we were not suffered grace to blossom, to truly flower. No no, not we. Forced on us the Hag's mask
so early they did. Freezing our blood, sucking away the moisture of our life, with the caking, suffocating
mud. The cloying dank soil that came to wriggle and heave neath the skin, eating the flesh, clearing us to
our bones.

Three pretty maidens all in a row! Pretty maids all in a row. Look oh look so! Three pretty snow-white
maidens all in a row - eyes of blue and hair of gold and look; one that is different to those two. Hair as
white as the sunbleached wheat and eyes as pink as a serenade. Pink eyes, the iris, all pinked. Albino you
see. One of triplets. Strange those pink eyes that looked and looked of a knowing and suffered a sadness
in the silent winters of her heart.

Ah sisters! But weren't we rare! Oh the three of us so dazzling pretty! Well, you two fronting it of
course. They all loved you! But you loved me more than they could guess or ever hope to understand.
You knew my beauty. You knew the tenderness at my heart. How mortal sensitive to their shunning, my
strange pink eyes. You knew sisters - and you held my hands and cried with me.

Never mind now. It was meant to be. As we know sisters. As we have always known. So have we always
been. We myriad three. We, ones of the Myriad Three.



Yes, they came, the workmen. After the builders and the plasterers. Then came the carpenter to do up the
stairs, create a second flight further down the extension. Came they down, the two of them, the maister
and twain, to do a spot of decorating, decide how to dress their house. They didn't bring the childer. Kept
it a mite secret. Like a surprise to be sprung on 'em. Something to delight 'em, whilst they was snook in
their private boarding schools and little Jack was with the grandamum. Oh yes sincerely happy families
here, we saw.

Colours decided, fabrics accorded, carpets delivered, furniture installed, furnishings draped and dressed,
beds made and duvets fully co-ordinated. Each child chosen for a space and maither and faither - whey!
out in the big bedroom above where the extension has stretched. All over that piece in the garden, do you
see dears? Do you remember it? That little stretch of the garden where thaisen modernos have gone and
planted their house-kit. Do you remember it? Of course you do! There's my little finger knuckle see,
deep down, deep embedded in the clay. Yes and if I crook my little finger you see. Well, things start to
happen, don't they sisters?

Delicious isn't this my sisters? This prospect so fair and advantageous. Oh to dabble in the world of the
modernos, oh to dabble in the world of the modernos for a while. There's nothing new under the sun of
couse nor below the moon. But it's always nice to have things close at hand isn't it now sisters? Yes,
always better to have things live and close to, wouldn't you say my dears?

Well and this old house has never seen such a dressing, such a painting and slicking. Spruced up and
spruced up fine ain't it gals? Ketched their piece of paradise here to be sure girls, eh? So they think.
Poor innocent modernos. So they think. Now how shall we begin my sisters? How shall we consecrate
our offering? Something marvellous subtle or volcanic and thrash of lightning? What dreams of blood
shall we dress the stairwell with? What hidden embers shall we stir into flame? What conflagration shall
we conjur forth now ... from the depths of our foetid grave? Endless. Endless the possibilities ... of
course and then it will've been and come real ... we watching, we three ... how oh ...

She came in as a child and a queen all in one. Breasts beginning to form. Legs like the length of a deer,
all colt-charm and rosy. What do you think my melchion schwesters? A nightmare shot in the depths of
her dream. A fluttering of wings and the jet-beady stare of a raven on high, the soundless glide of the
screech owl. The brushing of her breasts against the hoary oak, a braw man-dryad's arm encircling her
pretty maiden waist. The silken slip of erotica whispered awake in our hands. Oh the stirring of her
sexual energy, the sensual levity of flesh! Yes, we like to get the ladies razzed, don't we sisters? Like to
turn the lasses lewd. All unsettles the men so. Can't keep their minds from off of her thighs.

I can see it now. The beginning of the sleep-walking. Our voices calling her ... calling her. The start of
her obsession with that patch of the garden, close by the extension wall. She won't be able to help
herself, of course, little lamb. Somehow she shall be compelled. All in her unconscious-exposed in the
depths of the night, in the dark of the night.

And they are bound to find out, to know later on. Just as they are cutting their teeth on this country-cake
lark. It'll be maitrehausen no doubt. Searching up the local history. Finding time to indulge her interests.
Down to the quaint local library she'll go. Look at all the moth-eaten books on the borderlands. Chance
she will stray upon a story and turn a little squeamish when the lights are on low and the creaking of the
boughs above the windows can sound like a gunshot snap when the wind rages wild and dashes
infrequent agin recent embellished eaves.

And fearful for her little ones she will deliberate to tell them. Consult the maister, who'll agree with she.
As they always do in the end.

But see, they never learn do they? Endless repetitions we see. Endless repetitions of mistakes they never
learn from. No. Civilised they call themselves. And thaise, thaise folk inparticuler. There is a smugness
about them ... we would like to rent asunder, to dash and toss aside, abide, abide ... teasing before, long,
long before we get shut of 'un.

Slowly, oh so slowly to watch the disintegration of their oh so carefully worn masks, come about, come
about. The facade slipping until the worms have taken hold - metaphoric, of course, eh sisters? Maggots
that run riot 'ginst your bones, we could tell them couldn't we sisters? But there are those with maggots
in the brain who will never see a dawn as its dying. Who will never catch that special frozen moment -
the witness of something rare. Their noses are set too firm ap the grindstone. Aye and they naither lift
their eyes agin in wonder at the fragile snowflake fall but muttersome and grumble-long, all of a
clathered in their tincan motorised metal, beetling to the brow of an every hill. But never stopping. To
witness the dew as it falls so soft and subtle upon the petals of a flower. Always repeating the same
mistakes. Really, I wonder sisters, has the human race grown at all? Or is it kept in a contusion of



similarities; a rut that cannot be outgrown? What think we sisters three?

Maitrehausen, she will shield them but she will witness the disturbance of her little ones and chaff
herself at the edges with a dry crumbling attrition of worry, that takes its toll, dulls the aim, as the years
grow by.

Look childer! All of the pictures that spring to mind! The sound of a gunshot and scarlet roses blooming
'gainst the bedroom wall, ebony roses that smell of her perfume in the purple twilight when a gitl's heart
has wings and the ecstasy of her body is beginning. Oh, then the stormy night shall come, oh yes, the
night of thundersome lightning, when she, young maiden daughter, walks into the night to dig in the mud
with her nails, grasp the clods with her snowy little fingers, take the soil from out of our lungs.

And father and mother shall follow her into the night. And maitrehausen seeing her little one's deep-
sleep state shall stop him from jolting her for fear the shock could kill her. And muttering she will be, the
little fair melchion, with the snowy-white tips and red, flowing hair. "Must release you, get you out of
there." Let you breathe a little. Yes my fair sweet melchion. Oh yes, through you we shall breathe again.
And aghast before her father's eyes, he who was sworn to stand by, she shall squirm about in the mud,
contours caressed by her moon-drift shift with the muck she'd dug up to the side. And the rain lashed
down and stung her budding breasts, made her know she was alive.

Her faither shall cast his eyes down in shame, afraid of his daughter's beauty, afraid of her dazzling,
fresh-life, allure, animal-child, woman-come in the rain-drenched thundersong. As the lightning flashes
and the mother screams but will not abandon her little melchion flesh. Ah the chaos in our little maiden's
mind, how it shall rivet and ravish them all! But subtle her mind we shall close to. Awaken she shall in
the midst of her ruins, in the midst of her ravishing exposed to the elemental flesh of her ruins. Oh she
shall be so bemused. "What are you standing there for? I was having a dream. It was a dream! Suddenly
leaping up, the mud smeared and slimed from crest of her breast to her buttock that curved with a
racehorse behind. Swear the father's guilt must look aside, afraid to meet her eye lest she should read
some madness there. Aye and suddenly leaping forwards she shall and dig again as a rememberance do
come to her. But sit back she shall, troubled, perplexed, all upset, and burst into tears, put her muddy
fists to her brown-amber eye. And maither shall comfort, attempt to fathom, and she shall speak of her
dreams and they shall know us. Aye they shall know us. Perhaps. For a little while.

But they shall not know. They shall not know just like all the others, the point of no-return. The fools
will hang around until the viper from the Dark Heart of her nest is drawn. They will wait until Winter's
iron claw has locked them, hot stock and barrel. Frozen them into a purpose all its own. Pitiless, the ice-
time see lads. Pitiless. When the North winds do blow and the cold cannot be kept off for the harvest has
failed in successive years. Now there's a winter for them to remember eh sisters?

Spring was sweet for a while til the soil choked us. Oh well! Those halcyon days! How many Mal? How
many our Azanagelle? Pah! You could count them on the fingers of one hand, I'll be bound, wain't it not
so we sisters three? Still.

Our bitterness was dredged and mulled long before the forests took root, before an infinity of fossils
melted into glutinous oil. Flesh will come and flesh will cease. Mulch down. We know about the
mulching down don't we sisters? The steady rotting of the carcass. The gradual falling of the meat from
the bone, just a wisp of skin left, like a strand of lace holding a remant of my sword arm, unwilling to let
go. Ah! I could have known such fervour! Yes, we were all so fervent sisters, waim't it not so?

But nothing is fixed. There are many, many ways to slow, quick quick, slow. There are a very many days
to dance in a sun-drunk summer ho yet, I'm sure, couldn't we say, we sisters three? Infinite. The choices.
Perhaps we could snatch the little one to our bosoms, slash their hearts right out of their feathers. Cripple
'em and crush 'em in one fell swoop. He heard voices see. From underneath the surface of the water,
from the bottom of the pond in the middle of those woods, voices calling him in ... come to no harm ...
but the weed will have choked him, somehow kept him down, little sign of any struggle. Oh how to
wither a mother's heart! Oh we know that well, don't we our lasses?

But say hey. We waim't be saa hasty shall we our lasses? Never of it - it's not our style. Slowly oh ever
so slowly to the simmer til the boil eh sisters? Eh meine schwestern? Oh surely surely we shall tease
them for a while, ketch 'um playing. Join the games, won't we sisters? We ice-queens three turned frosty
glare of crimson come the witching hour.

It could all unravel so slowly, so deliciously inexorable, as they shall come to know. When the chips are
down. When the cards are on the table, they will find the dice are loaded. Oh yes, won't they just sisters?
It'll be Alex is in his bedroom again. At the computer again, as the web-sites entangle him in his own
private hell and his world shatters. Splits apart, turns inside out. His dreamy regime of green, white and



blue, he will discover is owned by you know who! No, no mention of names, oh no names. Don't look
too long into the centre of the swastika my son or it'll spin you whether or no you care to go. Don't
dredge up those mouldy old details. Why ponder young warrior? When you are designed to get out and
do! Join a club. Scour the park. Go scaffolding. Bunji jumping. Stock shelves in the supermarkets. Earn
a wage! But not for he - no ho - 'cos daddy will indulge and daddy will provide, until the young dog has
bitten the age-old hand which by its comfortable emersions would tame, the untamed wild.

The hawk! The hawk! Listen loves, hear how the buzzards call, keening, plaintive, wild on the wings of
All Beyond. Yes, on the wings of All Beyond.

Ever so quiet and cosy 'ent it Mal? Ever so comfortable warm and cossetting bain't it be my one, my own
Azanagelle?

Perhaps we'll settle us to sleep now. Drift as the homesters get themselves feet found. Eh, meine
schwestern? Eh, my sisters? Shall we let them unravel a spiral of happiness into the summer-long dawn?
Look dear, how the garden has taken. The bluebells, aren't they charming? The maiden of brown and
amber bends down to study, to caress. Aaah, so sweet that gentle caress!

Aaah! That she should know pain. But mother's hearts were made to bleed don't you know? Beneath the
balmy summer song, beneath the days so hot and long, with all the green growth fecund rich - how shall
they know that Winter's Heart can wither so?

And like pearly ribbons the moonlight at times across the dew-covered lawn. Primroses border to the
doorway and honeysuckle has been tended to frame the entrance portal. A lightness. And how oh, all
seems so rich and mellow as autumn fruits begin to bronze and rosy-russet in the fermenting mists that
linger round the hedgerows; a scarf trailed across the dour expanse of the pines, where once the sturdy
oak had shed its giant limbs to foster the myriad life-form. Where once the oaks had stood, the pine
forests add an inflection of sterility into the twilight air. The Land. This Land. Once so rich.

Now so taken up somehow. Taken up. Cut up and squashed down and racked around and ruined.

Still. Secrets run deep. Secrets run very deep. The inner loam is rich. Ready for the fray. Ready to
succour its soil upon blood. Steadily consume the concrete. Longing for it, aren't we my dears? Oh yes.
The carnage days. Get out my butcher's apron and chopping blade. Plenty of heads to chop, I'll be bound,
eh sisters? Eh, my dark majesties, draped in your stoles of snow, we, she, all three of us are part of. But
for nigh the storm is gentled, nibbling merely at the edges.

Oh dark, dark, bitter dark and poisonous is the cud that we do chew upon. Where? There! At sacred root,
the filthy worm has found its hole and wriggled in its canker. Oh the knowledge of poison is a subtle art,
subtle as they come.

We know our trade better than well. We know how a nuance can continue domino effect. Oh yes. We
can make plenty a house of cards come down and tumble, they shall see. Oh yes. We know how a
shadow can appal. We know how misery can seep cold in, to ice the marrow of the bone. Like an icicle
our hearts. Oh foolish children. We could freeze your souls at a glance. Trickle ice til you rigor
mortissed. Hapless ones who have wandered from the fray to find the battle come to roost beneath the
ivory towers of your protection. Naughty e-mail @ com.w.dot dash. house on the hill. Where the
sunwheel spun an electric screen, where a wheel of scythes rotated round, whirling him off to a future he
could never have forseen.

House of cards, they shall see. Oh this mortal coil, how it shuffles off, shuffles off ... how about
explosions of wrath to see it on its way! How about the shadow of a crow's claw, the razor beak against
the candlelit wall in the pantry. Power cut and all lights out except the light of living flame. Little did
they know - could never forsee the nightmares that would come to pace and prowl the storm-brewed
night, to clatter at the door and crack inside the bedroom and whisper a round of lintels of stone through
the crevices in the ghostly doorways where memories unfurl a victim's psyche sprawling and into the
screaming void.

In the whirling midnights of your mind.

Lest we forget.

Cunning how it works. The blitzkrieg. The zeitgeist.

See there in the shadows the outline of a raven's wing, the beak of the hooded crow. Up on the hillside
where the carrion will gather.

Gone up in smoke all of it, you see. Gone up the swanny.

House of cards come tumbling, they shall see, oh yes.

Oh yes, meine schwartze lieben.

House of cards completely.



Fragile as lattice of cobweb-lace bedecked with the dew of the morn
where above 'un does circle a call:

aye, listen Mal, our Azanagelle, can you hear it? Oh how it thrills!
Deeper than memory song, like a scar that will always belong, the expanse of horizons ...
aye, comes the lance of the sound on the air
and the keening edge of the buzzard's cry
on high in the wilderness winds

above where the black hills do roam ...

aye, keening edge of the buzzard's cry

on high

in the wilderness winds ...

- Order of Nine Angles -



Guide to Black Magick

According to traditional Satanism, magick may be divided into three forms: external magick, internal
magick and aeonic magick.

External Magick

This is results magick or sorcery, and it is the magick of the Initiate arid External Adept. It itself exists in
two forms: ceremonial and hermetic.

Ceremonial is ritual magick - ceremonies and rites where more than two individuals are involved.
Ceremonial magick can be done for basically two reasons: to create/draw down and then direct magickal
energy for a specific aim (e.g. cursing), or to represent through words and symbolism the
myths/knowledge of a particular tradition or cultus. Sometimes, however, the energy generated by a
symbolic rite can be directed to a specific end — as in the Black Mass.

Hermetic rituals usually involve one or two individuals (‘sex magick’ is usually hermetic) and are
generally done extempore. They require those undertaking them to possess or be capable of developing
during the ritual, an empathy with the forces/energies employed, as well as possessing the necessary
desire to direct the forces/energies. In contradistinction, ceremonial rituals are usually written down and
when performed a set text is followed, with only minor variations to allow for the emotion of the
moment.

Internal Magick

This is when magickal techniques (e.g. Grade Rituals) are used to alter the consciousness of an
individual. The rites of internal magick ‘open the gates’ between the causal and the acausal, and change
the perception from “ego' consciousness to the ‘self' and what is beyond. In the Jungian sense, internal
magick produces ‘individuation’, and leads to Adepthood.

The main rites of internal magick are the hermetic workings associated with the spheres and pathways of
the septenary Tree of Wyrd, and the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept which involves the individual living
in isolation for at least three months.

It is one of the main functions of established Orders and Temples to prepare their members for internal
magick and offer guidance along the way.

Aeonic Magick

This is the magick of the Master, the Mistress of Earth and the Magus, and its basis is an understanding
of those forces which influence large numbers of people over long periods of time. On one level, aconic
magick is the alteration/ distortion of such forces; on another, it is the ‘creation’ of new energies and
their dispersion over the Earth to change conscious evolution. In one sense, this is the ‘blackest” magick
of all.

Satanism, as a way of magick, has no seasonal rites, no servitude or submission to any diety and no fear.
There are thus in Satanic rites no defensive circles or measures of any kind: only an exultation in the
forces of the rite, a prideful possession and mastery.

Rituals are often done at the time of the full moon because it helps one to see when the ritual is done
outdoors and because it gives atmosphere to the rite. Sometimes, rites are conducted on or around the
seasonal changes - solstice and equinox - because there is magickal energy present then (due to Earth's
changes) and this energy can be harnessed. The same applies to planetary workings - the rising and
setting of planets (astronomically calculated for the horizon of the observer - and not using the
fraudulent “planetary' tables given in most books). Such planetary energies exist - but are generally
small, and have little effect on rituals done correctly. Most Occultists delude themselves about the nature
and extent of these energies (this is particuarly true of the Moon) - to become sensitive to them is
difficult in our shielded, technological society. Generally, only Adepts (and the naturally gifted) possess
the required empathy.

However, this said, the full moon is rightly associated with “lunacy' and ‘demonic’ possession - as any
one who has worked nights at Mental Hospitals will testify. This power can also be harnessed during a
ritual.

Celebratory rites in traditional Satanism are of two kinds - 1) those that express the energies of Satanism
- e.g. the Black Mass, Ceremony of Recalling — and whose performance thus distorts the currents of the
Nazarenes and the Old Aeon; and 2) those which create new energies appropriate to the Satanic age of
fire to come - e.g. invokations to the ‘Dark Gods’.



The Black Mass is still celebrated simply because the Nazarenes ( and their allies) are still powerful and
still polluting us with their filth. It is still the main ceremonial rite performed on a regular basis by
organized Temples, and - like all ceremonial rituals its performance gives identity to the Temple,
strengthening the magickal and personal ties of the members as well as furthering the work of the Prince
of Darkness because it is a rite of Black Magick.

The mysteries of the Nine Angles form an important aspect of genuine Black Magick. On the physical
level, the nine represent energy vibrations - for according to tradition, a crystal shaped like a tetrahedron
responds to voice vibration of the correct pitch and intensity. In simple terms, the crystal amplifies the
power of thought and produces magickal change. Quartz gives the best results, although spinel may be
used. The tetrahedron shape has to be created from the natural material by a skilled operator.

On another level, the nine symbolize (that is, re-present) the progression of Aeons and thus the Aeonic
energies. The representation is that of the nine combinations of the three alchemical substances ((~) ~
GC~) etc.) over the seven fundamental levels, these levels being the spheres of the septenary “Tree of
Wyrd’. The Star Game is a physical representation of these symbols — the seven boards are the spheres,
and the pieces are the alchemical variations. (It should be noted that the nine main variations spread over
the seven spheres also represent an individual - their consciousness, life and wyrd.) Thus the magick or
‘sorcery’ of the Star Game - an imitation (magickally done) of an Aeon or individual whose change (the
moves of the Star Game) is manipulated by the magickian (the ‘player’ of the Game). The Star Game
has two sets of twenty-seven pieces - one set white, the other black, representing the two aspects of
cosmic Change (or the causal and acausal). These pieces are spread over the seven boards.

The Nine Angles also symbolize the seven plus two gates (or spheres) that join our causal universe with
the acausal (or ‘magickal’) universe. The seven are the spheres of the Tree of Wyrd (zones of magickal
energy), and the other two are the Abyss - where the causal and acausal meet in temporary stasis - and
the acausal itself, which is beyond even the Tree. The Abyss, in the septenary system, lies between the
spheres of Sun and Mars, and its crossing is the ordeal of the Adept and the genesis of the
Master/Mistress of Earth. It signifies the beginning of acausal perception.

The other important form of Black Magick is to do with self-survival after death. This can be done in
two ways, depending on the aim of the operator. The first is transference of the essence of self-hood,
near the moment of physical death, into another physical body, ensuring thus the continuation of
existence on the physical level. The second in passing the acausal Gate - creating an existence entirely in
the acausal dimensions.

The first involves finding a suitable body to inhabit; the second has some resemblance to the creation of
the ‘diamond body’ in some of the esoteric schools of Taoism and it is this form which is generally
undertaken by the Adept. The first is sometimes done as a temporary measure or if the wyrd of the
individual compels completion of some task on the physical.

The process of the first involves the creation of a strong ‘astral self” - via chant and visualization and
strengthened through acts of magick over a period of time, sometimes using a crystal tetrahedron to
ensure the right amount of magickal energy. Thus an ‘astral double’ is created - and this energy is most
usually stored in a crystal until the time for transfer. Meanwhile, a donor should have been found - a
good, healthy specimen. The psyche of this donor is then infiltrated through both astral and physical
contact. The actual transfer occurs during a ritual with both donor and operator present (the former may
be hypnotized or drugged or otherwise enticed) - consciousness being transferred to the ‘double’ which
then ousts the weakened psyche of the donor.

The second form is actually the next stage of conscious evolution - and the goal of the Adept.

What it is important to realize about traditional Satanism is what is meant by 'Satan'. Traditional
Satanists regard Satan as not simply a symbol of self consciousness, but rather as a representative of
those supra-personal forces beyond the individual psyche.

To see 'Satan' as simply a self symbol - as two recent 'satanic' groups do - is, firstly, to be self-deluded
about the nature of cosmic forces, and second, to make (or attempt to make) Black Magick tame and
safe. To deal with greater forces is to court danger - psychologically and physically. Traditional Satanists
see this danger as a means: the strong survive and the weak perish; this simply being a reflection of
genuine Satanist philosophy rather than the tame view spewed forth by the imitation and toy 'satanists'
who abound today.

Satan - in traditional Satanism - is never represented pictorially, and apprehension of the physical or
causal manifestation of our Prince is an experience that each Satanic novice achieves for themselves by
undertaking rites of Black Magick according to the dark tradition. This apprehension may or may not



change when the new Master or Mistress of Earth is born via the ordeal of the Abyss, and it is up to each
and every Adept to undergo this experience since the reality cannot be taught - only experienced in the
primal Chaos that is the Abyss. What pictorial representations that are used, are those of the forms
sometimes chosen by the Shape-Changer himself, for the Prince of Darkness must have his fun with
feeble mortals.
It is important to realize also that the name 'Satan' is not his real name it is a convenient epithet, used
because it expresses part of his nature. There is, in fact, no real 'name' as we understand names - only
perhaps a sound vibration (which cannot really be written down) which summons him to our
consciousness and our world. In a sense which few people will understand, Satan is the essence of the
acausal: the cosmic force of Chaos whose intrusion into our causal dimensions disrupts the entropy that
linear time produces. Our species requires and has required symbols to enable apprehension and
evolution - and this is true also of the Initiate (and to a lessor extent of the Adept) who belong to that
lower order. The Abyss destroys - or creates a new species, a new 'mind' capable of functioning on levels
not normally accessible to those of the lower order. And the most potent symbol of certain cosmic forces
has been,
and still is, Satan.
In reality, Satan (who has a secret or 'genuine' name known to all Initiates) concerns Himself generally
only with Aeonic magick - the changing of this world. Through him, the Masters and Mistresses work
Internal Magick, and through their Orders, Initiates undertake rites of External Magick,
to the glory of His name.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Magick With Tears
Coire Riabhaich, ONA (c. 1989)

A common misconception made by those few who follow the Seven-fold Sinister Way, is that it will,
somehow, make their lives easier i.e. having drawn certain forces to them, they believe via ‘satanic
mastery’ to avoid Trauma City. The lonely realization that this is not so, is often enough to make the
Initiate (or even in some cases, Adept) renounce their magickal quest altogether. This can occur for two
reasons - 1) the individual becomes possessed and then disillusioned with a ‘satanic role’ (roles are
useful only if understood as being simply a means to an end) and 2) via this realization, Sinister energies
are revealed in a far more potent form than the playing of a role could invoke (these energies are,
however, the culmination of that role). Quite simply Satanism is not an escape from, but the partaking in
life. The challenge of living life as a self contained entity, creating a lifestyle that intuitively follows the
path of individual Destiny (by this process Destiny becomes, gradually, consciously apparent) is just too
disturbing for the majority of the human race to accept. So the failures crawl back to mediocrity,
absolved of taking responsibility for their own lives. Mental and physical degeneracy follows as a way
of dulling the guilt that their new/old lifestyle encourages within them. For those who remain on their
quest, it is the rising to the challenge of the Sinister Way which creates the Adept and the stage(s)
beyond. And this requires an understanding of what forces are in play, and how they all contribute
towards self evolution.

It is this understanding which prevents such experiences from becoming detrimental to progression.
Trauma will never be eliminated by any magickal system. For those who are working prior to Adeptship,
it is wise to see how trauma actually feeds (amongst other things) creativity, and how this creativity
would diminish if a comfortable reliance - materially and psychically — upon another individual was
established.

This situation would reduce the obstacles that are borne from self reliance; those obstacles being
catalysts of an individual's creative expression. One only has to consider the uninspired content of the
products of most artists once they are ‘patronised’. Life becomes too easy. This situation in itself
produces conflict but many fail to understand this and descend into a pit of self abuse. This forms the
misconception of ‘the suffering artist’. Suffering must be understood for therein lies wisdom. This
requires a type of honesty of which most lack the courage to express. To be a victim or martyr to
suffering will slow down, reverse and destroy the process of self evolution. Why do so many fail to
understand this obvious fact?

None of this necessarily means that an individual should deliberately destroy and create situations -
unless this was seen as being beneficial at the time. Such occurrences arise naturally by virtue of living
with self honesty and striving towards self excellence. Every act will be spontaneous and ‘true’ to one's
Destiny.

To achieve the highest success possible should always be totally desirable, but the individual should
arrive at their own concept of success and not that of the general consensus.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Magickal Mastery - A Novice's Guide
(From Fenrir no. 6, yf 100)
ONA

The essence of achieving success in both ceremonial and hermetic rituals is to restrict the aim of the
ritual to one, very specific, aim and to find before the ritual a) a simple visualization of this aim; b) a
phrase (which may be chanted/vibrated) which captures the aim in a few words. This phrase can itself be
written down (e.g. on parchment and in a secret code of your own devising or in one of the well-known
"Occult' scripts) and ceremonially burned during the ritual.
This aim must then become your desire - and a ritual is a means whereby this desire may be achieved. It
is essential, of course, for this desire to be strong, and the techniques of magick are simply a means
whereby this desire can be strengthened and directed.
The easiest technique to use and master is frenzy. This is when you gradually work yourself up to a
height of emotion and excitement - and the ritual form is a means to aid this, providing a setting in both
time and space. In a ceremonial ritual, for example, you should use the set texts (such as the Satanic 'Our
Father' or the Invokation to Baphomet) as a means of generating from within yourself the necessary
emotion, saying the words forcefully and with drama. If you are conducting a ritual with others present,
get them into the right frame of mind beforehand as this helps to generate from them a certain amount of
magickal energy - you might, for instance, keep them in a dark room for about half an hour before the
start of the ritual. It is essential for you to stage-manage the ritual, making it a memorable event. The
whole ritual from beginning to end should be emotive.
To achieve and sustain such emotion and drama takes practice. A good magickian will 'play to' his
congregation like a good actor in a theatre does - ceremonial magick has always been a dramatic Art.
The adept sorcerer (or sorceress) will also sometimes invoke extempore in ceremonial rituals, and for
this some chants should be memorized beforehand: to be used as and when the occasion demands.
Rituals - both ceremonial and hermetic - demand energy, and you are the spark which ignites the
Promethean fire. To generate this spark requires effort, both physical and mental, and you should at the
end of any ritual feel elated but tired: be, in fact, almost on the edge of exhaustion. If you are not, the
ritual is unlikely to be successful. This is one of the most important things to remember. It is no good
just saying the words, doing a bit of chanting or waving implements about: you must be emotional. You
must literally drive yourself almost to the point of possession, of divine/diabolic madness but always
with your desire (i.e. the aim of the ritual) firmly before you, stopping just short of total abandonment.
You must be prepared to dance, leap, laugh, cry and shout - but must be capable of changing abruptly:
cultivating the dramatic silence and stare.
In most ceremonial rituals it is one of the tasks of the congregation to abandon themselves - to the dance
their lusts and so on but you, as ceremonial master/mistress, cannot since you must direct the energies
unleashed. There is a balance in any ritual which only experience teaches, and mastery involves
undertaking rituals often in order to develop the skills required.
Rituals work through energy: this energy is directed via visualization and chant/vibration through your
own desire. That is, the living ritual is the channel or 'Gate' which allows a flow of acausal energy into
the causal (‘everyday') universe. This energy re-orders the causal - that is, produces changes.
One of the first priorities of any aspiring sorcerer should be to acquire and furnish an area as a Temple -
and/or find a suitable isolated location outdoors. Temple furnishings should be simple, and space must
be left for movement. Be creative and individual about creating the right atmosphere in the Temple - for
example, a 'plasma ball' in a candle-lit Temple is more impressive than a boring collection of old bones
or a skull. Do not use symbols or designs which you yourself do not understand/know the meaning of
and keep to one
tradition. For example, a genuine, traditional Satanist would never use any qabalistic symbolism or
statues/implements/sigils from dead Aeons (e.g. Egyptian, Sumerian). Instead, there would be septenary
and Dark Gods symbolism (for which see 'Codex Saerus' and 'Naos - A Guide to Sinister hermetic
Magick").

This may seem pedantic, but it is essential for you to feel part of a living, exclusive tradition - someone
party to secret knowledge which outsiders do not possess nor understand if shown. For successful
magick, being exclusive means added power and charisma.
Develop your chanting and vibrating ability by regular practice, and do not be afraid of using Latin
chants. They are not used simply because few understand the language - but because of all languages,



Latin lends itself best to being chanted according to the principles of esoteric chant (qv. 'Naos'). It was
also the language used in the traditional Black Mass, and a few unstranslated chants have survived the
centuries. These chants should be among those memorized to be used extempore.

Chant Examples:

*Veni, omnipotens aeterne diabolus!

*Ad Satanas qui laetificat juventutem meam.

Pone, Diabolus, custodiam!

* Aperiatur terra, et germinet Abatu.

*Caligo terrae scinitur

Percussa solis spiculo

Dum Lucifer ex stella nascitur

In fedei diluculo

Rebusque jam color

Redit Partu nitentis sideris.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Petriochor

1) Prepare an area of soil at least three feet square. This must be kept free of plants and should ideally be
exposed to the sun for at least part of the day, and unshaded by trees etc. If possible no pesticides,
fertilizers etc should be present, but it should also have a high organic content from previous cultivation.
2) Collect some of this soil at a specific time between the last full Moon in May and the full Moon
following the Solstice. This time depends on the weather, but is always in the hour before dawn. The
time is right when following a period of warm, dry weather which has lasted for at least seven days,
there is rain in the hours before dawn. This rain should ideally be a light drizzle.
3) The soil should be collected and placed immediately in an airtight container. As soon as possible it
should be transferred to a suitable receptacle connected to distillation equipment, and a low heat applied
for a period of time which only practical experiment can show. The "essence" collected is the basis of
the incense.
4) Then make up as a normal perfume/oil using a natural base, eg. sweet almond oil, into which the
"essence" is infused/mixed.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Satanism
A Basic Introduction For Prospective Adherents
Anton Long, ONA. 1992¢h. Revision c. 1998¢h.

Introduction”
This present work aims to provide an introduction to genuine Satanism for those interested in this particular Occult
way.

It is written by someone who has been involved in Satanism for a quarter of a century and who now has the honour
of being the Grand Master representing traditional Satanists. The work is honest and revealing and therefore
informative, and will go some way to demolishing the myths prevalent regarding Satanism. Because of its honest
and revealing nature, it will also undermine the many pseudo-Satanists who have little or no understanding of what
real Satanism is all about.

In genuine Satanism, there are rituals of an Occult kind, as there is an exultation in the carnal. There is also real evil
- dark and dangerous deeds: a living of life to the fullest extent. All of these things - and much more - will be
explained.

I - The Satanic Game

Satanism is understood by its genuine adherents as a particular Occult way or method. That is, it is a specific path or
way toward a specific goal, the following of which involves a particular way of living. The specific path is a dark,
sinister, or 'Left Hand Path' one, and the specific goal is the creation of a new type of individual.On a more general
level, Satanism is concerned with changing our evolution and the societies we live in - creating, in fact a new human
species and a civilization appropriate to the new type of human being. Satanism, however, is often regarded by its
opponents or the mis-informed, as being one or more of the following: (a) worship of the Devil/Satan; (b) a religious
cult which practices Black Magick; (c¢) an inversion of the Nazarene religion and its rites; (d) a sect which preaches
and practices perversions and sexual license. Further - and also incorrectly - the figure of Satan Himself is
commonly held to derive from the religion described in the Hebrew 'Old Testament', with the word "Satan" being
regarded as derived from the Hebrew word for "accuser". In fact, the Hebrew word is itself derived from another
word - an ancient Greek one. This Greek word - an is - that is, 'an accusation', [See, for example, its use by
Aeschylus - aitiau ekho.] and also 'cause' or 'foundation' or 'origin' of some-thing. In essence, Satan as a word
represents (a) the prime cause of change, of human evolution; (b) 'Adversary' in the sense of opposing norm, the
accepted, and this sense is still retained in the usage of 'Devil' (e.g. Devil's Advocate). The word 'Devil' is derived
from the Greek word - - via the Latin "diabolus". The figure of Satan is thus seen to be not a Hebrew invention, as
hitherto supposed, but in fact a representation of opposition, of Heresy: and a symbol of creative change.

From opposition there is a synthesis - the process of dialectical change which governs evolution.

Fundamentally, Satanism is opposed to the meekness of conventional religion.Conventional religion (invariably
Occidental) means submission - to a deity and its 'appointed' authority/church, or to some dogma derived from the
words of some "prophet’/savious. Conventional religion also means a certain way of 'viewing the world' - a certain
outlook. The Occidental religious way is the way of dogma, of revelation, and ultimately, of fear - there is concern
with reward and retribution; with concepts of guilt and sin. There is and must be faith - faith comes before personal
wisdom derived from direct experience of livng.

The way of Satanism is the total opposite of this - it is the way of liberation, internally and externally. There is a
desire to know based on personal experience. There is a desire to be proud - to exult and revel in life and so fulfill
the possibilities that life offers. In other words, there is an exploration of frontiers - an extending of those frontiers.
There is a desire to excel, to achieve, to set the standards for others to follow rather than follow the standards set by
someone else. This, of course, is not easy - it requires a certain type of person: someone imbued with spirit, with an
urge to conquer and defy. Someone with character.

Thus, because of 'human nature', Satanism in the past has been only suited to a minority - those few who can really
defy and go against accepted norms. For it has been a fundamental principle of genuine Satanism that each
individual Satanist finds his or her own limits and thus lives, and if necessary dies, by their own morality or ethics.
That is, a Satanist accepts no restrictions other than those they impose on themselves. They accept that it is they and
only they who can find answers to their questions - and that these answers are derived from direct personal
experience of living at the very edge. They cannot be derived from faith, from dogma, from someone else's
‘teaching' - or from some theory propounded by some organization, group, 'Temple, whatever.



This means that Satanists are amoral in the conventional sense: there is not, never has been and never can be, any
such thing as "Satanic ethics" or a "Satanic authority" which individual Satanists must are subservient to - for such
things are contrary to genuine Satanism; they are contrary to the fundamental, personal aim of Satanism - the
creation of a more evolved, more highly developed individual. Satanism - on the personal level - is an individualzed
quest, involving individuals striving to experience their own limits and go beyond those limits. Satanism applies the
principle of evolution to human practice - the strong survive and win through, while the weak fail or perish.
However, this does not mean what most people assume it to measn - a license for anarchic self-indulgence and a
wallowing in lust/depravity/excess and so on. A Satanist has a goal - an ulterior motive beyond the satisfaction of
their own ego and beyond indulging in and giving way to, of unconscious impulses. This goal is to excel - to go
beyond what one is. To do this requires a self-mastery, a real self-discipline. Self-mastery and self-discipline can
only be acquired by self-experience: by experience of real life. A Satanist desires to evolve - and this evolution this
requires resolve and thus a certain strength of character. What a genuine Satanist does, in real-life or in the learning
experiences that are magickal/Occult rituals, is to explore - to find the limits of themselves and the world; they
experience and so grow, and so fulfill their latent, diabolical potential. Everything is a means to this - rituals, other
people, society itself. Because they have an ulterior motive, a known goal, there is perspective - an understanding
beyond the impulse/feelings/desires of the moment or moments of a particular experience. In brief, there is - or there
developed - real insight, a real judgment and a real self-awareness and understanding. Naturally, this is difficult -
and often dangerous. The failures become trapped in - or never go beyond - the moment and the
desires/impulses/feelings of the moment. In simple terms, the failures, the pseudo-Satanists wallow in their 'dark
side' and the 'dark side' of nature/society, without either understanding it, controlling it or transcending it.
Fundamentally, a Satanist knows and understands where they are going and what they are doing/why they are doing
it. The failures, the pseuds, are trapped by the acts or acts or experience. The Satanist is strong, proud, defiant and in
control of the experience and themselves; the failures, the pseuds are in thrall to their feelings/emotions/desires
(both conscious and unconscious) and thus are without any real self-insight. The way of Satanism is not easy - the
methods, experiences and so on which are necessary and which the Satanist uses to obtain their goal are risky and
dangerous. It is easy to fail, get caught or whatever. There is nothing - and no one - to aid the Satanist in his/her
quest. There is nothing to make it easier, less difficult, less dangerous. There is only his/her determination, and the
learning from experience: the gradual development of character from experience. Only thus is there a real, a
genuine, evolution of the individual. Anything less is mere pose - an affectation.

The way of Satanism - as exemplified by genuine Satanic organizations - sets forth various learning experiences,
reveal various esoteric techniques, and offers an esoteric or 'initiated' insight into life, individuals and the cosmos
itself. This way is a practical one - a way of living - and in the early stages a part of this involves magickal practices
and rituals. These specific experiences develop certain esoteric skills - and thus enable a learning of 'forbidden' Arts.
They also enable indulgence in worldly pleasures - carnal, material and otherwise. But these experiences - and the
pleasures which can and do arise from them - are not a fetish as they are not of a religious nature. They are merely
means - to be used, learned from, mastered and then transcended. For the novice Satanist always moves on - to new
experiences, new challenges, and thus new insights. For most, the overtly Occult aspects - involving participating in
magickal rites and running a group/Temple - lasts a few years. Beyond this, they are left behind - the goals having
been achieved. That is, the Satanist has achieved the goals of a Satanic novice and moves further along the path,
becoming a Satanic Adept. There is then, for the new Satanic Adept, an involvement with other Satanic practices in
order to further develop the character and abilities of the Satanist - practices which enable the Satanist to express the
dark side of existence by their acts and way of living, and which thus contribute to creative change.

Some of these Satanic practices are, viewed conventionally, "evil" and some are, or may be contrued to be in a
particular society, "illegal".. They are consciously chosen by the Satanist to develop themselves and to thus aid the
acievement of their ultimate goal - and chosen so to aid what is known as the 'sinister dialectic of history'. Such
practices aid the unique Destiny which the Satanist wishes to achieve, for each Satanist desires to fulfill their
existence in a unique way. They wish to make their mark on the world - to achieve something with their lives. They
wish to change things, or aid change, and they desire their own lives to have some effect:

In consequence, some of the deeds a Satanic Adept may consciously decide undertake may be disruptive; some may
involve 'culling' [ie. removing human dross or those who oppose the Destiny of the Satanist wishes to achieve];
some may involve direct action of a kind deemed by some society to be 'terrorist'. What is important about what is
chosen and done is that (a) it aids or fulfills the Destiny of the Satanist so choosing and acting; and/or (b) it aids
Satanism in general - i.e. it helps to fulfil the "sinister dialectic of history". There are no other considerations -
ethical, moral, religious or whatever. The Satanic Adept uses the knowledge and insights they have gained from
their Satanic noviciate - from past experiences - to make such choices for themselves. An established Satanic
organization/Order/group only guides its members toward experiences, and it provides them with esoteric



knowledge and techniques which they can use. The onus is on the individual - to experience, the participate, to make
their own decisions in their own time and so learn, quite often by making mistakes.

The sinister dialectic of history is the name used to describe Satanic strategy. The Training and guidance of
individual Satanists by an established Satanic group/Order/organization or Master/Lady master, is a tactic used to
achieve the strategic goal. The aim of this strategy is to change evolution - that is, to change the evolution of our
species, and thus the cosmos itself, by interaction between the two. This evolution is toward 'the sinister' - toward
greater diversity, greater individuality and creativity. This involves 'presencing' the sinister, or the 'dark forces' on
Earth, in societies and in individuals. It involves re-structuring of 'society' over long periods of time. Essentially, the
aim is to create a new human species by developing the potential that is already latent within us as individuals.
Expressed simply, it means letting the human species develop full maturity - at present the vast majority are still
immature children, in thrall to unconscious desires and impulses and with little or no self-mastery and wisdom. And
they are kept that way by the restraints, the impositions and the control 'societies' and religion and other forms (such
as politics and 'ethics') impose and have imposed on them.

In effect, this means the majority becoming not only 'Adepts' but also achieving/attaining the knowledge and
wisdom and strength of character possessed by genuine Masters/Lady Masters. It means the majority attaining and
going beyond what has been described as 'individuation’. Satanists believe that this change - this evolution - can
only be brought about via practical means: by a practical synthesis of sinister/light

The archetype for this change is Satan - the Adversary, the Heretic, the Proud One who refuses to bow down before
some 'god'; who refuses to accept subservience and who is unsatisfied with the answers, the solutions, of others. To
achieve this change there has to be a learning - a gradual increase in the number of genuine Adepts, that is, of those
free of restraining opposites. There has to be an increase in those who adhere to the creative energy that creates all
life and which engenders its change and evolution and which is thus the essence of existence itself.

Each Satanist, by living Satanically, aids the dialectic and thus aids the evolutionary change. They learn to play at
being god - fulfilling their existence. As for the rest - they can participate, and so learn and evolve; orr they can be
used, by Satanists, to effect changes greater than themselves.

There are no limitations unless we create them - and if others create them, they are there to be transcended. To exult
in excellence is the name of the only game worth seriously playing: the Satanic one.

IT - Some Questions Answered
Is Satanism simply Devil-Worship?

The term 'devil-worship' is used in a number of ways - often to describe 'Black Magick' and the alleged practices of
'Satanists": e.g. sexual rituals, animal sacrifice. What is usually described by this term are the activities of Occult
dabblers who have no knowledge of real Satanism, and who play at being Satanists - invoking The Devil and so on.
Often, the term 'Devil-worship' is used in the moral sense to describe 'perverted' behaviour in an Occult setting. In
the literal sense, Devil-worship means a religious worship of the Devil. In all the above senses, Satanism is not
'devil-worship': Satanists do not worship anything, and the practices and rites of Satanism are quite different from
the popular 'media’ image/model.

While some of the rites involve various Occult forms - robes, a Temple and so on - most are removed from such
associations. The real magick of a Satanist takes place through their way of living - what they do and achieve in real
life and situations, by trying to fulfill their Destiny and aid the sinister dialectic. They live Satanically, rather than
play Occult games. Those that do have an outward Occult or ritualized form, are only a learning, a stage for the
Satanic novice - the mere beginnings of their Satanic life. [The ceremonial rituals are given in 'The Black book of
Satan'. They include The Black Mass, the Initiation Ceremony and The Death Ritual.]

But what of The Devil? Or Satan? Does He really exist? And, if so, do you respect Him?

He exists, but not in the way most believe: e.g. a horned figure with cloven feet. Rather, He is not bound by our
everyday spatial and temporal dimensions, but exists instead in what esoteric tradition calls 'the acausal'. We
apprehend the acausal mostly in an archetypal way - i.e. we impose an image upon its acausal and non-spatial
structure. The 'conventional' descriptions of the Devil or Satan are basically childish Nazarene images. The reality is
far more terrifying and evil - when viewed conventionally, of course! Further, terms like 'respect' depend on the
opposites inherent in an un-initiated view. In reality, there is only a working with the acausal energies or forces or
‘entities' as those things are: a becoming-like the Devil; an identity-with Him, if you wish. And this is an extension
of one's own being or existence, rather than a negation, a submergence. Expressed simply, one becomes one with
Satan, and in the early stages strives to be like Him.

Does Satanism involve human sacrifice?



Sometimes a Satanist may undertake a culling - either during a magickal ritual or in the real world (e.g. by
assassination, manipulating someone to do the deed). Whether or not this is done depends on the Destiny of the
individual Satanist - on whether a particular person or persons need removing in order for that Destiny to be
attained. However, all victims for such removal must be suitable - that is, they will be judged as worthless, dross: or
be suitable because their removal will aid the sinister dialectic. They, of course, will be judged and found suitable,
Satanically. In practice, this means that once someone has been judged to be worthless (in terms of their character
and deeds) or otherwise found to be suitable for sacrifice, they will be tested in order to confirm this
judgment/suitability. The tests give them a sporting chance. Two or three tests are usually conducted, without the
victim's knowledge. Only if they fail these tests will a culling be undertaken, for the glory of Satanism in general.
The "raison d'etre" for Satanic culling, is some people are worthless, a liability to evolution, and their removal is
healthy: it aids the human stock. And thus helps to achieve Satanic goals. Further, those chosen really choose
themselves, by their deeds - they reveal their worthless character or their suitability by what they do, or do not do, in
real life. Thus, a culling is akin to an act of 'natural justice', a restoration of the creative imperative.

But surely this 'culling’ as you call it, is a criminal act?

The '"Law' is an accumulation of tireless attempts by the mediocre majority to prevent the creative few turning life
into a succession of ecstasies. Or, less poetically, it is an attempt to restrain the healthy, noble instinct of the strong -
an attempt to usurp the judgment of experience. What matters is that each individual develops their own judgment -
possesses a sense of natural justice', a mature and strong character (born via experience). The "Law' is an expression
of tyranny - of someone else taking away this judgment and character: of society treating people as children.

What of children? Do they have a place in Satanism? In its rituals, for instance?

One of the fundamental aims of Satanism is to develop individuals - to develop a mature, insightful, character, a
Satanic spirit.

Satanic training, of a novice, aims to build character, to develop a unique individual aware of their potential and
their destiny. This training can only begin when the individual can assess things - or begin to assess them - for
themselves. This generally means around the age of sixteen. Before then, there can be no participation in Satanism,
whether this be rituals or anything else, simply because Satanism involves each individual making their own choice
- of deciding, for themselves, that they wish to undergo Satanic training or undertake a Satanic way of living. In
some circumstances - for instance a child born to parents who are Satanists - there is a simple ceremony involving
dedicating the newborn to the darker forces. But until that child grows and can decide things for themselves, there is
and can be nothing else. To do otherwise, is to contradict the essence of Satanism. Satanism is not interested in
‘corrupting' others without their consent - it is interested in creating strong, unique individuals of real character who
can think and judge for themselves. Anything else is not real Satanism.

But surely Satanists control and use others - manipulate them?

Of course! Some people are natural slaves. Satanists are the natural leaders. But each person has a free choice - if
they need to follow, to be led, if the enjoy being manipulated, or out of weakness have little or no character of their
own, then that is in their nature. existence is often ruthless: the strong win through while the weak go under. Thus is
evolution achieved. Humans are no different, although many in their delusion would wish to believe otherwise.

I shall give an example, and one which will make the softees (and incidentally the pseudo-Satanists) shudder in
horror! Some people in their weakness become addicts - for this example we will say on drugs. As such, they are
life's failures. A Satanist views them with contempt - they have made their choice, and revealed a weak character.
Thus, he or she might consider it worth their while - and certainly justified - in 'using' these worthless people, by, for
instance, supplying them with what they need. To wit, drugs. This would be profitable, and enable the Satanist to
live their life a little more Satanically. It would also aid the sinister dialectic - in two ways. First, the addicts might in
the near future die, and thus remove or cull themselves. Second, the 'drug-culture' is symptomatic of a society or
societies infested with the Nazarene disease: where a slave-morality has triumphed and noble, strong instincts are
repressed/suppressed. (Where, for instance, the idea of combat, of war, as healthy, is heresy.) Such a society or
societies need to be undermined and destroyed and replaced by healthier ones.

Incidentally, while on this subject of health, everyone has a choice at all times despite whatever external
circumstances pertain. It is character, spirit, which win through.

A Satanist is someone who triumphs, even (or especially) in adversity, and who lives by a motto which is no longer
understood today except by the noble few: "Death Before Dishonour". To submit, to give in, to not try, is
dishonourable. A Satanist knows with an arrogant, prideful certainty that the human spirit can triumph over
everything and everyone - they refuse to admit defeat, to give in, and are prepared if necessary to die rather than act
in a dishonourable way, against their Satanic principles. Because of this, they are strong, and inspire in others
perhaps a certain awe. And, because of this preparedness, they exult in life - they relish living, and live to the full.
If I wished to become a Satanist, what would I have to do?



The first thing is to make sure one understands what Satanism is and involves by contacting other Satanists, for
instance, or reading genuine Satanic material such as the works of the O.N.A. Then, having so understood, one
makes a decision to begin the quest along the 'Left Hand Path' and to act Satanically. This is usually formalized in
some way via a simple rite of Initiation - which basically means that one affirms one's desire to follow the way of
Satan. This rite can be either a ceremonial one, via an existing Order or Satanic group, or a hermetic 'self-Initiation'.
Examples of both are available to those curious enough to find them.

Following this, one undertakes various tasks, techniques and methods over a period of some months, the aim of all
of which is to build a solid Satanic foundation, in terms of character. These are all accessible in various Satanic
works. Quite a number of these involve gaining experience in the real world, while some involve directly
Occult/magickal work - e.g. rituals. The emphasis throughout is on self-achievement and self-effort. This noviciate
period lasts about a year, perhaps two. There are then more challenges to undertake, more ordeals to develop
character and aid one's judgment and insight and self-mastery. Of course, there are also many rewards - some carnal,
some material, some spiritual (in the sinister sense, naturally!). There develops an awareness of one's Destiny and an
understanding of what is hidden from the majority by virtue of their rather rudimentary level of consciousness and
knowledge. During all this, one is aiding the dark forces by the very act of doing Satanic things. That is, aiding
evolution - of one's self, and existence in general. One is being significant; doing and achieving. If one is fortunate
enough, there may be guidance and advice from someone who has gone that way before - from a Satanic Master or
Mistress. What is important, is that one really lives; achieves things; works in and alters the real world; and learns
and so develops - in character, insight, knowledge and so on. Most people waste their lives. A Satanist wants to be a
god - and is prepared to change the world to make their dreams a reality. Most people dream, but lack the courage to
act. What matters is that one does something - if some things do not work out as one planned, there are other places,
other times. New dreams to dream and fulfill. And life does not even end with causal death - one can become
Immortal! The form of life simply changes. But this immortality is not given - it is not a reward. It is achieved, it is a
conscious act: a becoming-one with the dark force itself, with Satan.

There is much that is numinous, but nothing known surpasses Man in numinosity. That is, of all life, we as
individuals possess the most potential - have the 'creative fire' of life itself. Satanism is a means to not only
understand this, but to implement it - fulfill our divine (and diabolic) potential. To live this existence to the full. To
participate in evolution. And to evolve to another realm entirely. But Satanism is dangerous - it is testing. It requires
a demonic desire, a strength of character. It is genuine Heresy. It is for the few who can really defy, who really wish
to become like gods and are prepared to take the risks involved.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Selling Water by the River
ONA (From Fenrir No. 6, 100yf)

Question: What is Satanism?

Answer: Satanism is fundamentally a way of living — a practical philosophy of life. The essence of this
way is the belief that we all as individuals can achieve far more than we realize during our lifetime. Most
people waste the opportunities that life can, does and can be made to bring. We are gods when we
awake.

How do you then understand magick?

Magick is essentially the opening up of areas of consciousness latent within all - a means of changing the
individual and the world. The techniques of magick for example, rituals) are simply means to achieve
this. For too long magick has been mis-understood as “spells, conjurations' and the like, and while such
things are magick, they are only a beginning, a mere intimation of what real magick is all about.

You often use the term ‘traditional Satanism’. What does this mean?

Traditional Satanism is a term used to describe the sinister path which for centuries was taught on an
individual basis from Master(or Mistress) to pupil. To this path belongs the Septenary System, Esoteric
Chant, the comprehensive training of novices (including the development of the physical side), the Star
Game, and - most importantly - the Internal system of magick (the Grade Rituals etc.). This path is also
known as the Seven-Fold Way.

I've heard of La Vey and his ‘Satanic Bible’. How does the Seven-Fold Way differ from his Satanism and
those who follow his views?

La Vey took what may be described as the popular/media conception of Satanism - the black-robed,
Mephistophelean figure - together with the ‘pleasure principle’ and some simple magic(k), mixed it with
the qabala and various historical myths and legends pertaining to the dark side, and served the whole lot
up to a gullible audience. The whole thing was pretty pathetic - although it did provide some with a few
thrills. There was no substance to either La Vey or his ‘Church’: no inner path, direction or way.
Nothing original.

The Seven-Fold Way, on the contrary, possesses direction, and goes far beyond the external type of
magick implicit in both the ‘pleasure principle’ and ordinary sorcery. It offers the individual the difficult
(and sometimes dangerous) path to genuine Adeptship - to self-mastery, self-excellence and ultimately
wisdom. It is not a refuge for the neurotic, the weak-willed or the self-deluded, but rather a challenge to
the daring.

Those who follow in the foot-steps of La Vey (as a recent ‘“Temple’ does) have added little - they are still
trapped by ‘role-playing’, still fettered by self-delusion (often about their magickal abilities) and still
lack not only self-insight but also that spontaneity which is one of the marks of a genuine Adept. They
concern themselves still with the awarding of meaningless titles, seek members and the recognitin of the
‘authorities’. They teach the same historical mish-smash as La Vey and possess an originality quota of
zero.

They have failed to understand that the ceremonial, ritualistic and ‘theoretical’ approach is but the first,
small step toward inner progress. Because of this, there can be no organized ‘Temple’, no ‘authority’
within it, no proselytizing and no awarding of grades/initiation or titles. There is only - in the genuine
path — a limited amount of guidance, and the struggle of the individual through experience.

But surely rituals are important e.g. the Black Mass?

Yes - but only in the beginning stages of the Way when the novice/initiate is discovering the hidden (or
magickal) forces of nature and themselves, and is daring to walk along the path to Adepthood.
Ceremonial and hermetic rituals are the province of the novice and the ‘External Adept’ and are pointers
to what is beyond.

Which is what?

First, the discovery of the unique Destiny of that individual second the living of that Destiny, and third,
for those whose Destiny becomes fulfilled by such living, the crossing of the Abyss. From the Abyss the
Master and Mistress is born. All this takes many years.

What then is the purpose of your Order?

To offer our teachings and guidance to those who might be interested. In former times, teachings were
kept secret, but there is no need for that now: the opportunity is open to all.

But are you not still secretive?

Yes and no. Those who seek hard enough will find us, and those who are sincere will not be put off by



the obstacles placed in their way (sometimes by us). For those who are, there are plenty of other groups
around.

What about Initiations?

We do not offer Initiation - candidates achieve Initiation. We do not offer nor award (for money or
anything else)Grade Rituals or titles of any kind: these are again achieved by individuals, through their
own toil, hardships, terror and joy. We simply guide them toward the self-achievement that, e.g., the
Grade Rituals represent. Any other way is simply fraud and self-deception.

Grade Rituals - which signify the different stages of achievement along the Seven-Fold Way - may be
likened to running in a race. You either race, or don't; and if you race, you either win (achieve the goal)
or do not. You may pretend to yourself that you have raced and run, but in the end you are fooling only
yourself.

What, then, are the Grade Rituals?

They are tasks, simple in form, but difficult to complete successfully. For example, the Grade Ritual of
Internal Adept simply involves the candidate in living totally alone and isolated for at least three months:
without any of our modern ‘conveniences’/technology, and without speaking to anyone. Simple to
describe - difficult to undertake. The ‘ritual’ is the (alchemical) change which occurs in the individual by
virtue of living so for at least three months. Such primitive isolation creates the Adept, bringing a
genuine mastery of magick and a lasting self-insight.

It is the intention of the Order to publish all the Grade Rituals in the next issue of ‘Fenrir’.

Returning now to the popular conception of Satanism, what about sacrifices, the blackmailing of
members, sexual crimes and so on?

Satanism is all about — in its beginnings - waking conscious (or liberating) our dark or shadow nature. In
the past, certain experiences were often undergone in order to achieve this, and some of those
experiences were often frowned on by ‘conventional” society. Some might have been “illegal' at the time
as well. But gradually (at least in traditional Satanism) a way was found to ‘short-circuit’ these
evolutionary experiences which enhanced the consciousness and thus wisdom of those undergoing them
- if they survived, of course. Thus was Internal Magick evolved. This enabled the experiencing of the
dark side, and its integration, as well as made possible what was beyond.

This system had been gradually refined and enhanced, and while it avoids the quicksand of criminality it
is still not lacking in danger or difficulty. It offers, in short, the distilled essence of thousands of years of
evolutionary understanding-and makes possible the next stage of our evolution as a species: Homo
Galactica.

You stress the development of the physical side. Why?

Because traditional Satanism aims to develop the whole individual - mind, body and character. We give
our novices difficult physical goals to achieve (such as running 20 miles in under 2 1/2 hours - fitter
individuals are naturally given more difficult tasks) because the striving for such goals, and their
achievement, develops qualities necessary in any Adept. They are tests of determination and character,
and sort the serious out from the pathetic. The striving also creates a physical joy, increasing the vitality
of the person.

I met someone recently who claimed to be a ‘Master’. I had my doubts about him. Is there some way of
identifying a genuine Master?

The answer should be obvious. A Master is someone who has passed beyond the Abyss, the stage
beyond an Adept. In consequence he will be somewhat detached: intense and serious, but also natural,
spontaneous and quite cheerful (almost playful, sometimes). But perhaps most of all, he will not take
himself too seriously, and he will certainly not play a ‘role' or fulfill the expectations of novices (e.g. by
dressing up, cultivating a ‘demonic’ stare and answering questions mysteriously). He will possess that
illusive quality - natural charisma.

What about wealth - and power? Surely all Satanic Masters possess these?

Some do, some do not. The sign of a Master is neither wealth nor power, but achievement - of wisdom,
skill in esoteric arts, and original creation (e.g. the extending of human knowledge, artistic creativity).
The Destiny of each Master is different, as is the life-style which reflects that Destiny. For example, out
of the four Masters who exist in the West at this moment in time, one livesa somewhat isolated existence
with hardly any material possessions, while another lives in relative luxury and splendour. The former
concerns himself primarily with aeonic magick, while the latter teaches a few pupils.

Genuine Masters do not conform to someone else's expectations or ideas: they are individual, and
unique.



Do you worship a being called Satan?
Genuine Satanists do not worship anything - not even themselves. Fundamental to Satanism, is a desire
to overcome, to accept challenges and to seek to know and understand. A genuine Satanist would rather
die — laughing and defiant - than submit to anyone or anything. Most people waste their lives and die old
and miserable: the Satanist revels in life and adventure, and knows the right time to die, for challenges
never end. This way of living is hard, and this way of dying breeds fear among the feeble multitude who
prefer comfort and security to the ecstasy of living on the edge like gods.
As to Satan - each Initiate discovers the reality for themselves. All that need be said is that there are
external forces beyond the psyche. of an individual: in genuine Satanist magick there is identity with
these darker external forces, not a fear of them and certainly not a submission. This, of course, is
somewhat dangerous — but the strong survive, and the weak perish. Good riddance to the weak.
So, fundamentally, you would say that Satanism is the way you live your life?
Yes, as I indicated at the beginning. Magick — of whatever type - enhances your life, and is a way to
knowledge and increased vitality. Magickal acts are important in the beginning, but most important of all
is our attitude to life and our ways of living. This is why we despise the Nazarene philosophy - the
Satanist is proud, strong, defiant, while a Nazarene is afraid of living, afraid of dying and mentally sick:
weighed down by guilt and envy. The meek espouse peace because they know the strong would destroy
them - so they infect the strong with the disease of “pacifism', with guilt because they are strong
But surely that particular philosophy - of, as you call it, the ‘Nazarene’ -is dying out today.
As an organized religion it might be - but over the past two hundred or so years this poisonous
philosophy has sprouted various political and pseudo-political forms, and it is these forms which are
eroding our vitality. There have been a few attempts to cut out the cancer - but they have unfortunately
failed, and the cancer grows and spreads.
What, then, can you do?
Why should we do anything? Most people are stupid and deserve their fate. We offer an alternative -
those who have if only in a small way the Promethean spirit will be drawn to us and thus have the
opportunity to master their own Destiny. It is up to each and every individual: we can point the way, but
they must make the effort to walk along it.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Star-gates
Thornian, ONA.

The stars were everywhere to be seen, amidst the unknown blackness that begged to be conquered. One
in particular shone through with vibrancy unmatched. It was neither the brightest, closest, nor largest
star. But its glow reached much further than the eye, it extended into the very core of the being, of the
initiate who stood beneath it. A lifetime of light-years away, yet revealing itself as destination.

There was no gate, he knew, linking his consciousness to that of the cosmos. For they were already
intertwined, via thousands of gates. Woven together through initiation and the stripping of illusion that is
the Dark Tradition, he was the cosmos, and he let himself be directed by its Will. This intertwinement,
between Causal and Acausal, was the core of his being. The Acausal Charge, understood by lesser men
as a "divine spark" was also the single factor for by which organic existence was made possible. It was
into this, the Nexion within his consciousness — both latent and realized — that the light of the star
extended into, penetrated, and became.

Standing enthralled with the energy this star produced — just as the sun did in Aeons past and Worlds
long forgotten — the Sinister Initiate understood it as embodying Wyrd. It had itself given life, meaning —
numen, to his deeds even before its light came into view. Far off as it was, it had no form — no answers to
be bestowed without the seeking of a lifetime through those portals of being and non-being, that must be
discovered before even the faintest form could be identified. This he accepted.

Transferred now from his world, to limits hitherto black, he floated weightless among the galaxies of
time past and time to come. But time did not matter there — it did not flow, but rather produced chaos to
the point of nothingness. And he among it saw the stars close to his — a thousand destinies woven into
one galaxy which transcended all thought and reason. For it was only the stripping away of such things,
to reveal a genuine intuition that naturally excelled further past the confines of conscious mind.

Blinding light then encompassed the Initiate, in an instant blaze. A satori then incomprehensible at any
level spoke in still incomprehensible ways, until the initiate was hurled into visions of fallen leaders,
bereft of their destines - as was necessary to bring forth the wyrd of a thousand others. And the Cosmic
Being nodded to the initiate, in recognition.

Back on his home land, the formless remnants of bloody war scorned at his feet. Detached in a way that
was more aware than it was illusory, the initiate had no feelings. There was no despair, no horror, no
compassion. But simply an understanding of why it must be. A black cloud spread about the ground, and
moved slowly through the land, as a nameless god brought him these insights — and the Dark Gods
manifest themselves throughout the rest of this world in the form of bloody war. But he took no notice of
the visions sent to his conscious — of the people themselves, who were sacrificed to the galactic will. For
such sacrifice was necessary, in the continuing flux of life — and all that deserved notice were the
changes taking place, and the greater achievements of life to follow. Most others would not believe them
to be for the better, but those others were simply the pawns.

Once these intrusions subsided, he was left among cold nothingness; with only the leveled remnants of a
world — to be built anew before him. In front of him stood the past — a manifestation of nobility and
determination he had in this life yet to match. The soldier stood as not only his past, but the past of his
destiny, and others whose destinies were to be brought together under cosmic wyrd. Each destiny
individual, but woven into the will of the cosmos...

The soldier and he needed no words. For they communicated solely through self-insight, more
effectively than could otherwise be. This soldier of the past brought startling insights to the future and of
times gone, for which the present was but a narrow road between. He saw in the eyes of the soldier only
lifeless chaos.

Looking back to the sky, he again identified his nameless star. The soldier was now gone, and the initiate
was left only to ponder the worlds he’d just traveled — somewhere between the Moon and Saturn — but
far outside and beyond the galaxies and star systems in which they reside. Deep into the unknown
blackness his star shone through, emanating with Wyrd awaiting fulfillment. One day he should again
join the mysterious soldier, with matched qualities of the determination, honour, and destiny he
represented — on that lone planet that orbits his star.






The Alchemy of Magick
ONA (From Hostia I, 1991¢h)

Magick is not an object for academic study - it is essentially practical. It also requires self-discipline and
training - the acquisition of skills.

No books or teacher can teach magick it can only be learnt by practice, by the trials and errors of
experience. All books and teachers can do, at best, is guide: toward and into the relevant experiences and
offer some explanations for cause, effect and what is beyond the causal.

Similarly, willful self-expression will be mostly counter-productive. What is required of the novice and
Initiate is self-discipline and that insight which arises from achievement and adversity. Modern life,
however, has made these things difficult it is easy to be self-opinionated, to accept the comforts of
modern living and the lack of self-discipline, just as modern "methods" and "ideas" about "magick"
make it seem that understanding of and achievement in magick is easy: all that is needed are the relevant
books/ grade manuals/ information and a chaotic mind/attitude/approach.

There is not and never has been any substitute for self-learning from experience. The real learning of
magick occurs by the individual novice, alone: group work and group experience merely confirm that
learning and extend the techniques, the forms that are used. This is so because real magick is internal -
an alchemy of psychic change. It is the techniques which are external. For instance, sexual magick is a

technique of magick - it is not magick or ‘magickal’ in itself - just as ceremonial ritual is a technique. All
techniques are forms which are dormant — they need vivifying, bringing to life: they need to be infused
with the ‘breath of life’. This vivification is magick, and its achievement is individual, that is, it does not
rely on the form - on minute details of performance or technique. Sometimes, this vivification is shared -
e.g. between two individuals undertaking a sexual rite or a group gathering for a ceremony.

For too long the techniques have been regarded as magickal in themselves, leading to a complete
misunderstanding of magick - as, for example, by Crowley and his followers and by adherents of latter-
day "chaos" techniques. Magick is beyond technique - techniques and forms merely presence the magick
in the causal, and to access the magickal energies skill is required. Sometimes, this skill is intuitive — an
inborn gift - but most often it has to be cultivated, learnt, acquired. The skill is an internal one, and may
be likened to an attitude of mind. It is a "moving with" magickal energies as those energies are, in
themselves - it is not a loose, undirected approach, a chaotic acceptance, but a finely balanced direction;
not a loss of conscious awareness/ understanding, but a new type of awareness. It is like running long
distances: innate ability may help, but training is required, an awareness of limitations born from past
experience, a self-discipline to achieve the distance in the time set - and then the running, which when
successful is a ‘flowing with’ the body and mind...

In magick, desire makes the energy - once accessed via the individual - presence in the form/technique
chosen. This desire is usually aimed - that is, it has a causal goal (as for example in external magick).
The form or technique chosen may stimulate to some extent the production of magickal energies - but it
is the individual who must push open the gate (or nexion) and direct the energies that lie beyond it. What
the forms and techniques most often do is make the nexion seem real and accessable - often ‘provoking’
within the individual the consciousness required to push open the nexion and presence the energies.
Because of this, ceremonial rituals (or any ritual where more than two are present and involved) require
direction or control - of the images/forms/patterns invoked and the presencing of such in the causal. This
direction is always toward the causal (that is, toward a specific aim or into the psyche of an individual or
individuals) because of the nature of the energies - there is always ‘flow’. If no control is undertaken (or
the direction is confused because more than one attempts to control the flow - perhaps unconsciously)
then causal change will still occur (and must occur) although in ways probably unforseen by those
involved - this is what usually happens when some individuals gather and attempt an act of magick - and
often results in psychic disruption of one or more of those individuals.

The alchemy of magick is in learning this control in being able to access the energies, and being able to
produce changes via the presencing of what is accessed: internally (within one's own psyche), externally
(in others and the things of the everyday) and aeonically (within and beyond the confines of aeonics).
There is thus a learning about the various types of magickal energies (which may be said to be
differentiated by how they presence in the causal) — and their uses. In short, the acquisition of individual
skill and understanding. To achieve this, there are certain ways - certain guides which may be followed.
This is a serious commitment - not a hobby, not a gathering of some like-minded people as and when for



an enjoyable and ego-gratifying delving into ‘the Occult’, and certainly not ‘for laughs’ or to entertain.
There is an intensity, a self-discipline, even sometimes a hardness - and those pleasures which are
beyond mere mortals. In brief, new ways of living.
For while the alchemy of magick is now accessable to everyone (due to works such as "Naos") it is
unlikely many will foreswear their current and easy ways of living for the challenge.
- Order of Nine Angles -



The Dark Forces
ONA yf87

For too long our enemies have lied about us. But, as the cosmic tides begin another Aeonic change as the
Age of the Dark Gods begins, we proclaim openly our defiance and our creed.
No longer shall the lies go unchallenged. Accordingly, we - as representatives of those dark forces which
have always shaped our evolution proclaim the following about our sinister Way and its living:-

1) The Dark Gods are means to self-fulfillment, self-understanding and self-divinity.

2) We believe that only through journeying through the darkness within and without, in passing the
Abyss, can true self- understanding be attained.

3) Our rites, ceremonies and magick are life-affirming and show us and bring us the ecstasy of existence,
the laughter of life and the self-overcoming of the true Adept.

4) We are feared because we understand and because we rejoice in living - in its pleasures but most
importantly in its possibilities. We extend the frontiers of evolution while others sleep and cry.

5) All that enervates we despise: we have nothing to do with the cowardly and weak who are trapped by
their own failings and who scurry about in the filth that covers those who do dis-honourable deeds.

We revere honour because honour means self-excellence and a recognition of the cosmic balance that is
an Adept.

6) When we hate we hate openly and with pride and when we love we love with a passion to match our
arrogence: always mindful never to love anyone or anything so much that we cannot see it die, since
death is a natural changing of forces.

7) We would rather die than submit to anyone or anything and this pride is the pride of Satan, that
symbol of our defiance and a sign of our life-enhancing energy.

8) We prepare - through our magick, our deeds and our living - for the Age of Fire (the Aeon of the Dark
Gods) which is to come, when we shall reach out toward the stars and the new challenges they will
bring.

9) Our Way is difficult and dangerous and is for the few who can truly dare to defy the matrix of forms
(like “crosstianity') that stifle the potentiality of our being.

It has been said (by Nietzsche):

"The more mediocre, the weaker, the more submissive and cowardly a man is, the more he will posit as
evil: it is with him that the realm of evil is most comprehensive. The basest (most dis-honourable) man
will see the realm of evil that is, of that which is forbidden and hostile to him - everywhere."

"The most powerful man, the creator, would have to be the most evil, in as much as he carries his ideal
against the ideals of other men and remakes them in his own image..."

- Order of Nine Angles -



The Forbidden Alchemy
An Introduction to Esoteric Black Magick

Genuine alchemy takes two basic forms: first, the exploration concerning the transforming of matter; and, second,
the psychological- magickal. The secret of the first form is the interaction between the alchemist and the substance
undergoing transformation by chemical or other means. That is, the alchemist in a subtle ('Occult’) way aids the
transformations being the creation of an Elixir of Immortality. For the alchemist following this form of alchemy, the
changing of 'base metals'into gold was only a stage on the way to the ultimate goal.

The second form of alchemy is concerned with changing the alchemist - and this requires following certain specific
and often complicated procedures. The aim here is 'Adeptship’: the emergence of a new individual from the ashes of
the old. The ultimate goal is still Tmmortality', but a directly achieved one, rather than, as in the first form, the
creation of an Elixir which is taken by the alchemist over a period of time. The exact nature of this 'Tmmortality' was
the subject of much speculation.

Two aspects of this second type of alchemy - the 'forbidden alchemy' - have come to light over the last hundred
years or so. However, these two aspects - crucial as they both are to the genuine esoteric Art -make up only a part of
the forbidden system.

The first of these to receive attention was the sexual element that is involved in achieving the stated goal. The
second is the "psychological' where the processes, methods and symbols are understood (by e.g., Carl Jung et al) as
representing the usually unconscious striving of the individual psyche for 'wholeness' or 'individuation'.

In reality, the forbidden alchemy was a burgeoning science (or a practical way of living as some would prefer to say)
which over a long period of time came to recognize that to achieve the stated goal of Immortality and/or Occult-
Magickal Adeptship, it was necessary not only to symbolize certain natural energies and certain states of 'being', but
also to employ at certain stages a practical sexual element.

These ideas - developed in the Middle Ages and handed down in some of the now famous alchemical texts - were
themselves a continuation of earlier ones: particularly those of some of the mystery schools of Ancient Greece. At
the time the texts were written, Western Europe was under the totalitarian yoke of the Nazarene church, and part of
the reason for the obscurity of the texts was because the basic ideas were heretical - the desire to obtain an
Immortality independent of 'God', and the sexual nature of some of the workings. The rest of the obscurity was due
to: (a) the complex nature of the ideas themselves, with a confusion of 'theologies' and (b) a deliberate desire to
make the texts esoteric, where the secrets could be revealed to trusted Initiates or those already sufficiently
enlightened (that is, free from the mental tyranny of Nazarene belief) to grasp them intuitively.

The view held in some circles in recent years of alchemy as a kind of 'Western tantra' is both misleading and
inaccurate, as is the belief that it was a purely 'psychological’ - as opposed to practical - system. The former view
ignores: (i) the vital significance of the symbolism (some of which is purely abstract and not 'symbolic’) in making
possible advances in thought and understanding; and (ii) the stages beyond those involving sexual activity. The latter
view ignores (or rather misinterprets) the importance of not only the practical, magical aspects, but also the fact that
the forbidden alchemy was essentially a system of self-experiencing in the real world, involving the achievement of
specific goals and tasks. This, couple with the sexual aspects, made its Way very different from the inner,
contemplative ones which flourished in certain Nazarene institutions.

The fundamental ideas of the forbidden alchemy continued to be developed over the decades and centuries after the
preliminary MSS were written, and the tradition that developed was handed on by mostly reclusive Adepts. This
tradition may be said to have reached its climax in the 'seven-fold Way'. In the seven-fold Way the fundamental
ideas have been clarified and refined as well as extended, and the Way itself is a practical system devoid of both
dogma and mysticism. It was, until quite recently, genuinely esoteric.

The fundamental ideas of this Way or 'inner Alchemy' can be briefly stated:

1) In the development of self-understanding, as well as in the understanding of both natural and 'Occult’
forces, an abstract symbolism is important: such a symbolism allows not only apprehension of those areas
(of consciousness, for example) not normally amenable to thought (and thus conscious control and
development) but also develops new areas of consciousness.

The abstract symbolism is of two kinds; the first being the septenary 'Tree of Wyrd' with the
correspondences associated with each sphere and the pathways connecting those sphere; the second being
the abstract symbols of The Star Game. The first kind is a development of 'traditional' alchemical
symbolism, while the second is a new development entirely, and one which contains the whole of the first.



This first kind enables, on the practical level, the exploration and thus integration/transcendence of the
hidden/unconscious/Occult areas of both our own consciousness and the cosmos. This is, in effect, a
magickal or alchemical apprenticeship and involves practical work with the symbols - a magickal ritual, for
example, being the use of specific symbols representing certain Occult or magickal energies.

The second kind takes the individual beyond this - towards the next stage of our conscious evolution with
the development of higher levels of consciousness and new insights.

2) The practical work involved is divided for convenience into seven stages. Several of these stages involve
the individual (the 'alchemist') in finding and working with a companion of the opposite sex, some of the
work being of a sexual nature. This itself is an exploration of consciousness: a confrontation with the
anima/animus and so on.

Each of these seven stages is represented by a Grade Ritual - a series of task, workings and rituals which
develop self-insight and understanding in general, and which enhance the 'Occult' abilities of the individual.
By following the stages progressively, and undertaking the appropriate Grade Ritual, the individual will
attain insight and ultimately Wisdom: the 'Philosophers' Stone'.

3) The symbolism of the Tree of Wyrd is derived from representing the forces/energies of the cosmos (and
thus each individual consciousness) in terms of the duality of causal and acausal - the seven spheres of the
tree representing the development (or rather, the potentiality inherent in each individual's consciousness) of
not only each individual consciousness from unconscious through 'ego' and 'self' to Adepthood and beyond,
but also the evolution of the cosmos itself, in terms of its own 'consciousness' or Being.

In the early stages, the causal is often regarded as the 'rational' aspect of the individual psyche, the acausal as the
‘unconscious' or magickal aspects. The aim of the early stages of the Way is for the individual to experience (and
develop) both and then unite them, achieving a transcendence.

What it is important to realize about the seven-fold Way is that it is a complete and practical system, devoid of
dogma and mystification, which enables any individual, should they possess the necessary desire, to achieve
Adeptship _and beyond . It is a unique and esoteric Way which, while firmly rooted in the genuine esotericism of
the West, is appropriate to the twenty-first century and beyond: for example, the Star Game contains, in its
symbolism and techniques, all the esoteric wisdom of alchemy, magick and the 'Occult' in general as well as being a
bridge to the future. It is, in essence, a new form of language - and while this new language, for some, may be
difficult at first to learn, it opens up new and exciting areas, new possibilities and new dimensions. In short, it
enhances our Being, extending our consciousness.

The tasks and Grade Rituals associated with the seven-fold Way, together with the correspondences, are given in
detail in the manuscript 'Physis Magick - A Practical Guide to Becoming an Adept.' Most of this will shortly be
published in the book 'Naos - A Guide to Sinister Hermetic Magick'. The rest of this issue of 'Fenrir' is devoted to
the Star Game.

Perceptive readers will understand at once why this 'forbidden' alchemy is essentially Black Magick. Quite simply, it
is because it allows the evolution of the individual according to their own desires in a practical way. Its essence is
practical experience: of Occult/magickal energies (both causal and acausal - that is, 'light' and 'sinister") but equally
importantly of _life itself. It is not a 'theoretical' system devoid of personal danger - it is life-enhancing, offering
the rewards of the gods, both causal and acausal (and what is beyond all such opposites - that which can be signified
only by Chaos: the origin of Being and Non-Being).

A brief guide to the seven-stages is given below.

1) Undertake ritual of sinister self-Initiation. (An awakening of the darker/unconscious aspects)

2) Undertake workings with septenary spheres and pathways. (The beginning of making these energies
conscious via symbolism).

Seek and find a suitable companion, and Initiate this individual. (The beginning of the confrontation of the
anima/animus) Begin to study the Star Game. (The energies are further objectified and _manipulated .)

3) Begin to organize a working magickal group, with yourself as Priest/Priestess' and your companion as
'Priestess/Priest' - perform both ceremonial and hermetic rituals according to your desires. (This is living



the role of 'shadow'/'trickster'/magickian.) Undertake the Grade Ritual of External Adept. (The beginning of
an awareness of what is beyond the 'ego'and the 'shadow'.)

4) Study the esoteric aspects of the Star Game - Star Game magick/aeonic aspects etc. (The development of
higher cerebral levels as well as intimations of the 'self' and beyond.)

Continue with the organized group (for at least six months). (Develops personal qualities, skills and
consolidates the anima/animus aspects)

5) Prepare for and undertake the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept. (The emergence of the self, during the
ritual, with the consequent self-insight and Occult abilities. This also brings awareness of your unique
Destiny.)

6) Study and use of 'Advanced Star Game'. (Further levels of consciousness developed.) Fulfillment of the
task of unique Destiny. (Creativity - either via contributing to knowledge/artistic works or via teaching. The
fulfillment of the potentiality of the self.) Prepare for and undertake Grade Ritual of Entering the Abyss.
(Wherein the 'self' is destroyed, the cosmos understood without reference to dualities, and Wisdom
achieved.)

Stage(2) generally takes three to six months, Stage(3) six months to a year. Stage(4) up to a year. Stage(5) one to
several years.

It is the following of the tasks, techniques etc. of each stage in sequence for the time indicated that brings success.
Copyright Thorold West, 1989ev.



The Meaning of Sinister Initiation: An Initiates Perspective
Order of Nine Angles

From "OTONEN — A Guide to the stage of Initiate"
© ONA and Vindex Press 1989, 1999.

The Sinister Path

For many non-initiates and, unfortunately Initiates (an indication perhaps of the current state of the
‘Occult world” itself), it is often misunderstood that the performance of a Rite of Initiation will bring
forth immediate psychic, that is, Magickal change. Practical experience reveals that this is not usually
the case however. There are of course exceptions to this ‘rule’. One is that an immediate psychic change
is noticeable in the individual; this itself will most likely be due to the intensity of the Rite of Initiation.
But whether such change has a lasting effect is another question, it being more likely that such
immediate change will slowly evaporate as time passes. Another exception is that although there will
have been no real or genuine inner change the Initiate will fall prey to one of the many delusions of the
Abyss and believe that a change has occurred against all indications that tell otherwise (q.v. The
Deceitful Occult Ego). So, although immediate change within the Initiate is possible, a more balanced
and natural approach is to perceive Initiation as a process. It may be — and often actually is - psychically
desirable for the beginning of this process to be symbolised by the outer form of an Initiation Ritual (be
it hermetic or ceremonial).

Along the Seven-Fold Sinister Way these Initiation rites (for in one sense all the rituals involved during
the various stages of the Sinister Way are initiation rites in themselves) are primarily concerned with
presenting the Darkness or acausal component of the psyche in the conscious world, or mind, of the
Initiate. This enables the consciousness of the Initiate — as he or she slowly progresses along the Path - to
develop from that of non-Initiate (that is, where the individual is largely controlled by unconscious
desires and impulses) to that of Initiate (where the Satanist begins to comprehend and interact
consciously with these previously unconscious components) and then on to Adepthood where these
energies are consciously understood enabling a certain balance to be attained between causal and
acausal.

The Path of the Initiate

As each new Initiate progresses along the Sinister Path, it is expected that individual insights will add to
the Tradition as a whole (the Heir to the Tradition adding significantly). Whether this does or does not
happen is really dependant upon the Initiate and the quality of his or her contact with the Sinister
Tradition. If the Path is genuinely followed, that is, if the Sinister is being actively pursued during the
daily life of the Initiate (such pursuit or questing being a continuous act, and thereby a development of
individual Will) genuine occult transformation will begin to occur. With this transformation it is possible
that variations on some Sinister Rituals may arise whereby the Initiate finds a more powerful method of
manifesting the acausal during the rite.

The rituals that are of primary concern for the Initiate are the Dark Pathways and the Sinister
Pathworkings. Besides these rituals — which will already, if followed continuously, begin to dominate
the Initiates consciousness — there are the individual sphere chants to be learnt, the undertaking of the
physical training, the study and practice of the Star Game, the study of Order texts and correspondences,
the collation of incenses and the purchasing of specific implements for the future Temple. In regard to
this latter aspect, by undertaking such actions these actions themselves will or may (dependant upon
Individual Destiny) aid to the manifestation or creation of a Sinister Temple. That is to say, that by
purchasing or making items that are specifically for a Sinister Temple, the reality of that (future) Temple
is becoming presenced in the causal life of that Initiate.

Further to previous Order guide-lines, a new method of Initiate development advises that the Initiate
begins with the Dark Pathways themselves (instead of the Sinister Sphereworkings). The aim is to
invoke one Dark God per week, meditating each night leading up to the ritual for no less than fifteen
minutes on the respective sigil whilst slowly repeating the name of the Dark God or the Word of Power.
Combined with this the Initiate should aim to reduce sleep and food until the night of the ritual whilst
also locating the respective planetary incense (taken from the bark of the respective tree) and burning




this, during the ritual. Once all Dark Pathways have been experienced, the Initiate may then undertake
the Sinister Pathworkings, performing the nightly meditations. The following of the Sinister Path in this
manner, implies that the Initiate has already re-created or made conscious the Tree of Wyrd within him
or herself, by consciously invoking each of the fundamental archetypes into consciousness. This
conscious presenting of the archetypes then being further developed by the Sphere Meditations
themselves.

Initiate Tasks: Other Aspects

Besides the primary rituals that are required for the completion of Sinister Initiation, it is advisable that
the Initiate purchases - or contracts a jeweler to make - the relevant piece of jewelry to be worn (ring set
with quartz for males, quartz necklace for females). The wearing of such an item of jewelry further
stimulates the Initiates awareness that he or she is a member of a Tradition, one that is far more
important and potent than the frankly rather pathetic past-times that most people take as an interest or
hobby. This ring or necklace becomes for the Initiate a ‘Mark of Satan’, a symbol of the Initiates quest
and a constant reminder of the Sinister in the Initiates life, that is the Initiate is constantly aware that he
or she is wearing an outward symbol — that others can see — of his or her Sinister Quest.

When all the different factors or tasks of Sinister Initiation are combined the Initiates entrance into the
Sinister becomes a very potent force, one that is active (by virtue of the fact that the Initiate is
consciously realising or making real the Sinister in his or her life).

The practice of the chants is, as mentioned previously, a further task of the Sinister Way. Although this
does not necessarily have to be undertaken during the stage of Initiate, it is advisable to begin to learn
these so that once the Grade of Professed Brother or Sister is attained, the Sinister Magickian may be a
little more prepared for the running of a Sinister Temple. By virtue of the fact that there are a number of
chants that will need to be learnt for use during Sinister ceremonial ritual it is usually advisable that the
Diabolus is the first chant to be learnt. Besides this the sphere chants are probably the next most
important (the Agios Lucifer chant being ideal to begin with) since they provide a foundation for a
number of rituals, and can be - and have been - used during the Dark Pathways Invokations.

There are of course a number of other tasks that are suggested, some new and some more Traditional
aspects. One of the older and more secretive tasks is for the Sinister Initiate to gain some hosts from a
Nazarene place of worship and desecrate these either during or after the Rite of Initiation. If one is
seeking to join an existing Temple it will be necessary to have attained these prior to Initiation for use
during Initiation, such an acquisition further proving the worth of the candidate.

A more recent addition to Tradition is that whilst the Initiate is undertaking the Dark Pathways, he or she
draws a Tree of Wyrd in his or her Magickal Diary or ‘Sinister Book of Shadows’. This map however
should only be added to once a Dark Pathway has been concluded. Thus, the Initiate begins by drawing
the seven spheres, in appropriate sphere colours. Then, once the Noctulius Pathway is completed this is
drawn in, then the Shugara Pathway is drawn in and so on. This in itself adds (albeit in a minor way) to
the conscious integration of the energies being brought forth as enabling the Initiate to see - in physical
terms — how the Pathways are connected to the spheres and one another.

Self-honesty and Sinister Occult Development

It is important to remember that, as an Initiate you have made a pledge to Satan and the Dark Gods to
follow the Sinister Way:

‘Now receive as a symbol of your new desire and as a sign of your oath this sigil of Satan. This sign
shall be the Power which I as Master wield shall always be a part of you - a symbol to those who can see
and the Mark of our Prince.’

T....... (state name chosen) am here to begin my Sinister quest! Prince of Darkness, hear my oath!
Baphomet, Mistress of Earth, hear me! Hear me, you Dark Gods waiting beyond the Abyss!'

(The Black Book of Satan)

It is easy in times of anger or tiredness to say to oneself that it doesn't matter too much if a meditation is
missed, or you don't have a ring, or you don't bother with the physical aspect, or that the Initiation Rite
doesn’t need to be undertaken, or the Grade Ritual of External Adept isn't really too important. That,
because you know you could do it, it isn't necessary to prove it to yourself. And so on and so forth. And
yes, it is easy to say such things because it means that you don’t have to make an effort. But, the Sinister
Path is hard and demands commitment. It is only with this commitment, with this continuous effort, with



this continual personal act of Will, of individual defiance, that such changes will occur. So in the context
of Sinister Pathworking:

‘... faithful repetition is important, because by following the procedure exactly the required changes in
consciousness are produced.’

(Naos)

How easy it is to miss these simple statements that describe the very means to achieve Sinister
Adepthood. Perhaps if more Initiates actually did what was said by virtue of an act of Will then there
might be more Sinister Adepts in the world. But things are as they are and human weakness is usually
the cause of a waste of life, of potential. So, it is necessary, if the Sinister Initiate truly seeks an
understanding of the Sinister that runs deeper than mere words, but is a wordless understanding that
cannot be taken away from him or her, to follow the way as stated in numerous Order mss. It is
necessary to face the challenges that are set before the Initiate. At this stage there is no need to look too
far ahead. Rather it is better to keep ones mind and thoughts on the current stage, because it is by
following this stage now, and then the stage of External Adept, that the heights of the stage of Sinister
Adept may finally be approached.

Thus, with all this in mind although the Initiate may have a tendency to say that it is not necessary to
meditate upon the sigil of the Dark God each night prior to the Dark Pathways Invokations, such
meditations really do enhance the energies brought forth and, after an unspecified amount of time has
passed (dependant of course upon each Initiate) the Initiate will start to feel the acausal body
surrounding the causal body.

From Sinister Initiate to Sinister Adept

The Sinister Tradition, as has been stated previously, does not grant titles or adepthood through
friendship or money or sex or for any other reason. The title of Adept and that which is beyond must be
fought for, must be pursued actively, now, during the present, because it is from this point in time that
the desired future may eventually become a present reality. This is true of the esoteric nature of the
Sinister Way, as it is also true of the Aeonic imperatives that are being strived for by Sinister Adepts and
Masters. For each stage of the Tree of Wyrd is a Tree of Wyrd in itself. That which is within is without
and that which is without is within. Just as the Sinister Tradition is a Tree of Wyrd, so also are the
individual Initiates self-contained Trees of Wyrd and so inherently each stage of the Way contains the
seeds of all the other stages.

Why are there so few Sinister Adepts today? Is it perhaps because the tendency is to write and talk, just
as the typical armchair Qabalist might act, or rather, not act. Is it because those who seek to make the
Great Work a reality in their own life do so only in their dreams; ‘I wish I was...” For the Satanist the
wish is just the first impulse. Perhaps this impulse might be unconscious at first, but such is the Satanist
way that it and many other things will become conscious and thereby understood. Such is the method to
gain Wisdom through practical action, through experience.

Perhaps also, it is true to say that when, and if, one reaches the final stage of External Adept it is a far
easier option to say that one does not need to undertake the Sinister Retreat, that it isn't really necessary
in order to become an Adept. But is this really so? And, does it not really speak volumes about those few
genuine Adepts who have undertaken the Sinister Retreat that they have at least not lied to themselves,
but have undertaken the Rite, with all the terrifying implications and inner fears that it brings forth...

Yet even now I do not know what lies ahead
Now is my time to seek the glory of my Gods
That I may one day walk with Satan

In His world,

With His Bride

And that I may also Become

Something far greater than the mortal

I am leaving behind,

The mortal that must die

That a God may be born.

- Order of Nine Angles -






The Publication of Esoteric Traditions on the Left Hand Path
ONA 1991¢h

For a long time, genuine esoteric tradition was handed on on an individual basis, from Master/Mistress
to novice. There were many reasons for this, most of them practical: the tradition was esoteric, liable to
mis-interpretation, and many of its tenets and rituals involved what would have been regarded as
'heretical', anti-social and/or illegal acts. Furthermore, the methods used to train novices often made
those novices into, outlaws, and set them against conventional society. Also, for a long time, the
teaching and teachings of the tradition was heretical in Law - a criminal offense against Church and
State. Secrecy was essential and necessary.
This state of affairs pertained until quite recently. With the burgeoning of interest in 'the Occult' in
general, the LHP became somewhat less secret and certain aspects of the tradition were discreetly
circulated. What were mistakenly taken to be 'esoteric' traditions and, given the new openness toward the
occult and the repeal of anti-Occult laws, freely distributed and/or published, were (a) the useless
Grimoire/Qabalistic tradition, or (b) a mis-interpreted Crowleyism, or (c) of a showman/ghoulish/self-
professed type with bits cobbled together from (a) and (b) with archaic myths and unenlightened egoism
thrown in. The real tradition - with its darkness and danger - remained hidden.
To (c) belonged the Church of Satan, which made Satanism akin to a fantasy role-playing game or
games with some sorcery added to impress. The later schism which gave birth to the Temple of Set (born
not with a bang but with a whimper) was not unexpected given the structure and orientation of this
'Church' - and neither was the fact that the leader of this schism based his Temple and authority on what
was termed an 'Infernal Mandate', and declared Satanism as a religion, much mis-understood.
Meanwhile, the old traditions continued, in Europe and elsewhere, in their traditional way - secretly,
accepting but few novices and these only after severe tests and ordeals. The traditions, writings, rituals,
methods, ordeals and techniques remained unavailable except to those few. After lengthy deliberations
and consultations, the individual representing traditional groups, decided to gradually make the esoteric
tradition which he and others represented available on a selective basis, to reveal, for once and for all,
what the LHP and Satanism were really about. The real impetus for this decision came from Aeonic
strategy - making the tradition available would enable an increase in the number of genuine Adepts, thus
hastening the presencing of the darker forces on Earth, and so fulfilling the sinister dialectic of history.
This increase, however, would be gradual - over centuries.
With this dissemination, the purpose, intent and methods of Satanism and the LHP could no longer be
mis-interpreted and the posers and charlatans who professed to be 'Satanists' would be exposed - at least
to those with any sagacity. With the secrets accessible to those who sought to find them, the real esoteric
work could continue, as it always had, in secret - the training, via direct experience, of those few strong
and gifted enough to undertake the difficult and dangerous journey along the Left Hand Path.
- Order of Nine Angles -



The Quintessence of Satanism
ONA, 1989ev.

Satanism is not merely attending nor even conducting ceremonies or rituals of a 'Black Magick' kind.
Nor does Satanism mean or imply membership of an avowedly Satanic group. Neither is Satanism
merely the enjoyment of material delights. Rather, Satanism - quintessentially - is an attitude and a way
of living.

This attitude expresses a strength of character - a belief in oneself and one's Destiny. Part of this is pride,
and part of it is defiance: an individuality, a dislike of limits. However, perhaps the most important part
is a self-knowledge or self-mastery born from having gone to and often beyond one's physical, mental
and moral limits. The way of living creates this strength of character, and maintains it, and enables even
that to be gone beyond. Satanists use life to express in living a new way or ways of being, to fulfil their
potential and to live at and beyond the limits of existence thus taking evolution further.

The way of living is essentially practical - that is, a following of the path to Adeptship and beyond for
this involves experiences, ordeals, challenges, a learning of new skills and the drawing out of latent
genius.

A Satanic Initiation therefore means much more than a rite of self-Initiation or a ceremonial ritual of
Initiation conducted by an established group or Order. It means a desire to follow the Satanic way - and
the actual beginning of following that way by undertaking the deeds, tasks, rituals and ordeals of a
Satanic novice. Anything less is simply playing at Satanism - a sign that the 'Initiate’ lacks Satanic
character or the ability to achieve it.

In traditional Satanism, as exemplified by the ONA, this means:

a) that the novice undertakes several physical challenges of endurance and succeeds in them. These have
to be difficult and require some training. Then the novice

b) tests Destiny and builds character by undertaking challenges in the real world, such challenges
conforming to accepted Satanic practice re defying the limitations of the herd. [Here, guidance of an
experienced Satanist is useful.]

¢) the novice begins hermetic magickal workings with the intent of (i) gaining experience in and mastery
of such magick; (ii) garnishing from these beginnings a certain self-knowledge [qv. 'Naos'].

d) the novice studies the tradition (as explicated for example in Esoteric Chant, the Star Game, the
septenary system) and so gains esoteric knowledge and understand

e) After these undertakes the ordeal which is the Grade Ritual of External Adept and so passes on to the
tasks, ordeals and undertakings of the next stage - for example, organizes and recruits individuals for
their own Satanic Temple to perform and gain experience in ceremonial magick and provide themselves
with pleasures and experience of manipulation. [See the Order MSS relating to the following of the
Seven-Fold Sinister Way as, for example, given in The Black Book.]

Following this - which takes some time, probably a year or so - there are more experiences awaiting,
more delights, joys and hardships, more challenges to be undertaken, more self-discovery to be achieved.
It cannot be stressed enough or repeated too often that Satanism - of the genuine sort anyway - involves
such practical undertakings allied to a desire to experience, to transcend what one is at a particular time:
to accomplish the task one initially set oneself at Initiation. That is, achieving Adeptship and beyond, by
following the way of Satanism. This means a self- advancement, a self experiencing, a self-effort, a self-
achievement and a self-learning via direct experience. Anything less is not Satanism and no clever
words, no amount of pseudo-intellectual mystification can obscure this reality.

Thus, because of human nature, there will be few who will possess the desire to become real Satanists -
to actually undertake the tasks, ordeals and challenges. Most who profess an interest - and a large
number who actually go ahead with Initiation be such ceremonial or hermetic - will soon turn away
when they realize the real difficulties involved, when they understand that they are expected to work
toward their own development. Most of these will all too easily find excuses to justify their turning
away. They will perhaps be easily seduced, such is their weakness of character, by others who promise
'easy solutions' some kind of 'magical’ way to Adeptship, by organizations which take away the pain,
suffering and delight that self-effort 'on the edge' entails and which provide security for their members,
which keep them in thrall to self delusion. Or many will just be too lazy, too enured to their comfortable
existence to change.




Whatever, they will be proved unsuitable, unfitted. There is no way that the way of Satanism can be
made easy - for in its very hardship and danger, in the very fact of self-effort being required over a
period of years, lies its quintessence.

For the dilettantes, for the role-playing fantasy mongers, for the self-indulgent too lacking in self-
discipline' there are plenty of pseudo-Satanic organizations around, plenty of pseudo-Satanic 'masters'
who require sycophancy, who act out of role and who will be only too pleased to welcome another pupil
or student,

The choice is as simple, and brutal, as that.

- Order of Nine Angles -



The Seven-fold Way: Training and Grades
ONA, 1989.

In many ways the seven-fold way can be regarded as a process, by the individual, of discovery
and experience. The goal of this process is the production of individuals skilled and
knowledgeable in the magickal arts who have developed their latent, occult faculties and who
possess the beginnings of wisdom.

This process can result, sometimes by accident over extended periods of time (for example,
three decades or more) but It is most usually undertaken as a result of a conscious decision by
an individual to seek esoteric and/or magickal groups/Order/Adepts. In this later case — and
provided the guidance received is good - the goal can be achieved in a much shorter time.

The first part of the process is in many ways the easiest: that of seeking some form of Initiation
(qv. the Order MS ‘A Novices Guide to Initiation.’). Before and after Initiation the novice is
required to undertake various tasks by the Master or Mistress who has agreed to guide the
individual along the seven-fold way. The pre-Initiation tasks are the performance by the
individual of a simple hermetic ritual (usually on the night of the full moon), the construction of
the simplified version of the Star Game and the successful completion of the various tests
aimed at proving the serious intent and commitment of the candidate. The important thing
about these tests of intent is that the candidate is unaware of them — for example, the
candidate is asked to be present at a certain time and place and instead of meeting there the
expected Master of Mistress meets a person of odd appearance who propounds various view
which the individual in question may find not only unusual but distasteful, Such tests and
encounters are not games but merely devices which enable the candidate to begin to
understand their own motives and expectations and as such are an important preparation to
Initiation. It is to be understood that it is not the order, which tests the candidate — but the
candidates themselves. Initiation is the beginning of the breaking of the illusion of roles, and to
be successful this breaking must be done by the individual, from within.

Once this breaking down begins, then Initiation is already underway, and no ‘Rite of Initiation’
however complex or well meaning is a substitute for this change in the individual. Such a rite,
as a ceremonial ritual, is only the representation of this process in a dramatic form and in many
cases is not necessary if some other form of Initiation is more suited to the candidate.

Besides this breaking of self-delusion, Initiation is an awakening of the occult faculties — that is,
the experience by the candidate of the reality of magickal forces. This experience can be
brought about in several ways — first, by means of a powerful ritual of Initiation which produces
magickal forces through invokation; second, through the candidate experiencing the charisma
of a Master or Mistress; and third, as a consequence of the individual undergoing a particular
experience where magickal forces are present. An example of this third type is when a
candidate, expecting perhaps (as a result of their own imagination) a ceremonial ritual of
Initiation, is led to an isolated spot where magickal energies are present either naturally (as for
example in most stone circles) or have been created beforehand by an Adept in readiness for
the candidate. The candidate is then left alone. What the candidate then experiences
(sometimes for many hours) is an Initiation - although this is seldom understood by the
candidate at the time because outwards form is lacking. In many respects, this third type is the
most valuable of all the forms of Initiation since it does not rely on the illusion of ceremonial, or
the dogma normally associated with such ritual forms. Initiation is complete when the candidate
realises that a process of inner change has begun.

The next stage of the seven-fold way, following Initiation, is when the novice begins to
undertake in a systematic way workings with the various magickal forces through such forms
as Path Workings, hermetic and ceremonial rituals. Such workings in themselves take several
months and during this time the novice will be given several tasks — some practical, some
magickal — to perform. These tasks may themselves take several months to complete. The
most usual magickal task involved the novice assuming the ‘role’ of a dark sorcerer/sorceress
for example, dressing in black and cultivating a satanic appearance - and in this guise
attending various Occult functions and generally trying to provoke argument and dissent. The
novice in this is advised to cultivate an attitude of arrogance and pride and must be prepared to



defend forcefully their Satanic views. Following this, the novice is expected to infiltrate another
magickal group/Order with the intent of attending a ritual and during that ritual either redirecting
the magickal power (if any) or invoking by their own effort during the ritual a powerful force of
their own choosing to disrupt or otherwise alter the original ritual. In some cases, the novice
may organize their own group (recruiting people for it) for just this purpose.

This magickal task develops not only the use of magickal forces in an interesting way but also
provides the novice with a goal the attainment of which is invigorating. It also provides an
opportunity for the novice to develop various skills pertaining to the manipulation of other
individuals chiefly through the deliberate development of a ‘charismatic’ personality or role. Its
the fundamental task of the novice to learn from those experiences - that is, not to allow the
role to become dominant.

This is achieved by the novice remembering that they are involved in a seven-fold quest and
accepting the advice given by the Master or Mistress who assigned the task. Both of these
things some novices find difficult to do. The behaviour of the novice during this task is
governed by specific guidelines — failure to observe the guidelines by an individual means the
end of their noviciate as far as the Order is concerned.

The practical tasks associated with this stage usually involve the novice developing certain
physical abilities suited to their character. Such physical goals (for example, cycling 100 miles
in under 5 hours or running 20 miles in 2 hours 30 minutes — fitter individuals will be given a
more demanding goal) are a necessary balance to the magickal tasks as well as enabling
those tasks to be achieved in a more invigorating manner.

This stage generally takes from six months to two years and is concluded when the novice
finds changes of perspective arising as a consequence of the self-understanding brought
through following the goals and tasks. This change should arise naturally and it is made
conscious to the novice toward the end of the stage through the grade ritual of External Adept.
This ritual is a prelude to the goals and tasks of the next stage and signifies the beginning of
Adeptship.

The Grade Ritual involves the individual constructing a septenary Star game and the
performance by the individual of a certain ritual on a night of the new moon. This ritual involves
the invoking of a certain force, female in aspect.

The External Adept may choose to continue with the group or temple begun in the previous
stage (or create one if this was not done before) for the purpose of conducting ceremonial and
hermetic rituals of the type associated with, for example, the ‘Book of Wyrd’' as well as for the
performance of the cthonic Nine Angles rite if desired. Alternatively, the individual may opt to
concentrate on magickal working with the Star Game — and for this (as the task above) a
companion is required. It is a task of the External Adept to find such a companion, as well as to
teach them all they themselves have learned during the previous stages - guiding them as they
themselves have been guided. This in itself generally takes from one to two years, and
because of this most External Adepts prefer, during this time, to organize a magickal
group/Temple since it provides a structure and a focus.

During this stage the External Adept will experience many things, particularly of a magickal
kind if rituals are undertaken by a group, and contact with the Master or Mistress will be limited
and occur for the most part if the External Adept wishes. It is important during the long period
associated with this particular stage, that the individual does not become prey top the illusion of
being a Master or Mistress.

Most will of course succumb at some time to this as a consequence of the varied magickal
experiences and contacts with those less experienced in magick, many individual sever their
links with the Order as a consequence of this illusion.

In some ways this stage is the most difficult, involving as it does confrontation with various
roles and what had been called the ‘anima/animus’, this latter occurring naturally through the
training of a companion. Provided the individual maintains during the stage their resolve to
follow to its end the seven-fold way (and here the advice from the Master or Mistress is often
crucial at some point during this stage) then, with the completion of the Ritual of the fifth stage,
the new Master or Mistress assumes a teaching role via an Order or an individual basis, and
usually those who attain this stage take over at some time their Order, guiding individuals
along the seven-fold way. They may also create their own Order or group should they so wish -



or re-activate the Temple they organized during their time as an External Adept, since the
Grade Ritual of Internal Adept by its nature, means the individual must disband such a Temple
or leave it in care of one less experienced.
After some years teaching, the Master or Mistress may withdraw to seek the next stage —
provided they have trained at least one person to continue the tradition of the seven-fold way.
Thus it will be seen that the seven-fold way is not easy. It is a way of life, which any individual
may follow. Those who only follow its early stages gain something of benefit - those who go
further may achieve the goal that awaits us all: the next stage of human evolution.
In the past, in any one decade, the Order had many hundreds of candidates seeking Initiation.
About four or five a year, sometimes less, may become Initiates through their own choice. Of
these, perhaps two will complete the noviciate and only two or three from twenty a decade
become Internal Adepts, the others drifting away for various reasons. Every twenty years, a
new Master or Mistress may take office. There may be one or two Magi a century. So it has
been — and so it will probably unfortunately remain until the New Aeon begins to emerge on the
practical level three to four centuries in the future.
The seven-fold way possesses the potential to create (given good guidance) in ten years what
it has taken seven civilizations, five Aeons or nearly ten thousand years to achieve. Every
individual is free to choose between this path to the divine and a continuation of the sleep that
keeps the potentiality of life at bay. All magick is a glimpse of this path - it is up to the individual
to walk along it.
1989¢h
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The Song of a Satanist
Stephen Brown, ONA 103yf

In an important sense, most of my life represents genuine Satanism in action ~ a going to extremes, a
learning from the experiences of those extremes, and a doing of dark, dangerous and sometimes "illegal"
deeds.

This life stands in stark contrast to those of the psuedo~Satanists, some of whom have acquired a
notoriety and a 'fame'. I have - as a Satanist should - been intoxicated by the essence of life itself - by
that which inspires, which causes the creativity, self-absorption and genius of all great artists be they
musicians, writers, warriors, explorers or whatever. I have dared to dream and to defy - and have dared
to try and make my dreams and inspiration a reality. I have used my life for some purpose ~ striven
toward goals with a passion that overcomes all obstacles. I have known great love - physical,

intellectual, and of the soul, the essence of existence. I have also known the opposite - the sadness that
awaits all who venture into the dark starkness of the Abyss within and without. And thus the synthesis of
these and other things which is the prehension of wisdom.

This living has been an ecstatic affirmation of existence ~ a self~surmounting. The goals striven for were
for the most part irrelevant: what was important was the striving for something with a passion. For in
such striving, in the action in the world so entailed in the striving, there was an intensity which captures
the immortal and which re-presents the spirit of Satanism: that heroic defiance which is the essence of all
conscious evolution and thus civilization itself.

Such exultation is dangerous. By its nature it is individual. It is anathema to those forms and structures
which suck vitality and which by their very existence, level individuals down and break or try to break
their spirit. It is Heresy. It is testing ~ some become possessed; some perish; some are broken in spirit
and descend to the mediocrity of the majority; some are caught in the snares left by those who adhere to
those things which suck vitality (such as religion and 'law' and ethics). But some few survive and prosper
and thus inspire others to venture out where no one has dared to go before. And of those few who
survive, there are some who can express in words or other mediums (like music) what they have felt, and
experienced and learnt ~ in a way which is easily understood. These few are the really dangerous ones ...
It amuses me ~ and has amused me - when I come into contact with modern, self-professed 'Satanists', be
such people a part of some 'Temple' or 'Church' or 'cult', or be they working on their own. With a few
notable exceptions, these people are ridiculous - for them, Satanism is an intellectual philosophy, a
collection of rituals, and/or an anarchic attitude. For them, it is an object of study, and involves meetings,
discussions. For them, it is communal, and involves 'ethics' and/or a religious approach and attitude. For
them, it is a glorification of their ego and a wallowing in the pleasures and wealth this existence can
offer: an excuse for self-indulgence and lack of self-discipline.

In reality, Satanism is an attitude to living - and an attitude foreign to these mostly urbanized people who
profess to be Satanists. Satanism means living one's life in a certain way - achieving things, in the real
world by one's own efforts and because one is exulting in existence itself consciously. That is, one's life
is intentional - a striving toward a higher existence by practical deeds, by overcoming challenges which
take evolution to new realms. A Satanist strives to change themselves ~ and then the world itself. They
desire glory, fame ~ to be significant. They are not content, and even when a goal is achieved, there is
the need to find and strive toward another goal, another way of living. There are always new experiences
awaiting - new levels of achievement.

A genuine Satanist needs action ~ they need challenges, because they possess within themselves the 'fire
of Satan', that vitality which is the quintessence of living. This vitality shows in their eyes, their
character - it is evident in their deeds.

Fundamentally, one becomes a Satanist by acting like one - by doing Satanic deeds. A Satanist of some
experience would say one and more of these things: "I have experienced combat; I have killed, watched
comrades die. I have loved and hated. I have discovered something for the first time. I have been alone
for months, bereft of most things, and thus come to know myself. I have faced my own imminent death,
not once, but many times. I have achieved things with my body I thought not possible. I have exulted in
overcoming physical, intellectual and psychic challenges. I know the passion that motivated Beethoven,
van Gogh, Nietzsche, and I know the feelings and greatness of Caesar, Adolf Hitler and Alexander the
Great ... [ have heard the music of the galaxy and the stars and planets within it. I have been in a Prison



cell and known the meaning of freedom. I have culled human dross. I have done criminal deeds - to learn
and defy."

Of course, these things are only examples - there are many more. What is important is that they express
real experiences of a dangerous or learning kind: they breed character; they test. They are selective. They
are the type of deeds done by individuals with spirit - the type of understanding such an individual
possesses, if only intuitively at first.

A Satanist will live life on the edge - will take up a profession which allows him or her to excel in deeds
of action or creativity or exploration, or all of these. They will become experts in their chosen fields -
and these fields by their nature will require persons of character and inner strength who prefer to work
alone. Fields like assassination; Special Forces; Political manipulation... And then, having achieved, they
will move on - to new ways and deeds. Or perchance they will die, defiant to the end.

Whatever, their quality of living will far surpass that of the weak majority. Their experience of both the
dark and the light will be deeper, more extensive, and thus will they possess a greater insight, a greater
understanding, a real depth of character.

In contrast, the self-professed 'Satanists' will be shallow - all talk, with little or no real experience of
living on the edge. They shy away from real self-effort, from real self-overcoming, and build fantasy
worlds in which they find comfort. They need the company of others, as they need their ego to be
massaged by what they regard as their 'Satanic peers'. They talk an awful lot with others about Satanism,
and probably , having learnt a lot of 'theory' from books and various organizations, write their own
'Satanic' rituals which they perform with the glee of the necrophiliac.

Some of these denizens of psuedo-Satanic organizations and cults will indulge in anarchic behaviour to
impress themselves and others. But by so doing they reveal a lack of character - for a genuine Satanist
possesses nobility and a self-discipline that others seldom understand.

Imitation Satanists make excuses -and devise theories to explain their lack of Satanic deeds in the real
world. They have seldom if ever changed themselves to something greater than what they were at
Initiation, and they most certainly have not changed the world in any way, significant or insignificant.
They have achieved no glory - discovered nothing new; not extended the frontiers of understanding by
even one micron. Instead, they wallow in obscure doctrines and consume the drug of self-delusion. To
be brief, they have not composed a Satanic song which illustrates their life. They labour, but in vain -
Poeta nascitur, non fit.

Most Satanists cannot publish an autobiography, or even have a biography which relates their life in
detail while they still live, for the simple reason that it would probably render them liable to prosecution
by those asinine guardians of the even more stupid system of 'Law'.*If this threat does not exist, then
their life has not been Satanic enough. And, moreover, that life is never completed until causal death -
something written at a certain age, should be out of date within a few years. If it was not, then again the
full Satanic promise of one's existence has not been fulfilled. The time for the publication of such
writings is after the causal death of its subject - although an expurgated version may serve a purpose, for
some replete with experiences who wish to express the essence and inspire others to follow and then
surpass them.

In my own case, I have written a brief recollection of some of the experiences of my Satanic life, for
posthumous publication. But even in that MS, there were many things not recalled, perchance the MS
falls into the wrong hands before the right time. Such a recalling - of dark and occassionally ecstatic
deeds, most of them "illegal" and all of them "heretical" in this purblind society - will have to await my
twilight years and a recounting of them to a trusted Satanic comrade. And even though the MS was
written only two years ago, it is already out of date ...

And of that living, it is the essence which is important, not especially the details. From that living, I have
distilled the quintessence into words which cannot be misunderstood - devising a method by which
others may obtain that elixir. I have constructed a guide to the goal, drawn a map and explained the goal
in detail, because I have been there. I explored, and discovered.

Now others can benefit from the lessons learnt from such a life. Non generant aquilae columbas.
Meanwhile, I anticipate the lies, rumours and distortions will continue, based on jealousy. The small and
weak of character have always saught to drag those who are outstanding down to their own level of
mediocrity - at least in the eyes of others.

* Plus the fact that most wish to continue their sinister esoteric work in secret, to aid the sinister



dialectic.
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The Tradition of the Sinister Way
ONA (From Hostia I)

The essence of genuine Satanism can be simply stated: it is a way to inner development, the goal of
which is a new individual. This way involves three essential stages and these exemplify the spirit of that
way and the individuals who follow it.

The first is direct experience, the second is direct practice and the third self-development. The first
involves direct experience of both the external ‘world’ and the inner (or psychic) ‘world’ through
striving to achieve certain goals both practical and magickal. The second involves using ‘practical’ (or
causal) and ‘magickal' (or acausal) energies to manipulate others, situations and energies in a practical
way - producing changes in accord with certain goals. The third involves beginning the process again but
starting from the new level of self-understanding and ability attained - pursuing different (and probably
more complex)goals

A Satanist is an individual explorer - following in the footsteps of others (and perhaps using their guide
books) but always seeking further horizons, daring to defy convention (in ideas as well as in morals and
attitude) yet part of an evolutionary succession enabling what is experienced to be understood and
become beneficial. For this reason, a genuine Satanist understands tradition as important and necessary -
the culmination of centuries of insight and experiencel a useful guide which enables further progress
and exploration: a starting point for that inner and outer journey which is begun by Initiation, as well as a
map of the way chosen and followed.

This tradition is not sacrosanct - but it does possess a validity until the individual reaches the stage where
the unique genius within each individual has been brought to fruition enabling the creation (from
experience and self-insight) of a unique way and a fulfilling of a unique Destiny. In magickal terms, this
is the stage of Internal Adept, where that unique Destiny is made known (dis-covered) and where the
individual Initiate has developed the talents necessary to fulfill it by a following of the previous stages -
a stage reached from between three to five years after Initiation.

The tradition (explicated in the ‘seven-fold sinister way’) provides only a beginning - it is for the
individual to go beyond it, toward the dangers and rewards of the Abyss. It is, however, necessary - since
it is, in one sense, a ‘short-cut’: enabling self-development to be achieved far quicker than would be the
case without it as well as fully enabling the explication of individual potential. This does not mean that
following it is easy - the path may be shorter, but it is just as dangerous (and in some places, more so). It
is a mountain path to the summit rather than a meandering valley path, and enables the horizon, the other
mountains waiting to be conquered, to be seen - as they cannot be seen from the wooded valleys below.
But each new Initiate must walk this path - alone. And for each it is a new experience, a process of direct
learning and a personal achievement, for only a very few have ever ventured that way before and stood
atop the summit that is ‘Internal Adept’ to see in the distance the still higher peaks that wait beyond the
Abyss.

What is important is following that path - and going beyond it, toward the Abyss - actually undertaking
the journey and experiencing in real time what is encountered and seen: of being taken to the very limits
of your endurance and abilities. No one can do this for you - just as the path does not lead to some
pleasant grove where you sit at the feet of some "Master' listening to their past experiences and fables. It
does not involve you staying comfortably "at home' with the security of your known world and friends
and ideas, just as it is not a ‘'mental' journey done in comfortable surroundings and with no physical
effort or danger. It is practical, and direct - and involves physical and psychic hardship, and while you
may be a little soft when you start, you will not be so when you succeed, just as if you believe you are
tough enough now, you will be rudely awakened.

Is this what you really want?

- Order of Nine Angles -



Variations
Coire Riabhaich, ONA. 110yf

The Abbess sat silent, vaguely focussing upon the wheeling-scythe symbol that blazed above her place of worship.
She wore a red robe in the old esoteric style, which bore the seven pointed-star of her predecessors. In wearing this
robe - as opposed to the black cosmic mantle of the Religion - she had hoped to hear once more the sinister songs
that had guided her through youth and the long years that followed. Even the wordless chant she had just performed
could only bring echoes of the Desire that had moved her people through the ages.

Her time had come and gone - or so she felt in that moment, for she was trapped then in the cage of her flesh. The
destruction wreaked by The System had lessened her strength, and all she felt was a terrible weariness, and an urge
to pass away through the veil of sleep.

On this April night of 168 year of fire, the horizon was orange with flame, and it was only a matter of time before
the forces of tyranny came to destroy all she had built up. Once, there was hope as a spirit began to break the chains
that bound - once, a flourishing of glory as there had been long before, when Nature blew life into dying embers.
But again, the same jealousy, pettiness and greed took root amongst the proud.

The Religion had unleashed a force that she believed was unstoppable, but as always, honour was torn down by the
dishonourable means of others. She sighed then, and chose not to listen to the faith that could not be bred out of her
Being.

Vron was one of the few survivors. The rest of the Legion had finally been cut down during the heroic and
prolonged assault on the State's military bases. Those left had scattered in different directions after first vowing to
join forces again one day, knowing secretly that they would never live to do so.

Vron and his comrades had fought in the honourable ways of combat against a foe who outnumbered them with
weapons of abhorrent and detatched destruction. Not one comrade held back from meeting a glorious death, for their
spirit of honour was the greater cosmic force. Each warrior knew that someone, somewhere, some time, would



remember their deeds, and thus from the seed of remembering the gift to act would be passed on.

A part of him was anguished at not having joined his brothers in death, but Vron felt that Fortune had perhaps
spared him for an important task. Thus he staggered, wounded, to the Abbey that stood in a moorland valley, in an
enclosure where yellow flowers bloomed and the slate remains of a school from ancient times still cast uneasy
presences.

His wounds were cared for by the Sisters there, and within a few hours of his arrival, the vigour of his spirit had
returned. The Abbey seemed darker than when he remembered it as a child, and that once luminous silence was no
longer suffused with reverence, but with a waiting for death. He was disturbed, for in the one place that always
embodied belief, there now seemed loss. Imbued still with the purification of war, was he, Vron of the Legion of 18,
the only shining beacon of Faith in this holy place?

The night was clear and frosty, and he walked into the grounds beyond the gardens that provided the food for the
Abbey. Here, by the river that flowed from the hill some miles away, Vron could commune with the forces he
venerated. Presently, he was joined by the Abbess - unexpectedly, since she had long since abandoned walking
beyond the earth that she had fashioned with her Sisters. But they both refrained from comment, since the days they
now found themselves in were dark and extraordinary, and pregnant with Change.

The Abbess broke their silence: "The commitment to our Way is waning, despite our slow and patient nurturing -
and our prayers." She did not seem to notice, as Vron did, the uncanny bark of a fox somewhere in the distant hills.
"Despite my years, wisdom still seems elusive. Is it only the fervour of youth that keeps your faith alive?"

Vron, battle-scarred, felt both embarrassed and annoyed that the woman who had been for so long the sacred keeper
of the flame should be seeking answers from him - should be oppressing him with her doubts. In that moment, the
torch of Faith had been passed into his hands, and he did not know how to respond.

He stood, avoiding her gaze, watching instead the changing contours of the river and seeking strength and truth from
the flow. Vron began to relate the events of the 29th assault, as though reporting to a senior officer. A part of him
was secretly relieved that, in relating the details in his detatched and dignified manner, no such doubts stole into his
spirit. His was a tale of inspiration, of the very essence of all that he and others had created, fought and died for.
There was nothing but purity in his words.

When he finished, the Abbess looked down into the water, and remained silent. Vron assumed then that his tale of
new warrior gods must have moved her towards the answers she sought.

"Such sacrifice ... " the Abbess eventually said, her voice strained by emotion. "And all for nothing. Perhaps it is
time for those left to re-consider their tactics ..."

Vron was genuinely shocked. Suddenly, he stood alone with the realisation that, despite all the words and deeds and
comradeship, the so-called best of his race still did not understand. From that moment, he knew what he had to do.
It was not hard for him to turn and walk away into the night, away from what he now detested most. The Abbess felt
her emotion break as she allowed the young man to turn his back on her, and disappear.

The pain of his wounds increased as he stumbled over heather and marshy clumps of grass. Vron was following the
river upstream, allowing the reflection of stars in the water to pull him towards his destination. Occassionally, his
boots would crush the rancid bones of sheep who had staggered to the river to drink their last.

Dawn was still over an hour away, as were the advancing army who came to destroy in the name of money. He had
to press on; he would not allow them to prevent him from fulfilling his Destiny.

Eventually, he reached the old stone track, and travelled onwards, swifter and easier. On the horizon, the inky silent
hills marked by barrows watched his fevered endeavour. The track rose then dipped, then rose: he was very near
now, but could not relax until the location was reached. Breathing became painful, and he grew angry at how,
despite the years of training, the shell of his body could never match up to the desire of his spirit.

He took the small track off to his right, and ascended the hill. For a time, he felt lost, but trusted his instinct to guide
him: he began to run, in and over the heather, throat constricting as he desparately sought a glimpse of the pool.
And there he found it, the cosmos reflected in its stillness. Vron sat for a short time by the reeds, and allowed
himself a quick scan of the night sky. As his heart-rate returned to normal, he walked to where the river
undramatically emerged from the earth, in wet patches, to gradually form itself over the slate of the wilderness
slopes. Here, Vron knelt, and waited, on this night the battle had spared him for.

Unable to sleep, the Abbess had retreated to her study and shut out the now evident disintergration of Abbey life.
She could no longer soothe the concerns of her Sisters; drained of feeling, she surveyed the uselessness of the books
that surrounded her. Her gaze came to settle on the land beyond the window, and then locked, with apparent
renewed purpose, upon the constellations.

She felt a musick shape within her, a life-flow she had not felt - or not listened to - for many years. She was
suddenly filled with the desire to compose; not the ponderous and expected "Stellar Cantatas" that were becoming
her trademark, but a new, wordless form: a liquid, changing movement of bell-like notes - a weaving, joyous cosmic



tapestry ...

The genius of creativity moved her in a frantic search for blank manuscript. She found some amongst the notes for a
proposed book on religious observances. Days before, this project was to be her great legacy to the world, but now it
fell scattered across the room.

The Abbess likewise thrust all other irrelevancies off her scriptorium, and sat down to give form to her revelation.
The first few notes leapt onto the paper. She debated, then altered the rhythm. She paused and looked down at the
flat paper and the scribbles of lifeless pencil. It briefly occurred to her then, that her attempt was like the building of
her Abbey: to house that which could not be contained ...

This insight did not remain, but disappeared beneath a heavy wave of futility. The Abbess sighed, blew out the
candle on her table, and returned to gaze abstractedly at the cold and impossibly distant stars.

The pain had become dulled by the cold of water that seeped about Vron's knees. A strong wind was now blowing,
but the sky remained clear. Behind him, spotlights began to invade the small valleys.

There were no more words in his mind, no longer any elation, or outrage. He listened only to the wind, its message
needing no interpretation. Around him was all that ever was and all that would ever continue to be, and the follies of
the unwise that moved a youth such as he to act, would fade and be forgotten. He held in cold hands the stagshorn of
his Honour Knife.

The cosmic wheel, printed over his heart, shone out from the black of his uniform. It was in its centre that Vron
positioned the blade.

He looked up to the yearning stars, and pushed the Knife in.

In this pre-dawn of April 30th, there were only the stars, the river, and the wind whose song needed no
interpretation.

- Order of Nine Angles -



A Satanic Revealing
ONA, 1994¢h.

[What follows is an extract from a letter written by a member of the ONA to an enquirer. It is
reproduced here because it further reveals the real nature of Satan and Satanism, and counters the
claims of those who do not comprehend the genuine esoteric significance of the Sinister Way.]

Several years ago, in various letters to David Austin [Temple of Set] and to others, Stephen Brown
explained that one of the reasons why the ONA published various articles was to be adversarial - to
counter what was becoming the "accepted" version/view of Satanism. This "accepted" version was that
promulgated by both the Temple of Set and the Church of Satan. We, in the ONA, knew this version was
basically imitation or pseudo-Satanism - a playing at 'wizards' by often pretentious pseudo-intellectuals
or those without any real insight/intelligence and thus without any real personal character. These two
groups, their members, and others imitating them, had tried to make Satanism tame and safe - there was
an awful lot of talk, an awful lot of writings, and awful lot of 'rituals'. But there was little or no
Satanic/sinister/dark action undertaken in the real world.

To counter this pseudo-Satanism we published or made available various articles and manuscripts - not
specifically to "teach" anything or even to gain members. Rather, to engender controversy; to create a
reaction. This is the dialectic of change: thesis-antithesis-synthesis; yin-yang-Tao. Called by whatever
name or names, the process is the same. Thus, an 'alternative' version of Satanism was presented, and an
'alternative' history or mythos. It was and is up to each and every individual who reads our material or
who comes into contact with us, to work things out for themselves. The effort, the challenge, is theirs
and theirs alone. Such things - like words themselves (or even mathematics!) - were and are a means, to
be used to go beyond them. Those who do or did have the ability to see or understand the real
intent/purpose behind such things, [and who could often "read between the lines" or realize there were
some things we did not say] might go further, and actually begin a real quest along the Left Hand Path,
and so develope themselves and perhaps contribute to evolution. Those who could not or would not see
or understand, were and are irrelevant anyway. The actual 'truth' or 'reality’ of, for instance, the
alternative mythos/derivation/history propounded by us, was and is irrelevant. One of the things that is
important about such things, is that they are 'alternative'. Those who cannot understand this are not
important.

Part of our detestation of groups like ToS was because of the religious type of mentality of those groups
- trying to make Satanism into some sort of religion, with 'infernal mandates', or into a personal cult,
with a 'leader’ idolized and lionized. We know these are the anti-thesis of Satanism - they are, in effect,
Nazarene versions of 'Satanism', as is the enervating wallowing in 'horror', death, decadence, egotism
and so on, which is often (falsely) associated with Satanism.

All these things, however, were for that one intent, mentioned at the beginning. There were others
reasons behind the other material what has been published or made available by us. One of these was to
offer some individuals the chance to attain a genuine sinister/Satanic Adeptship and beyond - to give
them an opportunity to begin and advance along the path, and so for them to not only change themselves
but, by interaction, to change others and 'society’ itself. In effect, to 'presence' [or 'draw forth']
sinister/Satanic forces via these individuals because of the lives/actions of those individuals. This was
done because we considered the time was right (judged by what we call our aconic strategy) for there to
be more Adepts of our sinister tradition - beyond the few who had existed hitherto and who had always
been taught on an individual basis, from Master/Lady Master to novice. In effect, by publishing all our
material, we have given anyone the opportunity of striving for and attaining Adeptship and beyond. But
of course, few will do this simply because the Way itself is difficult and dangerous - since each novice is
required to actually undertake works of darkness in the real world in order that they can go beyond the
illusions of 'good' and 'evil' and so discover that balance within them which is unique to each person, and
which makes them part of an elite. It is this balance which is the essence of Adeptship - and yet there are
several stages beyond even this attainment. Naturally, some who try never attain this - they may give up,
defeated by their inner weakness; they may join another, safer group (it being easier to play at wizards
and belong to a group like ToS); they may actually be overwhelmed by 'sinister' forces; they may fall
foul of various stupid Laws of the country they reside in; and so on...

As I and others in the ONA have stated many times, our Way is quite simple. There are no
mystifications, no 'teachings'. There is only a method which has been proved to work. If some



individuals want to try - fine; if they do not - fine. It is their choice. Whatever - there is Change; there is
joy; there is the 'presencing' of 'sinister' forces on this planet; there is evolution, however slowly.
In respect of politics, and similar things, such as 'race'. These are means, to attain or achieve certain
goals. What is or may be useful in the history of an aeon (or in creating a new aeon) can and may be
used. What matters is that there is and continues to be Change - a dialectic in operation; a generational or
evolutionary force. That is, a presencing of what we describe as 'acausal' forces/energies. [In
conventional terms, one might say - 'keep alive and aid, the Prince of Darkness'.] There is no abstract
"truth" outside a particular acon - what others regard as 'facts of history' ( for example, in relation to
race) are for us fundamentally irrelevant. What is important is mythos - creating a means or many means
to move/motivate others so that these others make history, and thus change evolution. We have set
various goals, the achievement of which will alter evolution, and change things forever. To achieve these
goals, various things have to be done, and various means used. One has to be practical, not mystical, if
one desires to create large-scale evolutionary change. Believing one can produce such changes, is very
different from actually doing them. It requires real wisdom, a knowledge of those forces/things which
move/change people, as individuals and en masse, and which create/change societies, civilizations and
aeons themselves. In one sense, this is what being a genuine Master/Lady Master is all about - it can be
and often is, great fun.
Our aims are our own. We are not concerned about the past - with claiming that we existed, long ago,
and that various historical persons were part of us, and that we caused great change, or were responsible
for spreading 'esoteric' knowledge. As far as I know, no famous (or even infamous) person belonged to
us, as we were not responsible for large- scale historical changes/events. We have been simply a small
number of individuals quietly and for the most part reclusively working to attain what we now
understand as Adeptship, and beyond. What really concerns us, is the future. If I was inclined to be
dramatic (and I seldom am) I might write that we will or can make certain futures real, for the potential
to so create and make these real exists now, within some individuals - as a consequence of the history,
the evolution, the civilizations, that have gone before. Certain possibilities now exist, for the first time in
our evolution as a species. Whether or not these will be realized, is another question - but one of our
aims is to try and make this so. In this respect, all other 'Satanic' groups are irrelevant, for they know
nothing of these things, and thus have no insight into what (or who) 'Satan' really is.
What all this amounts to is that we do not use the ideas, jargon, terms, 'history', methods or whatever, of
others. There is no reference point for us, on the Left Hand Path, because we are unique and genuinely
independent. We are a coherent whole, and cannot be compared with any other group. Our ideas,
methods, jargon, terms, 'history', and so on, will insinuate themselves into the fabric of this society and
other societies. Indeed, this is already occurring. Furthermore, there will be more uniqueness - that is,
more creativity, from within. Further developments, which will also work themselves, sometimes quite
slowly (decades, and occasionally centuries), into the 'mainstream’, thus producing changes, sometimes
because of the adversarial dialectic of change. There is and will also be, a real presencing of the creative
acausal energies by the very fact of our existence and continuing development.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Adeptship - Its Real Meaning and Purpose
ONA, 1992¢h

Attaining real Adeptship is more difficult than being selected for, and training with, a 'Special Forces'
unit (such as the British SAS). I shall explain why this is so, but first will describe what genuine
Adeptship is.

An Adept is an individual who has undertaken an Occult quest and who has, as a result of that quest, the
following abilities/attributes: a) a real understanding of esoteric, Occult matters, and a deep esoteric
knowledge/insight; b) esoteric skills — chief of which is empathy: with both. natural and 'Occult' forces
(energies. An important aspect of this empathy [an intuitive understanding of things as those things are
in their essence] is with living beings and that species mis-named Homo Sapiens; ¢) a unique character —
formed via experience d) a unique 'philosophy of life' attained via self-discovery and self experience —
by finding answers unaided.

Adeptship results from a transformation — a transmutation of the individual. This begins at Initiation,
whether that be ceremonial or hermetic [i.e. as part of a group or alone]. It is an internal alchemical
process of change, and occurs on all levels — the psychic, the magickal, the intellectual, the
psychological and the physical. It is the birth of a new individual who has skills, knowledge,
understanding and judgment not possessed by the majority.

The changes themselves arise from a synthesis — there is an evolution of the individual and their
consciousness because of a successful response to a challenge. Or rather, because of a series of such
successful responses over a period of some years. In essence, the Initiate undertakes a challenge, strives
to achieve a certain goal and if successful, grows in character, maturity, knowledge esoteric skill and so
on. They then move on to new challenges, until the process is complete and Adeptship attained The
challenges themselves occur on all the levels mentioned above — i.e. the psychic, the magickal (or
Occult), the intellectual, the psychological and the physical.

Quintessentially, the path to Adeptship is a quest which involves ordeals, the achievement of goals and
so on. Furthermore, the quest is individual and involves experiences in the real world: not just 'in the
head' or of a 'magickal' nature. By its nature it is solitary — it involves the individual overcoming the
challenges, undertaking the ordeals, alone. If certain ordeals and challenges and experiences are not
undertaken — and if all of them are not done alone — then there is no real achievement and thus no
genuine Adeptship.

The nature of the experiences, challenges and ordeals which are necessary, and the fact that they all must
be done alone and unaided, makes Adeptship difficult to attain, and is the reason why real Adepts are
rare, even though there are many who claim the achievement.

Returning to the example mentioned above — that is, real Adeptship is more difficult to attain than being
selected for and successfully training with a Special Forces unit. The selection procedures for such a
Unit are tough, and the training likewise. But the individual undergoing them has a definite concrete goal
— and that individual is with others: there is a camaraderie a desire not to ’lose face’ in front of others.
Also, the individual is in a definite environment — usually a training camp with Instructors and other
members of the Unit. There is a 'tradition' with its special signs: a uniform, a beret, an insignia. And
everyday concerns — food, shelter etc. — are taken care of ( * Except, of course, during training exercises
of the survival kind — but these are limited in time and space, and part of 'the course' which is real and
known).

In contrast, Adeptship is mostly intangible: it seems 'magickal' and Occult; part of another world.
Further, the Initiate is on their own and still for the most part, in the 'real world' — they have
responsibility to clothe and feed themselves (at the very least, and find or have some shelter).

But there is more. The physical challenges alone which an aspirant Adept must undertake are, in fact,
more difficult, tougher, than those used by any Special Forces unit. They are more testing, more
selective. Only the strongest, the most determined, survive them. Add to these physical challenges the
many others that are required — intellectual, magickal, psychological and so on — and it is easy to
understand why Adepts (or genuine ones at least) are so rare, and why they are part of an elite.

Of course, there are many — in fact, most — who call themselves Occultists of whatever Path or none,
who maintain that such things are not required for Adeptship to be achieved. [I shall describe in detail
the actual challenges themselves, shortly.]

These Occultists maintain that Adeptship is actually one or more of the following: (a) amassing a great
amount of what passes for 'esoteric knowledge' by, for example, reading a lot of books and magazines,



and by attending various meetings/discussions/conferences/participating in "Magickal" forays; (b) being
given the title 'Adept’ by either (i) someone else for services rendered or whatever, or (ii) undertaking a
self-written/published "Rite" after which one congratulates oneself and uses the title Adept; (c) achieving
an "enlightenment" during some ceremony/working/ritual/discussion/induced
stupour/trance/communication with a supra-personal entity/extra-terrestrial intelligence; (d) being
"chosen" by someone/some entity/some extra-terrestrial intelligence; (e) hanging around the Occult
scene for so long that one feels entitled to call oneself an Adept.

All of these are merely delusions of attainment. I do not expect this article to shatter the delusions and
illusions of the deluded — for they need them and the false Adepts will continue to fantasize about their
achievement just as many individuals will continue to fantasize about belonging to or having belonged
to, various Special Forces units. What this article will do, is to present the real meaning and significance
of Adeptship in a way which is not open to mis-interpretation: to reveal, for once and for all, the
illusions of Occultists for what they are, and thus what is really necessary for genuine Adeptship.
Among the challenges an Adept has successfully undertaken, are the following:

1) Several physical (and mental) goals of which the minimum standards are (a) walking 32 miles
carrying a pack weighing not less than 30 Ibs. in under 7 hours over difficult, hilly terrain; (b) running 20
miles in less than 2 1/2 hours over fell-like/mountainous terrain; (c) cycling not less than 200 miles in 12
hours.

2) Having organized and run for not less than six months, a magickal/Occult group/coven/Temple of not
less than seven people and performed ceremonial and hermetic rituals regularly.

3) Having found and loved (and probably lost) at least one 'magickal companion' and worked with them
in a magickal and personal way over a period of many months.

4) Having attained an understanding and mastery of esoteric magick — external and internal — via
practical workings over a concentrated period of time lasting at least two years. And, following this,
have begun to understand what is beyond external and internal magick — i.e. Aeonic magick and
processes.

5) Having experienced in real-life situations, danger involving ones possible death.

6) Having faced many and severe dilemmas of a personal and 'moral' nature the resolution of which
required a choice and which consequently brought a maturity of outlook and a sadness.

7) Having spent at least three months living totally alone in an isolated area without talking to anyone
and without any modern comforts and distractions.

8) Having developed one's intellect by mastering a complex and abstract subject hitherto foreign to one:
e.g. advanced mathematics, The Star Game; symbolic Logic.

Show me someone who has not done the above (or very similar things) alone and who claims to be an
Adept, and I will show you a liar — be that liar aware of the lie, or unaware of it. For too long, the
intentional and unintentional liars have had no one to challenge them — and their character less version of
'Adeptship' or 'Adepthood'.

All the challenges enumerated above breed character. They are formative; they create the Adept. And
those mentioned are only some of the challenges an Initiate must successfully experience and triumph
over — there are many more.

There is no easy way, no easy path, to Adeptship. The journey takes years, and involves self-effort, self-
discovery, unaided. It involves triumphs, and mistakes — and learning from one's mistakes But perhaps
most of all it involves a commitment and a learning from practical experience.

However, it should be remembered that Adeptship is not the end of the quest. There are stages beyond,
which require even more difficult and dangerous experiences — which need even more self-honesty. For,
conventionally, Adeptship is only half-way between Initiation and the ultimate goal, sometimes
described as the gateway to immortality.

As with Adeptship, there are many who claim to have been to the stages beyond Adeptship — who claim
to be "Masters' or Grand Masters, or even the stage beyond! Like most 'Adepts', these are liars, both
intentional and unintentional, and they will be exposed in another iconoclastic article.

- Order of Nine Angles -
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Concerning the Traditions of the ONA

For a long time, the traditions were divulged on an individual basis - from Master or Mistress to Initiate.
An 'Order' as such did not exist. There was only, at any one time, a few Adepts who taught a few pupils
over a long period of time.

It was not until the sixth decade of this present century that this pattern changed. Hitherto, the tradition
was secret and secretive, and prospective pupils were subject to severe tests and ordeals, of a physical,
mental and magickal nature. The traditions were oral, with one or two exceptions. These being
concerned with certain magickal rituals and Esoteric Chant. But even these were written in code or in
symbolic/magickal scripts devised to conceal them from non-Initiates.

The tradition itself concerned: a) certain rites and ceremonies of 'Black Magick' - e.g. The Ceremony of
Recalling; The Sinister Calling; the Rites of Nine Angles [Note: These are later titles for what was
without title]; b) certain beliefs/legends relating to the Dark Gods; c¢) certain methods which were
believed to be necessary for the achievement of Adeptship [e.g. what later became known as the 'Grade
Rituals']; d) certain esoteric knowledge e.g. Esoteric Chant, the septenary system of correspondences; €)
certain practices of a sinister nature [described in MSS such as 'Culling'; 'Guidelines for the Testing of
opfers'].

There was also a belief which later became known as 'The Sinister Dialectic of History' - an attempt to
understand Aeons and the rudiments of what later became Aeonic Magick.

Occasionally, ceremonial rituals were undertaken for specific purposes at which most, if not all, those
who belonged to the tradition participated in. Sometimes, this was so few that others had to be recruited,
subject to the usual tests and so on. But this 'recruitment' was for a specific purpose, and was not general
policy.

In the sixth decade of this present century this, however, changed - under the guidance of the Mistress
who then represented the tradition. She formed several ceremonial groups, all autonomous. These,
however, were never large, and the combined number of people in these groups never exceeded thirty. A
few of the individuals so recruited came from existing Black Magick or Left Hand Path groups (such as
the OTP, the Temple of the Sun, and the Black order). Due to this change, some structure was given to
the tradition - and a name, in addition to those already existing which served to identify the adherents of
this tradition. The existing descriptive names were 'traditional Satanism, the septenary system, and
hebdomadry. The new name, adopted by the Mistress, was the Order of Nine Angles. The autonomous
groups also adopted their own names, as sub-Temples within the order. One of these was 'Camlad';
another was 'The Temple of the Sun' (nearly all the members of what had been called by this name had
joined the ONA).

Over the next few years, Order sunedrions were held, and ceremonial Initiations undertaken. This
continued for some more years, after the Mistress had retired. Her decision was the result of a sinister
strategy - to undertake specific acts of sinister magick of a ceremonial kind; to increase the number of
genuine Adepts and create temporal forms to direct certain magickal energies and so provoke certain
changes, preparing the way for the next stage.

However, the reality was somewhat different from the theory. Some quality had been lost. There was a
concentration on the external aspects of magick as against the internal and the aeonic. Accordingly, after
some more years, the person who then represented the Order, disbanded the groups, and returned to
traditional methods. The methods themselves were refined and extended, and it became the practice for
External Adepts to form and manage their own Temple, with complete freedom. Further, a decision was
taken to gradually make available all the traditions of the Order together with the new techniques
developed.

The new techniques included 'The Star Game'. The Grade Rituals were revised, and further methods
developed, together with a comprehensive theoretical system to explicate the true nature of both the
methods and magick itself. Thus, a purely practical system of training was created, which made
Adeptship and the Grades beyond available to anyone. This system was called 'The Seven-Fold Way'
[later "The Seven-Fold Sinister Way]. The basis of this system was described in an Order MS entitled
'Naos'.

According to tradition, the traditions themselves, inherited by the present Grand Master from the
Mistress who Initiated him, were said to be a survival of what has been called 'The Third Way of
Magick'; a survival from the civilization which flourished in Albion. These traditions were limited to a



certain geographical area. This was bounded in the north by the Stiperstones; in the West by the Long
Mynd; in the east by that neolithic pathway now known as the Kerry Ridgway; and in the south by the
river Clun.

This, however, is only a tradition, with no direct evidence to support it.

Such, briefly, is the 'history' of the ONA. At present, the function of the Order is to: (a) guide suitable
individuals towards and beyond Adeptship; (b) work Aeonic magick in accord with sinister strategy; (c)
implement, via various tactics, that strategy.
One tactic used over the past few years, is making the tradition itself accessable, as well as the new
developments which have extended and refined that tradition, forming the practical system mentioned
above.

ONA 1990 eh

[Editorial Note: I know that the history from the late sixties, as explained above, is factual, since I
participated in it. As to what went before - e.g. the handing on of the tradition from Master/Mistress to
pupil over a long period of time, and the association of the area mentioned with the tradition - I have
only the word of the Mistress who Initiated me. While I am still inclined, after all the intervening years,
to accept her word, there remains no proof, or at least none of which I am aware. All I know is that she
taught me a great deal of esoteric knowledge, unavailable at the time in any published books or
accessable manuscripts. This knowledge included Esoteric Chant (qv. 'Naos”), the septenary system of
correspondences, and the teachings divulged in the MSS 'Culling - A Guide to Sacrifice'; 'Guidelines for
the Testing of Opfers’; 'A Gift for the Prince' etc.**

Each person must make their own assessment.

AL

Other knowledge imparted included the Dark Gods mythos (as explicated in the MS 'The Dark Gods'
and 'HP Lovecraft and the Dark Gods'), the esoteric meaning of the Nine Angles (as explicated in the
MS 'The Secrets of the Nine Angles' - the MS 'Nine Angles - Esoteric Meanings' gives a recent extension
of the symbolism), and some ceremonial rites (explicated in 'The Black Book of Satan').

- Order of Nine Angles -



Crowley, Satan and the Sinister Way
Order of Nine Angles
Extracted from Hostia, Volume One. ONA, 1992¢h.
Reprinted in Fenrir Vol V, Issue Two.

In one sense, the work of Crowley may be said to be a restoration of various chthonic mysteries of
mainly Sumerian origin. Thus the importance in the cult of Thelema attached to Set/Shaitan/Satan - an
attempt to re-integrate into the consciousness of the individual the duality represented by the formula
LAShTAL.

However, despite the many claims, Crowley did not inaugurate a new Aeon. His restoration is simply a
restoring of something long dead - a kind of necromancy, and as a magickal force the cult of Thelema
might as well not exist.

In the exoteric sense, ‘Shaitan’ represents those instinctive levels that are often, in our modern society,
repressed in the individual - and Satanic rituals of either the traditional kind or the kind based on the use
of sexual formulae, are a means of catharsis: a beginning where consciousness is prepared and liberated
from the restrictions implicit in ordinary life. In practical terms - and for the civilization of the West
whose dominant religion and ethos has hindered by its distortion all that is natural in terms of sex - this
often means participation in rituals such as those given in ‘Codex Saerus’ or Crowley's Gnostic Mass or
some form of sexual working. Such participation restores the balance that is often lacking.

Yet such a participation is only a beginning - and the ritual forms of such a participation are only a
means. They are means to experience and if correctly undertaken should provide the individual with an
understanding of that aspect of their personality which has been symbolized as Satan (for men) and
Lilitu/Darkat (for women) - the darker, sensual side, Such an understanding is personal in the sense that
the personality of the individual is involved, and the perspective achieved is usually that of the life, or
Destiny, of the individual in relation to his circumstances and other individuals. That is, there is little
concern with or appreciation of, the forces of an Aeon - other than perhaps some vague ‘intellectual’
understanding: or what is thought of as understanding.

This re-integration of the darker aspects - whether it occurs through participation in rituals or via other
techniques of magick - is represented, in the septenary system, by the three lower spheres of the Tree of
Wyrd (Moon, Mercury and Venus) and these spheres symbolize the three stages of that re-integration -
that is, Calcination, Seperation and Coagulation to use alchemical terms. It is during the next stage that
the individual who is following a planned and practical magickal way gains both cultural and Aeonic
perspective. This enables an understanding of the relationship existing between the individual and their
unique Destiny and those forces which are symbolized by a magickal formula or ‘word’ and which
represent a particular Aeon.

Such an understanding (associated with the fourth stage - the sphere of the Sun - and the fifth stage,
Mars) derives or has its foundation in, a rational approach and usually involves the individual studying
Aeons, civilizations and the relations between them.

However, the system of Crowley, as well as the many systems deriving in whole or in part from his
work, never arrives at this stage because it has (a) set the formulae of sexual magick above everything,
and (b) negates with its approach the rational analysis required. The same is true of other magickal
systems involved in the ‘darker’ side and which try in some way to let the individuals following them
experience their own shadow nature. An integration and thus understanding of this nature - enabling the
individual to build upon the foundations thus achieved - of necessity implies the development of those
qualities such as reason, logic and scientific understanding, which Crowley et al have abandoned. Yet
this development does not imply a mish-mash of Occult and pseudo-scientific concepts such as
‘quantum mechanics’ and ‘relativity’ - an unstable amalgam currently fashionable in certain circles.
Rather, it implies the development of the mind and a certain way of thinking.

On both the esoteric and exoteric levels, the most significant step so far in the evolution of our
consciousness has been the development of rational analysis and its extension as the scientific method.
The acceptance of this method (which does not preclude an acceptance of the forces with which magick
deals) implies a certain ‘view of the world’ and a personal approach to living: a way, which is at once
cautious, generally optimistic and open and enquiring. This ‘view of the world’ or way of thinking
derives from the ancient Greeks - it is expressed in their early philosophy (i.e before the decline



represented by Plato), in their religious attitude and in their way of living. It is essentially the same
attitude exemplified by Western paganism, and it is the antithesis of that view and way represented by
the religion of the Nazarene. The religion of the Nazarene inverts all natural values - as Nietzsche
understood. Thelema, and similar beliefs, negate, as Nazarene philosophy and life does, that natural
spontaneity which is the essence of this pagan ‘view of the world’ - because Thelema ties the mind in
knots of obscurity and metaphysical speculation (as the qabala in general does) it briefly frees the spirit
only to weigh down the spirit with the chains of its own metaphysics.

The true ethos of the West - which the religion of the Nazarene distorted and supplanted - may be
signified by the word "Azif' and the symbol of the sunwheel; it is pagan in essence. The ethos of the
West (which derives from the present Aeonic force or ‘current’ first established c. 500 AD) is not and
never has been patriarchal in the sense that Crowley and his followers believed - such a ‘patriarchal’
ethos representing the distortion imposed upon the original ethos by the Nazarenes. That Crowley and
others were unaware of this is indicative of how far removed Thelema is from genuine esoteric tradition.
Esoterically, the genuine Western ethos is symbolized by that force which has become known as ‘Satan’
or Lucifer. Exoterically, this represents the desire to know which has attained its greatest manifestation
in modern science and exploration.

An analysis of Aeonic forces indicates that the present Aeon has, on the practical level - i.e. in terms of
its effects on the vast majority of individuals who because they have not been liberated by Occult
Initiation are sway to external influences - about three centuries more to run. During this time, the
distortion of the current caused by the Nazarenes and their allies may or may not continue - depending
on how certain Initiates use certain powerful magickal forces. Whatever, the ‘New Aeon’ (the sixth out
of the seven that mark our evolution) will have its beginnings on the magickal level within the next few
decades - although on the practical level it will be about another three centuries until the effects are
apparent. This new Aeon will have no ‘word’ and its magick will be the magick of ‘“Thought’, that is
spontaneous empathy. One of the moat fundamental facets of this new Aeon will be the development of
a symbolic language, which extends the frontiers of thought. Such a language is already prefigured in the
Star Game - just as the Star Game itself was prefigured in traditional Alchemy. Another facet of the new
Aeon will be the emergence of a new type of individual: a type outlined by Nietzsche. This new
individual will be fierce, free (of both external and internal/psychic influences), exult in exploration and
discovery and possess an essentially pagan attitude to life. It is and has been one of the aims of genuine
sinister Orders to produce such individuals - by having their Initiates follow the seven-fold sinister way.
What has happened over the past fifty or more years is that the distortion of the Western ethos - and thus
the genuine Aeonic current - has increased. Part of this increase is, in fact, due to Crowley and those who
have followed him and his system without really understanding what they were doing. The genuine
Western esoteric tradition - as distinct from what most Occultists wish to believe is the ‘secret tradition’
- has no connection whatever with the gabalah, or Egyptian mysteries and symbolism, and neither does it
employ in any way the sorcery of ‘grimoire magic’ and the forms once appropriate to now dead Aeons
be such forms Sumerian, Babylonian, Egyptian or whatever.

The basis of the Western tradition was and always has been rational in the sense that those who carried
on its tradition sought to understand themselves, the world and the cosmos in a detached manner - free
from religious/political dogma. That is, to understand things as those things are in themselves: without
the projection of beliefs and ideas... To this end, the septenary system was evolved, and the ‘mysteries’
expressed in abstract symbolism (of which Alchemy was one form). The essence of the Western
tradition was not some ‘great secret’ or “hidden knowledge’ to be revealed to Initiates only - rather, it
was the belief that everything in the cosmos could be understood if one probed, investigated or thought
enough about it. That is, the cosmos was seen as a natural order into which individuals could gain
insight. From this insight, a new individual would emerge: a more conscious, evolved, person.

The tradition thus encouraged the development in the individual of empathy via personal experience: an
experiencing of all aspects of our own nature as well as the worlds within and without. Thus were the
‘magickal/Occult’ faculties themselves developed. The way of this tradition was essentially practical -
exemplified by the Grade Rituals, tasks and so on of the seven-fold way. There was no speculative
metaphysical system, no acceptance of irrational fears and beliefs, no subservience to someone else's
personal mythology.

The new Aeon should be a continuation of the process which the genuine Western tradition began. Yet it
is possible that this new Aeon may never emerge. The distortion of the Western current does and has
represented a desire by some to return to what may be described as an aspect of the Babylonian ethos.



This aspect gave rise eventually to not only the poison of Nazarene philosophy and religion, but also to
the many political and social systems and ideas founded in the ‘view of the world’. There is, at this
moment in time, a very real magickal conflict occurring between two forces - those representing
(whether consciously or not is immaterial) this Babylonian/Nazarene ethos, and those representing the
genuine Western (and thus ‘sinister’) tradition. On the outcome of this conflict the next Aeon depends -
there will be either the new Aeon with the blossoming of the individual and the development of
consciousness giving thus a liberation from the tyranny of religion and politics, or a return to those
essentially patriarchal dualistic values where impersonal ideals/ideology have precedence over the
individual. Every act of genuine sinister magick is a step toward the new Aeon. Thelema is a step back
into the past - as are other systems which lack the empathy, that experience and then transcendence of
the sinister brings.

- Order of Nine Angles -
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Makrokosmos
ONA 1997¢h

Satanic reasoning, and the judgment of a ‘thing’, derive from direct personal experience. Thus, for the
Satanist, there can be no real understanding of something until that something is /ived. Before then,
understanding is merely academic, relying as it does on the validity of sources other than one's own
experience. An understanding of a form cannot be acquired through academic research, since one never
lives the form - there is only observation within the comfort and confines (morally and otherwise) of
one's own life, in the same sense as a play or a film is viewed by an audience. For the most part, the
student is free to be convinced or not by the evidence studied - there is still the freedom, consciously and
unconsciously, to believe whatever one feels comfortable in believing. All there is, is ‘opinion’.

With regard to a form which possesses spirit, élan [such as National-Socialism], there can be no crossing
over from the life of the academic into that form via academic study, because the form so ‘studied’ is a
living one; it cannot ever be really known through words and ideas (such as ‘politics’), archaic folk-tales
- or even Art and Musick. It is a revolution of the soul, and as such, true understanding via which a
reasoned judgement may be derived, can only be developed by living that revolution; by experiencing
the reality of those forces as those forces are - by, essentially, living beyond the confines of one's own
self.

With this living, the life of the individual, both inner and outer, is effected and changed by the
experience because the experience is dynamic and direct - it disrupts, and unlike a book which can be
dosed and put away, it lives within and without the individual every second of that experiencing. There
is a deeper understanding gained whereby the force that motivates such a form is fully apprehended, and
thus, the various causal manifestations (or ‘histories’), are understood from the context of the essence,
and are placed in perspective without the interference of contemporary morality and social sensitivity.
Essentially, this dynamic method of understanding is the only method relevant to a form that possesses
elan. This approach to learning may invalidate the methods by which the majority seek to establish their
right to learn and so judge - but that is the reality. One either approaches learning as a consumer via the
‘definitive’, established approach (ie. investigation solely via the respected methods of academic bodies
- such as “universities’), or one seeks the difficult - and sometimes dangerous path of challenging one's
own reasons for believing (and living!) via practical integration with a particular form.

Of course, there are very few who would undertake this direct approach simply because, if they are
being honest, they would not wish their lives to be so disrupted - and living life as, for example, a
dangerous revolutionary is too frightening a prospect. For the Satanist, it is precisely these reasons which
make such an undertaking necessary.

The development of Satanic reasoning is part of the purpose of the Insight Role (qv.). This alchemical
method is very hard, as it requires the Satanist to believe in their role - and convince other non-Satanists
of their sincerity via practical acts [it is no use just editing a (for example) National-Socialist journal - or
writing learned articles for existing journals]. The role usually brings an alienation of occult comrades;
family; other friends - sometimes the loss of personal freedom. It severely tests, and thus develops - or
destroys - character.

This method is not, as some may perceive, solely a cynical/clever manipulation of a form for selfish
ends, whereby all forms are regarded as merely means to be discarded when personally appropriate. An
Insight Role teaches empathy. of forces that exist beyond the life of the Satanist, and how they influence
the masses, contributing to the evolving of civilisations, etc. There is a real appreciation of the form so
lived; an appreciation judged not solely from a “Satanic/Sinister' - or socially conditioned - perspective,
but according to the form as that form is, on its own "light" terms. The Satanist is and is not that role: an
awareness that is, before Adeptship, quite difficult to live with - and is seldom, if ever understood by
non-Initiates.

This is the meaning and purpose of Sinister Magick: to bring a synthesis via the conflict of opposites that
exist within and without the Individual. This synthesis is the result of a practical journey, where this
bifurcation must still be experienced if the forces that do still exist within the psyche of the Initiate are to
be eventually understood, beyond intellectual apprehension, as ‘abstractions’. Thus, the meaning of
Satan and the purpose, for Individuals and Aeons, of the Seven-Fold Sinister Way: to undertake acts of
positive opposition, ‘blasphemy’; because without such acts of extreme defiance, there is no genuine
inner liberation... and so shall it remain for many centuries to come (see also Satanism, Blasphemy and
the Black Mass MS).




An Insight Role thus creates a real understanding of Aeonics - an understanding beyond the self, and
thus the cultivation of the faculty of Reason, and the glimmerings of genuine Wisdom. As stated,
without this (arduous) experience, there is a staying where one is - despite whatever level of intellectual
esoteric apprehension gained - centered around a mostly self-indulgent life-style. Essentially, without
experiencing this bifurcation, the psyche will not be changed, thus preventing it from travelling towards
those realms that separate the Initiate from the Adept.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Manipulation I
Sinister Themes
ONA 1990 ev

It is a fact of external sinister magick that manipulation is necessary. There is manipulation of forms,
images and magickal energies as well as direct and indirect manipulation of people.
People manipulation can arise from many factors and be undertaken for many reasons. Initially, it is
often done by Initiates because they wish or desire to revel in the feeling that such manipulation can and
often does bring — a sense of power and re-enforcing of the ego: it creates a sense of self-identity and
purpose, enhancing the "role" of Satanist/Black Magickian.
Beyond this is the use by the External Adept of various roles - such as Priest or Priestess - which by their
nature involve certain amounts of manipulation of others, e.g. in the running of a Temple or group.
Experience brings skill - a learning from mistakes, and thus a more subtle approach. Instead of direct
confrontation, there is a "flowing with" the other persons(s) and then a skillful re-direction of them: i.e.
they believe they are acting freely rather than being manipulated. Beyond External Adept, there may be
further use of such skills depending on the wyrd of the Adept. [See Appendix for one such form.]
What all levels have in common is the acceptance of the belief that the magickal Initiate is superior to
the non-Initiate: that others can be used to achieve personal/magickal goals. In the beginning, of course,
this sense of superiority may be unfounded and mis-placed - arising from simple arrogance and self-
delusion. However, if the Initiate truly learns, and really follows the hard path of internal magick, then
this will be transformed into a reality, the External Adept having acquired the skill and begun the process
of developing character: that which sets them apart from ordinary mortals. In addition, certain abilities
will be developed (some connected with the ‘Occult’) and latent potential drawn forth - creating a new
individual from the pre-Initiate one.
The post-Initiate will realize the rather limited understanding of the majority and see them as swayed by
all kinds of external and unconscious influences: in short, understand that they are not really free. They
will be seen as directed and controlled in varying ways by various means — by archetypal forces within
their own psyche, directly or indirectly by others and by ideas/forms/Institutions/ideology, as well as by
the various patterns psychic energies assume (one of which is the ethos of the culture/civilization to

which they belong).
To the sinister Initiate this will be illuminating and also useful, providing opportunities for
experimentation  and  self-learning, as for example via running a  Temple.

There is no morality here - only the judgment of experience: most people are consciously and
esoterically not very well developed. In fact, they are still rather primitive. The Initiate takes a
dispassionate view — although there will be times when direct involvement leads to emotional
commitment/involvement, and thence to a self-learning from the experience(s), as must be in the
progress from Initiate toward the other Grades. Initially, however, others are seen as a means.
Gradually, there is a move away from this - from the direct, personal involvement to the more indirect
and magickal: an internalizing. This brings awareness of the Initiate's own psyche and thus real
understanding. There may be and mostly still is manipulation of others - but this has evolved from the
random to the directed, centred on what the Initiate believes is his or her own destiny in magickal terms.
The same applies to the manipulation of magickal energies - there is an evolution away from the
undirected external type (which quite often arose from the unconscious - i.e. was not consciously
understood) first to the internal as a process of internal magick, and then outward again but in a directed
form, the direction arising from the magickal goals set, those involved in following the sinister path. In
brief, there is an awareness of that balance which is so important for true Adeptship.
This balance - for an External Adept - is expressed in the understanding, from experience [i.e. not "from
book-learning"], that magick as a directed form is not always causal when used to assist the individual
externally (and sometimes internally) - that is, it involves other factors which the individual, at the time
of working/ritual, may not be aware of/in control of. In short - the illusion of having achieved
control/mastery of all magickal forms by techniques, is broken. one of the factors involved in this is the
wyrd of the individual; another is the wyrd of the Aeon; another — and perhaps the most important for
the individual to understand - is the nature of magick itself: no one who has not transcended beyond
the Abyss can direct/control in a causal way all the divergent forms any magickal energy assumes
in the causal. Quite often, however, most of the divergences go un-noticed when "practical magick" is
performed because the time-scale of those divergences is not the same as that of the effects which are or



become noticed by the Initiate/External Adept and which mostly are taken to be the "success/failure" of
the working. Some of the divergences are or may be in themselves of no consequence to the individual
undertaking the working - i.e. produce no discernible outward effects - and even when they or some of
them are of consequence the Initiate/External Adept usually either ignores them or accounts for them in
other, temporal, ways. A recognition of/sensitivity to the divergences begins the process that leads from
External to Internal Adept: once again, practical experience is the teacher. it should be obvious that those
which are of consequence (whether noticed or not) effect these acausal changes upon the individual due
to (a) the wyrd of that individual and/or (b) the wyrd of the acon.
Thus the learning curve which magickal workings impart. In a sense, each Grade Ritual and the
associated experiences imparts more ability to apprehend and thus control the causal manifestations -
gives more skill at manipulation both magickal and of people (there is a stage when the two are
understood as the same thing), as well as brings an awareness of the acausal effects beyond the time-
scale of the working and its desire/results.
The understanding of the limits (well, some of them!) often occurs following the solo Nine Angles rite
by an External Adept - at first intuitively, and then more consciously. This begins the process of
consolidation and leads either to further self-insight, return to self-delusion, or rejection of magick and
the quest. For, in essence, the solo rite is a foretaste of the chaos of the Abyss - undirected acausal
energy, the effects of which (i.e. what results from its presencing in the causal ["on earth"'] ) are mostly
unforeseen and often unwanted, the ritual itself being so structured (or rather unstructured) that little or
no direction is given for the energies - they flow and presence according to their nature, the individual
being a channel. [Note: this is what happens to a greater or lesser extent in external workings by an
Initiate/External Adept re the ‘acausal component’ of the working.] Thus, the wyrd of the individual to
some extent directs and/or disrupts the flow, producing certain changes in the causal. The nature of these
changes thus depends on that wyrd.
Thus the essence of magick - and hence sinister manipulation - is glimpsed and then apprehended in
most for the first time. This enables both the causal and acausal components of the energies accessed via
a magickal working to be controlled and manipulated and thus presenced in the causal, and it is this
which marks the true Adept: the internal Adept possesses the understanding, and the Master/Mistress can
make that understanding real.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Manipulation II
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One of the fundamental principles of Black Magick is elitism: the belief that the majority are essentially
beneath Initiates in terms of understanding, intelligence and ability. This gives the foundation for
manipulation - both on the personal and the magickal level.

The Black Magick novice is generally scornful of others - until and unless worth has been proved or
shown. However, as explained previously (Manipulation I) an experienced novice will have learnt the
subtlety of manipulation: direct confrontation as a mode of manipulation will seldom be used(unless a
person or group deserves to be so treated: or such an an approach is magickally necessary). Instead, there
will be the "flowing with" approach-manipulation without the person or persons being aware of it. Quite
often, this approach is "psychological"; at other times it may be psychic (e.g. directly magickal) - or
perhaps via the charisma of the magickian overpowering the personality of the person(s) in question.
Whatever, there will be an arrogence based on the belief of one's own superiority - and thus an isolation.
For a true Black Magickian is essentially a strong individualist who finds his or her own company
preferable to that of others - unless those others can be useful in some way. That is, there is no
dependence of any kind, particularly not emotional. on any other individual or individuals. This, of
course, is what the novice strives to achieve. It cannot be achieved quickly - or even by "will" alone.
Rather, it is a cumulative process - an alchemical change, a re-orientation of personality, and such
changes take time.

In the seven-fold sinister way, these changes occur during the stage of External Adept and are a
necessary prelude to the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept. One of most important aspects of this change is
that involving the companion - the initial emotional involvement gradually changing, ceasing to be a
dependence but rather a partnership- a mutually evolved understanding; the passion (both sexual and
emotional) which possessed the novice giving way to a maturity.

The arrogence of the Black Magickian is not an empty one: it is not a posturing. Instead, it arises from
within: from the knowledge and insight the novice has gained into him/her self - by having achieved in
both the personal and magickal sense. Thus the magickal and practical goals which are set for novices -
they develop self-assurence, a pride and that arrogence which is truly Satanic. The training for and
achievement of these practical goals usually takes the novice to the limits of physical and mental
endurence - and this builds character in a specific way [or defeats the novice who gives up and either lets
self-delusion triumph - "I don't need such things: they are out of date/unsuited to me; I have achieved
enough anyway... - or abandons the magickal quest perhaps later to try another "method" (which is
easier) or find another "teacher"].

Initially, this arrogence is outward and expressed by manner, attitude and perhaps appearence. Later,
when Adeptship becomes achieved, it becomes cloaked - except in the eyes and in that charisma which
marks a Black Magickian. Initial manipulation is often of the external kind - an adjunt to external
magick - later, it becomes "internal" (concerned with the internal goals of the External Adept) and still
later, aconic (bound up with supra-personal, acausal energies). [qv. Deofel Quartet for examples of the
various types appropriate to Initiate and External Adepts.]

- Order of Nine Angles -



Notes on Study and Practice in Modern Satanism

In traditional Satanism, the novice is expected to not only study the tenets and traditions of Satanism, but
also put these into practice in real life. Thus, a recent Satanic Initiate - whether working alone or as a
member of an established Order/Temple - would study the following works, and then strive to apply the
principles contained in them in the way described.

The works are: The Black Book of Satan; Naos; Hostia - Vols. I, II, III; Hysteron Proteron.

'Naos' would be used as a guide to practical hermetic workings, both external and internal. The 'Black
Book' would be used as a guide to forming and running a Satanic Temple to perform ceremonial magick.
'Hostia' and 'Hysteron Proteron' would provide an insight into Satanic traditions and beliefs. In addition,
the images of the Sinister Tarot would be employed (e.g. in some of the workings given in 'Naos'), and
the 'Deofel Quartet' might be read to provide additional understanding, together with The Black Book I1
and IIL.

Satanic practice in the real world would arise from (a) forming and running a Satanic Temple; and
(b)undertaking Insight Roles and other Satanic tasks. Aside from a specific Insight Role,which the
novice would choose, they would undertake the various physical challenges required [qv. the MS
'Adeptship - Its Real Meaning and Significance', for example] and strive to increase their experience by
living Satanically in a way which aided the sinister dialectic. What these experiences were, they would
decide after having studied the works mentioned and after having undertaken the tasks, ordeals and so
on, up to External Adept [qv. 'Naos', and the various MSS guides to the Seven-Fold Way] e.g. having
run a Temple for some months, and achieved the physical goals.

One of the tasks might be to plan and undertake a culling. Another might be to aid Heretical forms by,
for example, becoming involved with an extremist group which seeks the destruction of 'the System' and
whose principles and aims are in accord with the Satanic ethos and whose actions aid the sinister
dialectic. [Obviously, both of these could be combined.] Another might be to undermine present
structures by fostering their decline - e.g. dealing in drugs. Another might be removing in a practical
manner on a regular basis, the scum and the worthless - e.g. by vigilante action [this is culling performed
on a regular basis rather than a 'one-off' event].

What matters about these tasks is that the novice chooses them to gain practical experience of Satanism
in action and thus increase their understanding and so aid their esoteric development. Naturally, to
qualify as Satanic actions, they must aid the sinister dialectic - be steps toward realizing the strategic
goal of Satanism. Here, an understanding of Aeonics is crucial, as is a genuine insight into traditional
Satanism: as explicated, for example, in Hostia I, II, IIT and as explained to prospective novices in the
booklet 'Satanism - A Basic Introduction for Prospective Adherents'.

The choice of practical action is the novice's: they must use their understanding to select Satanic tasks.
Occassionally, they might be given advice, from a more experienced Satanist, but the final choices are
and must be theirs. What matters is to choose and act. The acts are learning experiences, ordeals, and
thus it does not matter if because of, say, a certain lack of understanding, a novice chooses, or seems to
choose, wrongly. They will either learn from this, or not. If not, they have basically failed - shown
themselves not to be suitable. Whatever, their actions will have presenced the sinister in some way or
ways.

Following these tasks - which should last for a few years - the novice then moves on to the next stage of
their esoteric development, that of the Grade Ritual of Internal Adept. This is a rite of synthesis, and thus
the emergence of the Adept.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Ritual Magick:
Dure and Sedue Ceremonial
ONA, 1990eh.

Magick enables us to capture again and again those moments which not only shape our lives but which
can extend the possibilities of our existence: those moments when we know with an exhileration and an
insight that transcends words, when we become more than a single isolated individual burdened with a
causal existence.

For some time there has been a denial of and attempts to undermine the ceremonial in magick: there has
arisen a plethora of self-written rituals and "chaos" type workings. This, however, arises from a
misunderstanding of the nature of ceremonial. Basically, there are two types of ceremonial workings in
magick: dure ceremonial, and sedue ceremonial. The first is essentially ritual used for internal magick —
to produce/provoke/inspire changes within the consciousness of those participating/attending. The
second is (or rather should be) a performance which transports the individual participants to another
realm and which engages their whole being. It is not however a possession — but rather a developed
awareness, a new way of being distinct from "everyday" existence, one in which all the elements (mind,
body, emotions etc.) are a unity. A sedue ceremonial is an artistic event of the highest type because it is a
conscious attempt to make the acausal real (to presence it) in causal time. However, like any artistic
performance, a ritual can be good, indifferent, bad or great depending on the talent and abilities of those
performing/conducting it. If it is any of the first three, it will not achieve its purpose.

A great performance is one which captures the essence of the ritual — which brings the acausal, which
"opens a nexion", and which thus has the magickal power to transform. This of course is a rare event — at
least these days — and like, for example, a great performance of a drama or a symphony, requires both
talent and preparation. Unfortunately, in the past as in the present, ceremonial rituals when attempted are
done mostly by inept performers with little or no preparation and little if any empathy with the magick
which the ritual re-presents. Thus the ritual is magickally ineffective: non-inspirational for the
participants/congregation. Further, elements of self-delusion (regarding the "magick") are mostly
present. Such "performances" tend to confirm the mistaken belief that ceremonial forms are either boring
or outmoded or both.

A ceremonial ritual should be vivifying — and awaken "numinous" feelings. It should stimulate all the
senses - for a sedue ritual in a subtle way; for dure ritual in an obvious/overt way. Incenses and
fragrences should stimulate the sense of smell; the eyes should be stimulated by colour and imagery;
hearing by the sounds of chanting, by music, words; the intellect by the symbols/content/intent; the
passions by the spirit or elan of the performance and perhaps the sight/gestures of an individual or
individuals performing a specific "role", their manner of dress (or undress) and their physical movement.
A ceremonial ritual is a seduction — of the participants/congregation by he/she/they conducting it or the
power of the rite itself because the rite captures or transforms an aspect or aspects of the acausal. This
seduction is subtle if the ritual is a sedue one, and obvious/overt/harsh if it is a dure one. But by its
nature it always has a temporal structure, as it always is a nexion to the acausal — if it is a genuine
magickal rite, that is, one that possesses when performed acausal (or magickal) energy/power. Both of
these aspects — the temporal structure and the nexion — are important, although hitherto esoteric.

Each shall be considered in turn. First, temporal structure. This means that the ritual has a beginning, a
middle (or 'action'/development) and a definite end: it is confined in temporal time, and while a specific
performance may be 'fast' or 'slow' depending on the mood and the intensity, it is generally of a certain
duration. Second — a nexion. This means that in form and content (e.g. the techniques used to draw upon
magickal energy) it is effective — it accesses the forms/symbols and so on required for its purpose. This
means more than that it 'produces emotion'. Emotion arises or should arise from the performance by the
effort and talent of the performers. Rather, such accessing means it re-presents certain elements of the
acausal in an accessible form, such as archetypes or numinous symbols. This requires what can only be
called a type of 'artistic creation' — and this in itself can be of varying quality, as in music or any creative
endeavor. Most creations, however, as rituals, are not effective: they do not presence the acausal,
although they may produce emotion and perhaps the occasional insight. Emotion, however, is not
magick — just as "intellectual stimulation" and/or undisciplined behaviour are not, although such things
result and are expected to result from what passes for "magickal rituals" today. Only rarely does a
creation become or be magickal — that is, a nexion, despite the intent of the person or persons who
undertake such creation. Thus, no amount of desire, no amount of intellectual knowledge can make or



create a ritual which is magickally effective. Only rarely does a creation become or is magickal. It may
become so due to the "aura" or "tradition" surrounding it (partly due to past performances) — but even in
this instance it must still possess some aspects which access the acausal directly. It is magickal when it is
that rare entity: a genuine magickal creation.

The temporal structure and accessing of a ritual mean that a genuine rite, once created or transmitted via
tradition, must be respected for what it is: effective performance requires fidelity to the temporal limits
and its internal structure — in terms of all its formalized elements such as words, chants, symbols,
images, colours etc. Outside of this, there can be (and indeed should be) artistic interpretation, a
vivifying of the original by the talent and skill of the performer(s). A genuine magickal ritual is a work
of art — and requires 'interpretation’, that is, performance, to presence the acausal. It is, in short, a
conscious causal expression of aspects of the acausal — and in performance lives in both the causal and
the acausal. Hence its power to transform. [It should be remembered that only ceremonial magick is
being considered here — the above does not imply that only ceremonial forms are effective as magick.
There are many other forms or means of accessing the acausal.]

Given this understanding, it should be obvious that there are very few rituals, written down or
transmitted, which presence the acausal and which, in an inspiring performance or interpretation, are
capable of transforming either the consciousness of others or of producing changes in the causal metric
itself. That is, there are few rituals which possess in their written form the potential to be a nexion to the
acausal: and even these require inspirational performance: rehearsal, planning, the correct intent or
desire ... In short, the creation of "atmosphere" and skill/ability in performance. The rituals that
proliferate today — and most of those regarded as 'traditional' — may in their performance pass some
moments of causal time and may even fill some individuals with emotion (and boredom is an emotion),
but they are not and never will be magickal.

Of the rituals that do exist, those in 'The Black Book of Satan' together with a few others (such as The
Ceremony of Recalling in its various forms) rank as supreme works of magick. Some other rites possess
the potential to do even more on the causal level (e.g. the Nine Angles rites) - producing aeonic changes.
Thus explicated, genuine Black Magick becomes available to all: for the first time ever.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Satanism and Satanic Influence
ONA

It is a fact - seldomly understood and appreciated - that most individuals follow the creative lead of a
few. It is also true that some of this majority absorb the creativity of others and bring it forth again -
sometimes slightly altered, to claim it as their own, and that this whole majority needs the stimulus of
new forms, ideas, and ways, born via a creative genius or two - to vitalize them and begin the process of
internal and external change.

The recent history of Satanism gives evidence for this. Various types of Satanism have emerged over the
centuries, as have various exponents of it. Historically, Satanism is often taken to be - by those
unacquainted with the Left-Hand Path - as Diabolism; that is, the invokation of the Devil and the making
of a pact with Him. This is evidenced in the medieval Grimoires and in those who were accused of such
things. Later, various individuals were regarded as 'Satanic' and as teaching a form of satanism, the most
familiar being Crowley. Still later, various organizations emerged, each claiming to be Satanic and each
teaching what they regarded as authentic Satanism. The most significant of these are the Church of Satan
(Anton LaVey), the Temple of Set (Michael Aquino) and the Order of Nine Angles (ONA).
DIABOLISM

Central to all forms is fear - of the powers, entities invoked. Hence the use of various forms of protection
such as 'circles'. The 'pact', so familiar from the grimoires and accounts of Diabolism, was one between a
master (the Devil) and a servant (the sorcerer). Implicit in all forms of Grimoire-type Satanism, is the
belief (deriving from the Nazarene religion) of Satan as a fallen angel ultimately ruled over by 'God' -
there is always the possibility of being 'saved'. The archetypal Diabolist was a lapsed or practicing
Nazarene, whose conjurations brought excitement and a sense of the 'forbidden'.

CROWLEYISM

While 'Thelema', as a doctrine and belief, is regarded as many non-Occultists as 'Satanic', there is very
little real Satanism in it, or indeed in Crowley's own life and works. The work of Crowley is, in many
ways, a continuation of the Eastern-influenced esoteric groups and societies active before and during his
own time - a type of Westernized Tantra, heavily imbued with gabalism. The archetypal follower of
Crowley is someone versed in Occult doctrines and mysticism, who seeks through sex and other rites
certain states of consciousness, and who is oriented toward a belief in Thelema as a new faith/creed.
CHURCH OF SATAN

The church achieved a high media profile due to the showmanship of LaVey. He expounded a
philosophy of unenlightened egotism and self-interest, together with a belief in carnality. The rituals
were in the tradition of the grimoires and imbued with gabalistic symbolism/notions (including some
deriving from Crowley). Further, the Devil was dispensed with as an external power - making the LaVey
type of Satanism more of a practical belief system than a dangerous (in Occult terms) undertaking.
TEMPLE OF SET

The Temple of Set was and is, essentially, an intellectual development of the Church of Satan. To the
original was added an intellectual infrastructure (deriving in part from various mythologies and
traditions) and an organizational structure with the aim of making Satanism a 'new’ religion, acceptable
to a significant number of individuals. Both the Church of Satan and the Temple of Set (The latter more
so than the former) insist upon belief in their own version of Satanism - and expect the adherent/member
to accept/conform. There is thus a fostering of dependence by the individual upon the group (and in
particular, the leader[s] and Master).

ORDER OF NINE ANGLES

The Order first emerged into public view in the early 1980's (eh), and basically taught that Satanism was
a means to attain self and Occult insight and abilities, and that this could only be done on an individual
basis via direct, personal experience.

The archetypal CoS member was a black-robed figure who played a 'role', and who placed ego-
fulfillment and pleasure before everything. LaVey was accepted as a 'Master' and an authority to be
revered - and a personality cult developed. The archetypal ToS member is someone who has read a lot of
Occult literature, who engages in discussions with others about their beliefs and practices, and who likes
the charisma and appeal of being a 'Satanist'. Often they dress for the part - and need a group identity, a
sense of 'belonging'. They also accept Temple authority and are content to let an organization confer
advancement upon them (in the form of titles and positions).

The archetypal ONA member is the lone sorceror/sorceress struggling - via practical (and sometimes



dark) experiences toward self-attainment, guided by the teachings of the Order, and by occasional
meeting with someone who has gone that way before.
Each of the above manifestations will be considered in turn. But what, then, is Satanism? By what
criteria can such a manifestation be judged? First, let us consider what Satanism is not. It is not an
acceptance of conventional morality or ways of living; it is not a belief, or a faith, which causes a
rejection of the reality (and harshness) of life; it is not a refuge for the failures, the cowards and the
weak. Satanism is about pride, an acceptance of individual worth. It is about defiance - challenging the
accepted, seeking to know the unknown and seeking to discover, to explore and conquer: a refusal to
bow down or give in. It is about excellence - of going beyond what is, in personal terms; of achieving a
greater awareness and understanding than the majority. It is a desire to experience the limits of living, fo
strive for the gods...
Diabolists are insipid, rather pathetic - a historical curiosity only: a footnote in the psycho-pathology of
the Nazarene religion. Crowley was a rather under-developed egotist lack the character to develop real
self-insight. He could and did manipulate others, and did possess some Occult powers (intuitively) and
some understanding of the Art of Magick. His followers are trapped by the flaws of his system. - chief
among which, are the self-stupefaction and self-satisfaction (and the thus the illusion of development),
rather than real self-insight and thus Occult abilities.
CoS members (and to a lesser extent those of the ToS) accept a sanitized Satanism - a 'safe Satanism',
where the Darkness is said to be only within, where it cannot threaten them. They also are stuck on the
bottom rung of Occult understanding - seeing nothing beyond the confines of the ego and the carnal. The
ToS claims to go further, but there is little or no practical experience of evil, of the Sinister, of those
Dark Forces which are part of the Cosmos - there is instead an intellectualizing. There is also no going to
extremes in living, no ordeals which challenge (and make) character - no quest for personal excellence.
Instead, there is the security of an organization, the acceptance of Temple authority and mandates. In
brief, the fostering of a type of mental servitude - in belief and in practise. All these are contrary to what
Satanism is.
Only the ONA understands and practices Satanism as it is, insisting that Satanism is about individual
self-development in both the real and Occult worlds, and that this can only be achieved by long, hard
dangerous and toilsome experience. Furthermore, the ONA has exhibited a creativity and an
understanding which makes all other manifestations pale into insignificance. Thus, it is not surprising
that it has been so influential over the past few years.
This influence has, however, seldom been acknowledged - other groups and individuals often borrowing
the teachings, methods and ideas and claiming them as their own, this 'borrowing' not being confined to
'Satanism' or LHP groups in general. This is both natural and necessary - given the sterility of creativity
which exists and has existed in such groups, and given the nature of the human species in general, and
the Satanic in particular.
The chief contributions of the ONA, toward an understanding of Satanism in particular, and the Occult
in general, may be briefly described:
e ]) Satanism and the LHP (Left-Hand Path) as a means to individual development, leading to

Adeptship and beyond - via practical experience and ordeals (qv. the grade rituals).

2) The emphasis on developing both the mental and physical character of the individual.

3) A greater understanding of Magickal (and Occult) forces - and thus their nature - via the

development of the concepts of causal and acausal, and an abstract system to re-present this,

enabling conscious apprehension (as opposed to belief and superstition).

4) The re-structuring of magickal symbols and forms in archetypal terms - in particular the

Septenary Tree of Wyrd and the deofel Quartet (the latter explicating the archetypal,

particularly in the 'real world' from the viewpoint of the Sinister Novice).

5) The creation of a Sinister Tarot whose images are Sinister, and thus imbued with Satanic

energy.

6) Revealing and significantly extending Aeonic Magick - enabling any individual to undertake

such works.

7) The emphasis on an individual Initiate working alone and achieving practical goals - without

accepting in a religious way a higher authority - and making this achievable by all via the

publication of practical guides to all aspects of Satanism (Naos, Codex Saerus, Sacramentum

Sinistrum, Thernn, etc.).

8) Bringing an awareness of the Dark Gods - of the Sinister energies/forces which exist and



which have been symbolized by 'Satan'/the Devil...
9) An emphasis of the personal qualities - the character - of a Satanist, enshrined in the concepts
of Excellence, Honour and the motto "die, rather than submit to anyone or anything".
10) A re-affirmation of the positive, life enhancing nature of Satanism as opposed to the stereo-
typical image of obsession with death and decay - a moving away from the image/role of the
Satanist as a showman-type 'Devil'/Mephisto figure obsessed with carnality and pandering to
his or her own weaknesses, and seeking media attention, toward the secretly-working lone
sorceror/sorceress concerned with their own development and works of esoteric Sinister
Magick...
A perusal of literature, statements and other such causal forms by other groups and individuals, since the
manifestation of the ONA, will show the extent of its influence - of how, in a subtle way, such
individuals and groups have been changed by a Sinister organization. Such changes, and such influence,
will grow, although it may well go unnoticed by all save the few genuine Adepts.

- Order of Nine Angles -



Satanism, Blasphemy and the Black Mass
[ONA 1974eh]

In one important respect, Satanism may be regarded by new Initiates as a catharsis - a means whereby
individuals may divest themselves of those limiting roles that often are the creation of the ethos or ethics
of the society in which those individuals find themselves.

Thus, in the past thousand years or so in Western Europe, one of the most important Satanic rituals,
insofar as novices and 'the public' were concerned, was the Black Mass - simply because the ethos which
outwardly ruled was the organized religion of the Nazarene. However, where genuine Satanism has been
misunderstood is in the reason for this act of catharsis, particularly since the genuine Black Mass bears
only a superficial resemblance to the 'black mass' described by various writers and 'authorities' over the
last five hundred years or so.

For the Satanic novice [ the first two stages of the seven-fold Satanic path] Satanism represents the dark
aspect of the individual psyche - and by identifying with this, the individual is enabled, by the
transformation that results, to begin the 'Great Work' whose attainment is the goal of the Adept. This
'Great Work' is simply the creation of a new individual - and this new type, by virtue of the path
followed, often inspires in others a certain terror. Of course, the Left Hand Path is difficult, not to say
dangerous, and failure often results because the person journeying along the path misunderstands how
the dark forces may be approached, manipulated and most importantly integrated to enable an
identification beyond both good and evil as these terms are commonly understood. That is, those who
fail in their quest along this path [and Gilles de Rais is an example] often do so because they
fundamentally accept the dichotomy of 'evil' and 'good' and identify with what they perceive or believe
to be, 'evil' - this perception and understanding almost always deriving from what the 'opposition' have
declared to be 'evil'. The reality is that this dichotomy does not exist in the cosmos - the convention of
what is 'evil' has been imposed, by the projection of mostly Nazarene dogmatists, upon reality.

In a fundamental sense, Satanism is a means whereby each individual can discover [or rather 'dis-cover'
in the sense of Heidegger] the reality for themselves.

Hence, Satanic catharsis is essentially a blasphemy - but one ordered and with a definite aim; it results
from an individual will channelled by a conscious understanding. It is this application of will - of
conscious intent - which marks the genuine Satanist from the imitation and the failure. A Satanist revels
in life - the failures find themselves trapped by their own unconscious desires which they do not have the
intelligence to understand nor the will to direct toward a conscious apprehension.

Blasphemy is only effective if it is, for the period in which the individual lives, firstly a genuine shock
and a reaction to those values which though accepted are often unconsciously accepted; and, secondly, if
it is an appreciation of the positive and life-enhancing qualities inferred by infernal opposition. Thus,
while the traditional Black Mass - with its denial of the Nazarene - is still useful because of the
continuing constraints of Nazarene beliefs, it is today supplemented by a Mass which in its unexpurgated
version represents a shocking blasphemy to the majority of peoples in Britain and other Western
countries.

The Black Mass, and the modern Satanic masses which derive from it, in their genuine forms provoke an
invigorating response through the very fact of positive opposition. Negative opposition - such as the so-
called black mass described by Huymans in "La-Bas" - is enervating. True Satanic opposition - codified
in a ritual - produces the exact opposite - a will to more life: and it is this positive, vital, will that is the
essence of the genuine archetypal image of Satan, the adversary. Negative opposition - a wallowing in
death, decay, horror and the filth of uncontrolled décadence - is a sign of imitation Satanism: a distorted
image of the putrid corpse of the Nazarene.

One of the Satanic masses in use today is based on an evokation of Adolf Hitler - and not as something
artificial, still less as a psychological 'game'. Rather, there is a genuine identification with the positive,
life-enhancing, aspects of National-Socialism. [To most readers, this will be shocking - a blasphemy;
which is exactly the point.] As with the traditional Black Mass, it is the stress placed on the positive,
vital qualities of opposition that are important - because these contradict in their very essence all that is
assumed about what or whom the mass is concerned with. Thus, in this particular Satanic Mass, Adolf
Hitler is not represented as he is today portrayed by his opponents - as some sort of 'evil' monster - but as
exactly the opposite, as a noble saviour.

Genuine ritual Satanism, for a novice, is not simply inversion - it is a complete rejection of the images



and ethics of a particular ethos - and a Satanist uses those images, and the ethics, their very essence
reversed, against their own often unconscious 'conditioning', and ultimately against the society which
uses/creates those images and ethics. Individuals who participate in genuine, well-performed, Satanic
masses sometimes experience a kind of satori - a sudden enlightenment - and are thus led to increase
their own conscious understanding. They also achieve an increase in their own vitality because they have
broken free of constraining opposites.
In a very important sense, Satanism uncovers what the ethos of a particular society or societies have
covered up through images, dogma, ethics, words and ideas - and it returns the individual to the primal
chaos out of which opposites were formed.
This uncovering gives the individual control, a conscious understanding and an awareness of their
unique Destiny. It is and has been the purpose of genuine Satanic groups to foster such an uncovering by
guiding novices and having them participate in blasphemous rites. Beyond such an uncovering, ritual
and ceremony cease - to be replaced by a profound wordless skill, a profound empathy. The ground or
foundation of this empathy is what has been called "individuation" - the unity that a genuine Adept
represents. But this "individuation", this Adeptship is itself only another beginning; it is only the fourth
stage toward the ultimate goal.
Fundamentally, Satanic Orders enhance, speed-up, evolution - while the majority of people sleep, fearful
of such infernal terrors.

- Order of Nine Angles -



The Aims of the ONA
ONA 1994 eh

The fundamental aims of the ONA are:

1) To increase the number of genuine Adepts, Masters/Lady Masters, by guiding individuals along the
path to Adeptship and beyond.

2) To make the path to Adeptship and beyond [the 'Seven-Fold Sinister Way'] more widely available,
enabling anyone, should they possess the necessary desire, to strive toward the ultimate goal.

3) To extend esoteric knowledge and techniques - i.e. to (a) creatively extend our esoteric knowledge
and understanding and thus increase the consciousness of our species; (b) develop new techniques
which make this new knowledge and understanding useful to those following the Seven-Fold
Sinister Way; (c) implement this knowledge and understanding in a practical way, thus causing
change(s) in society/societies. Areas of importance for the immediate future are: (i) musick; (ii)
Art/images/'film' etc.; (iii) the creation of an 'esoteric' community; and (iv) the development and
extension of an abstract symbolic language ('beyond the Star Game").

4) To implement sinister strategy - i.e. to presence the acausal (or 'the dark forces') via nexions and so
change evolution. One immediate aim is to presence acausal energies in a particular way so creating
a new aeon and then a new, higher, civilization from the energies unleashed.

In respect of (1). This will be a slow process, by virtue of the difficulty of the Way, and the desire of
most of those interested in esoteric arts for an 'easy option'. It is anticipated that only about four or five
new Adepts (at most) will emerge every decade (i.e. an average of one per year). Of these, only two per
decade will probably make it to the stage of Master/Lady Master. These figures are unlikely to increase
until the energies of the new aecon become more pronounced (around 2020 eh) - even then, the increase
will be gradual. It will not be before 2070 (at the earliest) that there will be a significant increase. This
slow progression is natural and necessary - great numbers are not required in order for the more
immediate covert aims (e.g. regarding sinister strategy) to be achieved.

In respect of (2). This will arise by itself provided the continuity of the Order is maintained.

In respect of (3). Since the Destiny of each ONA Adept is unique, these aims and others will be fulfilled
by those Adepts striving for the next stage, that of Master/Lady Master. It should be remembered that
Adepts - although they possess a knowledge and some understanding of Aeonics - are actually still
swayed by aeonic forces: i.e. their Destiny achieves supra-personal aeonic aims. In effect, their Destiny
is part of the wyrd of the civilization and thus the aeon to which they belong. A Master/Lady Master, by
virtue of having reached that stage, can transcend this wyrd and implement their own.

In respect of (4). The fundamental immediate aim [c. 1990 eh - 2020 eh] here is to actively presence the
energies of the next acon and channel these, via various nexions, forms, structures, 'ideas' and so on, to
create the next higher civilization. The former means accessing the acausal [in the simplistic term sense
‘returning the Dark Gods' via various rites] and creating those forms/structures necessary to channel the
energies so accessed. This will take several decades. [ Some structures/forms/ideas etc. have already -
i.e. before 1994 eh - been created.] In conjunction with these things, there will be disruption of existing
structures/ideas etc. by Masters/Adepts/novices.

Beyond this immediate aim [ i.e. beyond 2020 eh ] there is the nurturing of the new energies and the
forms/structures etc. created to presence these. This will last several centuries - and during this time one
of the tasks of the Order is to presence the acausal at regular intervals via certain rites at certain sites,
thus ensuring the survival of those things imbued with such energies, one of which will be the new
civilization and thus the societies it gives rise to.

VaVaYaYaYaYaVaVAVAVAN



Expressed simply, the aim of the ONA is to create a new species - tosignificantly change our evolution
as a species. This will take time - many centuries, in fact. The Seven-Fold Way is a practical means
whereby an individual, now, can develop and so become a part of this new species. The other activities
which the Order pursues are directed toward changing present structures and creating a new civilization
whereby this new species can be made real on a large scale: the societies of such a civilization aspiring
to realize this goal in a practical way. The ONA is not interested in transitory 'fame'/notoriety - and
neither does it desire to attract large numbers of 'followers'. It is not in the business of competing with
other 'Satanic' or 'Occult' groups because such groups are irrelevant, lacking any understanding of
sinister strategy and incapable of really guiding their members toward and beyond a genuine Adeptship.
Such groups usually represent the ego of one person, who surrounds him/her self with sycophantic
followers, and/or they fumble about in diverse mumbo-jumbo lands, playing fantasy games, try to evoke
long-dead archetypes and forms, and worship their petty, mostly bovine selves. What the ONA desires to
achieve is significant and worth-while - it is not transitory. The ONA does not depend on the whim of
some self-appointed 'leader’ as it does bleat about some fantasy-given "mandate" from some "higher
authority". It does not peddle some spurious, continually updated theory nor offer religious answers to
keep individuals in thrall. Neither does the ONA declare that its worth is based on some
pretentious/legendary 'tradition'. The worth of the ONA lies in its aims and the practical methods it has
created, and will create, to achieve those aims.

VAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAN
Membership of the ONA basically means an individual following the SevenFold Way as explicated in
the various Order MSS. Members should understandthat they are thus part of an Order which has long-
term aims - of centuries and more. By actively following and using the methods and rites of the Order
they are actively aiding those aims.
The rites of the ONA - and the Seven-Fold Way itself - create and/or maintain those sinister energies
which the ONA represents and has accessed. In effect, an individual, undertaking, for example, a rite
from 'The Black Book of Satan', is aiding those sinister energies and thus the sinister dialectic. Such
rites and the Way itself have been created to do this - that is, they directly presence the acausal.
Each member of the ONA is thus a nexion to the acausal - they are participating in, by their following of
the Way and by the rites they undertake, the work of evolution: they are making their lives instruments
for acausal change. Expressed simply, they are fulfilling the potential latent within them. They are
positively contributing to evolution - they are using their lives to some purpose. Members of the ONA
are doing and achieving - they are being significant and shaping future events. They are making history.
Compared to this, other groups are irrelevant.

- Order of Nine Angles -
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According to tradition, each Master or Mistress who was responsible for a
particular Satanic Temple or group, was given
on his or her assumption of that responsibility, a copy of the Black Book of Satan.
The Black Book contained the basic Satanic
rituals, instructions relating to ceremonial magick in general. It was the duty of the
Master or Mistress to keep this book safe,
and non-Initiates of the Temple were forbidden to see it. Copies were forbidden to be
made, although Initiates above the grade
of External Adept were allowed to see and read the Temple copy.

In traditional Satanism (i.e. those using the Septenary System: this system also
being known as the Hebdomadry) this
practice continued until quite recently when the Grand Master representing traditional
groups decided to allow Initiates of
good standing to copy the work. This decision was recently extended to enable
specialist publication in a limited edition.

The whole text of the traditional Black Book is included in the present work,
together with several additional chapters
(e.g. Self-Initiation; Organizing and Running a Temple).These additions make this
present work a concise practical handbook
for those seriously interested in the Black Arts.
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1.Respect not pity or weakness, for they are a disease which makes sick the strong.

2.Test always your strength, for therein lies success.

3.Seek happiness in victory - but never in peace.

4.Enjoy a short rest, better than a long.

5.Come as a reaper, for thus you will sow.

6.Never love anything so much you cannot see it die.

7.Build not upon sand, but upon rock And build not for today or yesterday but for
all time.

8.Strive ever for more, for conquest is never done.



9.And die rather than submit.

10.Forge not works of art but swords of death, for therein lies great art.
11.Learn to raise yourself above yourself so you can triumph over all.
12.The blood of the living makes good fertilizer for the seeds of the new.
13.He who stands atop the highest pyramid of skulls can see the furthest.
14.Discard not love but treat it as an imposter, but ever be just.

15.All that is great is built upon sorrow.

16.Strive not only forwards, but upwards for greatness lies in the highest.
17.Come as a fresh strong wind that breaks yet also creates.

18.Let love of life be a goal but let your highest goal be greatness.
19.Nothing is beautiful except man: but most beautiful of all is woman.
20.Reject all illusion and lies, for they hinder the strong.

21.What does not kill, makes stronger.

|
What is Satanism?

Satanism is fundamentally a way of living - a practical philosophy of life. The
essence of this way is the belief that we can all,
as individuals, achieve far more with our lives than we realize. Most people waste the
opportunities that life can, by magick, be
made to bring.

Satanic magick is simply the use of magickal forces or energies to enhance the life
of an individual or individuals according to
their desires. This usage can be of two types - the first is 'external' and the second is
'internal'. External magick is essentially
sorcery: the changing of external events, circumstances or individuals in accordance
with the wishes of the sorcerer. Internal
magick is the changing of the consciousness of the individual magician using certain
magickal techniques -this is essentially the
quest of the Initiate for the higher grades of magickal attainment, a following of the
way of Adeptship.

To external magick belongs ceremonial and hermetic rituals. To internal magick
belongs the seven-fold sinister way.
Ceremonial rituals are rituals involving more than two individuals, the ritual taking
place in either a Temple or an outdoor area
consecrated as a Temple. Ceremonial rituals involve a set text which is followed by
the participants, and the wearing of
ceremonial robes together with the use of certain items having magickal or Occult
significance. Hermetic rituals are usually
undertaken by an individual working alone or with one assistant/ companion. This
present work deals with Satanic ceremonial
magick: Satanic hermetic and internal magick is dealt with in the book NAOS - A
Practical Guide to Sinister Hermetic
Magick'.

Satanism, in its beginnings, is all about making conscious (or liberating) our dark
or shadow nature, and to this end, Satanic
magick is undertaken. Satanists believe that we are already gods: but most people fail
to understand this and continue to grovel:



to others or to a 'god'. The Satanist is proud, strong and defiant and detests the religion
of the crucified god founded by the
Nazarene, Yeshua. A Nazarene (a follower of Yeshua) is afraid of dying and weighed
down by guilt and envy. The religion of
Yeshua has inverted all natural values, setting back the course of our conscious
evolution. Satanism, on the contrary, is a natural
expression of the evolutionary or 'Promethean’ urge within us: and its magick is a
means to make us gods upon Earth, to realize
the potential that lies within us all.

Satanic ceremonies are a means to enjoy the pleasures of life: they offer carnality,
the pleasure of fulfilling one's desires, the
bringing of material and personal rewards and the joys of darkness. But they are only
a beginning, a stage toward something
greater. It is one of the purposes of a Satanic Temple to guide those Initiates who may
be interested along the difficult and
dangerous path which is the seven fold way. Those who do not wish to follow this
path to Adeptship and beyond should simply
enjoy the many pleasures which the Prince of Darkness offers to those who by a
Satanic Initiation wish to follow His
philosophy of living.

In traditional Satanism there is an appreciation of the role of women, for Satanism
at its highest level is concerned with the
development of the individual: roles as such are a necessary part of self-development.
To be played, discarded and then
transcended. The structure of traditional Temples and the rituals performed by those
members of those Temples reflect this
appreciation and understanding. For example, it is possible and indeed desirable for a
Mistress of Earth to establish and ::
organize her own Temple unless she herself wishes otherwise, just as it is possible
and desirable to celebrate the Black Mass
using a priest, naked, upon the altar while the Priestess conducts the service, such
reversal being an accepted principle of Black
Magick.

11
The Temple

Satanic rites are conducted either in an indoor Temple or in an isolated outdoor
locality during the hours of darkness. Indoor
Temples usually have a static altar, made of either stone or wood, and this altar should
be set in the East. It should be covered
by an altar cloth made of good quality material and coloured black. Upon this is
woven either an inverted pentagram, the
septenary sigil or the personal sigil of the Master/Mistress or Temple if there is one.
Candle-holders, made of either silver or
gold, are placed on the altar, one at either end. Black candles are usually the most
employed although some rituals require the
use of other colours.

Other candleholders should be placed around the Temple, since the only light used
in the Temple both during rituals and at



other times should come from candles. The Black Book should be placed on an oak
stand on the altar, the altar itself being of
sufficient size for an individual to lie upon it.
Indoor Temples should be painted either black or crimson (or a combination of the
two), the floor bare or covered with rugs or
carpets of plain design, either black or crimson. When not in use, the Temple should
be kept dark and warm, hazel incense
being burned frequently. A quartz sphere or large crystal should be kept in the
Temple, either in or near the altar: if near,
supported by an oak stand.

Above the altar or behind it should be an image or sculpture of Baphomet
according to Satanic Tradition. Baphomet is
regarded by Satanists as a 'violent goddess' and is depicted as a beautiful woman,
seated, who 1s naked from the waist up. In
her left hand she holds the severed head of a man. In her other hand she holds a
burning torch. The severed head, which drips
blood onto her lower white garment, is held so that it partially obscures her smiling
face. Baphomet is regarded as the archetype
of the Mistress of Earth, and the Bride of Lucifer.

No other furnishings are present in the Temple. The Temple implements are few in
number and should be either made or
commissioned by the Master or Mistress. If this is not possible, they should be chosen
by them with care. The implements
required are several large silver chalices, a Censor (or incense holders), a quartz
tetrahedron, a large silver bowl, and the
Sacrificial Knife which should have a wooden handle. These implements may be kept
on the altar if it is large enough, or
wrapped in black cloth and kept in an oak chest.

No one is allowed into the Temple unless they are dressed in ceremonial robes and
barefoot. The robes are generally black
with a hood, although some rituals require the use of other colurs. If possible, an ante-
chamber should be used by members to
change into the ceremonial robes.

If an outdoor location is used, the area should be marked out by a circle of seven
stones, by the Master or Mistress. An
outdoor altar is usually the body of one of the participants - naked or robed depending
on the ritual and the prevailing
conditions. The one chosen for this honour lies on an altar cloth, black in colour and
woven with an inverted pentagram, the size
of this cloth being not less than seven feet by three.

Candles should be placed in lanterns which open on one side only, this side being
of glass which is often coloured red. The
participants should know the area well, since they should not use any artificial light of
any kind including candles, to guide them
to the chosen site. Neither must any fires be lit during any ritual. For this reason the
night of the full moon is often chosen

Both indoor Temples and outdoor areas chosen for rituals should be consecrated
according to the rite of Temple
consecration. When any ritual of Satanic magick is undertaken, no attempt should be
made in any way to banish the magickal



forces - what forces or energies remain following a ritual are to remain, since they
dedicate the area or Temple still further to the
powers of Darkness.

Preparation for Rituals:

The Master or Mistress should chose one member to act as 'Altar Brother or Sister'.
It is the duty of this member to ensure
that the Temple is prepared - for example, lighting the candles, filling the chalices
with wine, incensing prior to the ritual.

It is the duty of the Master and Mistress to prepare the members for the ritual. This
usually involves them assembling in robes
in the Temple or in an ante-chamber designated as a preparation area at least half of
one hour before the beginning of the ritual.
During this period they are to keep their silence while standing, concentrating on the
image of Baphomet or some sigil (such as
an inverted pentagram) as decreed by the Master or Mistress.

One or several members should be chosen to act as Cantor and instructed in the
proper chanting of the chants. Other
members may be chosen as musicians - the preferred instruments being tabor (or
hand-drum) or flute.

11
Ceremonial Rituals

Ceremonial rituals, as given here, are conducted for basically two reasons: to
generate magickal energy (and thus direct that
energy to achieve a magickal goal or desire) and for the benefit of the participating
congregation. The benefits the congregation
derive from a successfully conducted ritual of Black Magick are many and varied:
there are the carnal ones, the material ones
and the spiritual ones.

To be successful, a ceremonial ritual must be both dramatic and emotional. That is,
the right atmosphere has to be created
and maintained. The object is to involve the emotions of the congregation, and all the
many ritualized elements (e.g. the robes
and the candles) are a means to aid this. However, the single most important element
is the power of the voice, whether
spoken, chanted, vibrated or sung.(See the chapter on 'Magickal Vibration' for one
aspect of this.)

When you are conducting a ceremonial ritual you must use the set texts and chants
(such as the Satanic Our Father, the
Diabolus) as a means of gradually working yourself into an emotional but still
controlled frenzy. It is no use just saying the
correct words - they must be spoken or chanted with a Satanic desire - and the
emotion once brought must be sustained until
the ritual is over. This does not mean simply acting: it means actually becoming the
role you assume, that of a powerful sorcerer
or sorceress. And this feeling must be communicated to the audience: by voice,
gestures eyes and so on. Ceremonial Magick is
and always has been an Art, and to master this Art takes practice.



However, you (and the person working as Mistress/Master or Priestess/Priest) must
always remain in control of your
emotions stopping just short of possession. This also means that each and every ritual
must be undertaken without fear or doubt
(not even unconscious fear or doubt) - that is, in the true spirit of Satanic pride and
mastery: with an exultation in the forces
conjoured forth.

In most ceremonial rituals it is one of the tasks of the congregation to abandon
themselves to their lusts and frenzy, but you as
ceremonial Master/Mistress cannot do this since you must control and direct all the
energies which are brought forth via the
ritual and the frenzy produced. It is up to you to initiate the emotion in the Temple, to
cultivate its development in the
congregation, to get them to reach a ritual frenzy and climax. And then the energy
must be controlled - towards a specific
magickal aim or dispersed by you into the Temple/surrounding area and left to
dissipate/spread according to its nature and to
the glory of the Prince of Darkness.

To direct the energy, you must before the ritual choose a specific desire or aim
(either your own or as a favour to one of the
members). This aim (for example, it might be to harm a specific individual) must be
enshrined in both a simple phrase and a
simple visualization according to the principles of hermetic magick. The visualization
should be of the successful outcome
desired - however, if this proves difficult, concentrate solely on the phrase. This
phrase, which should be succinct, should then
and by you prior to the ritual, be written on a piece of parchment - you could use a
'secret script' of your own devising or one
of the magickal ones in general use. You then burn this parchment at the climax of the
ritual: at a point you feel is right. To do
this, fill the silver bowl with spirit, place the parchment in this at the beginning of the
ritual, and light it using one of the candles
during the ritual. While it burns shout/chant/vibrate your chosen phrase, visualizing
your desire according to the visualization
chosen (if you wish to and can include the visualization part). Then exult in the
triumph of your desire. Follow this with
continuing the ritual to its ceremonial end.

To disperse the energy, just imagine it (as, for example, filaments) surrounding the
Temple and gradually creeping outwards.
You may also (for example in an Initiation ritual) direct the energy into an individual
who is present (in that ritual, by using a sigil
and a chant.).

v
The Black Mass

Introduction:
The Black Mass is a ceremonial ritual with a threefold purpose. First, it is a positive
inversion of the mass of the Nazarene



church, and in this sense is a rite Black Magick (see the 'Guide to Black Magick").
Second it is a means of personal liberation
from the chains of Nazarene dogma and thus a blasphemy: a ritual to liberate
unconscious feelings. Third, it is a magickal rite in
itself, that is, correct performance generates magickal energy which the celebrant can
direct.

The Black Mass has been greatly misunderstood. It is not simply an inversion of
Nazarene symbolism and words - when a
Nazarene mass is celebrated (as occurs every day, many times, throughout the world)
certain energies or vibrations compatible
with the Nazarene ethos may or may not be generated, depending on the
circumstances and the individuals attending. That is,
under certain circumstances, the Nazarene mass can be a ritual of 'white magic': the
energies that are sometimes produced
being produced because a number of individuals of like mind are gathered together in
ritualized setting; there is nothing in the
production of energies which is attributable to external agencies (e.g. 'god").

What a genuine Black Mass does is 'tune into' those energies and then alter them in
a sinister way. This occurs during the
'consecration' part of the Black Mass. The Black Mass also generates its own forms of
(sinister) energy.

To see the Black Mass as simply a mockery is to misunderstand its magick. Also,
the Black Mass does not require those
who conduct it or participate in it to believe or accept Nazarene theology: it is simply
means that the participants accept that
others, who attend Nazarene masses, do believe in at least to some degree in Nazarene
theology - the Black Mass uses the
energy produced by those beliefs against those who believe in them, by distorting that
energy, and sometimes redirecting it. This
is genuine Black Magick.

AAAAN

Participants:

Altar Priest - lies naked upon altar
Priestess - in white robes

Mistress of Earth - in scarlet robes
Master - in purple robes
Congregation - in black robes

Setting:

Usually an indoor Temple. If outdoors, clearings in forests or woods are suitable.
Caves are ideal. The reason for such

Outdoor settings are to provide an impression of 'enclosure’'.

Versions:

The Black Mass exists in several versions. The one given below is the version most
often used today. The other main version

uses almost the same text, but is undertaken by a Priest using a naked Priestess on the
altar.



Preparation of the Temple:
Hazel incense to be burnt (if obtainable, the hazel is mingled with civit). Several
chalices full of strong wine. Black candles.
Several patens (of silver if possible) containing the consecrated cakes - these are
baked the night before by the Priestess and
blessed (i.e. dedicated to the Prince of Darkness - see chapter of Chants) by the
Mistress of Earth. The cakes consist of
honey, spring water, sea salt, wheat flour, eggs and animal fat. One paten is set aside
for the ritual hosts. These should be
obtained from a Nazarene place of worship - but if this is not possible, they are made
by the Priestess if imitation of them
(unlevened white hosts).

The Mass

The Priestess signifies the beginning of the Mass by clapping her hands together
twice.

The Mistress of Earth turns to the congregation, makes the sign of the inverted
pentagram with her left hand, saying:

I will go down to the altars in Hell.
The Priestess responds by saying:
To Satan, the giver of life.

All:

Our Father which wert in heaven hallowed be thy name In heaven as it is on Earth.
Give us this day our ecstasy And deliver us

to evil as well as temptation For we are your kingdom for aecons and aeons.

Master:

May Satan the all-powerful Prince of Darkness
And Lord of Earth

Grant us our desires.

All:

Prince of Darkness, hear us!

I believe in one Prince, Satan, who reigns over this Earth,

And in one Law which triumphs over all. I believe in one Temple
Our Temple to Satan, and in one Word which triumphs over all:
The Word of ecstasy. And I believe in the Law of the Aeon,
Which is sacrifice, and in the letting of blood

For which I shed no tears since I give praise to my Prince

The fire-giver and look forward to his reign

And the pleasures that are to come!

The Mistress kisses the Master, then turns to the congregation, saying:
May Satan be with you.



Master:
Veni, omnipotens aeternae diabolus!

Mistress:
By the word of the Prince of Darkness, I give praise to you

(She kisses the lips of the altar-Priest)

My Prince, bringer of enlightenment. I greet you
Who cause us to struggle and seek the forbidden thoughts.

(The Master repeats the 'Veni' chant)

Mistress:
Blessed are the strong for they shall inherit the Earth.

(She kisses the chest of the altar-Priest)

Blessed are the proud for they shall breed gods!
(She kisses the penis of the altar-Priest)

Let the humble and the meek die in their misery!

(She kisses the Master who passes the kiss on to the Priestess who kisses each
member of the congregation. After this, she

hands the paten containing the 'hosts' to the Mistress. The Mistress holds the paten
over the altar-Priest, saying:)

Praised are you, my Prince and lover, by the strong:
Through our evil we have this dirt; by our boldness and Strength, it will become for
us a joy in this life.

All:
Hail Satan, Prince of life !

(The Mistress places the paten on the body of the altar-Priest, saying quietly:)
Suscipe, Satanas, munus quad tibi offerimus memoriam Recolentes vindex.

(The Priestess, quietly saying 'Sanctissimi Corporis Satanas', begins to masturbate the
altar-Priest. As she does, the

congregation begin to clap their hands and shout in encouragement while the Master
and the Mistress chant the 'Veni' chant.

The Priestess allows the semen to fall upon the 'hosts', then hands the paten to the
Mistress who holds it up before the

congregation saying to them:)

May the gifts of Satan be forever with you.



All:
As they are with you!

(The Mistress returns the paten to the body of the altar-Priest, takes up one of the
chalices, saying:)

Praised are you, my Prince, by the defiant: through our Arrogance and pride
We have this drink: let it become for us an elixir of life.

(She sprinkles some of the wine over the altar-Priest and towards the congregation,
then returns the chalice to the altar, saying
to the congregation:)

With pride in my heart I give praise to those who drove
The nails

And he who thrust the spear into the body of Yeshua,
The imposter.

May his followers rot in their rejection and filth!

(The Master addresses the congregation saying:)
Do you renounce Yeshua, the great deciever, and all his works

All:
We do renounce the Nazarene Yeshua, the great deceiver
And all his works.

Master:
Do you affirm Satan?

All:
We do affirm Satan!

(The Master begins to vibrate 'Agios o Satanas' while the Mistress picks up the paten
with the 'hosts' and turns to the

congregation, saying:)

I who am the joys and pleasures of life which strong men
Have forever sought, am come to show you my body and my blood.

(She gives the paten to the Priestess, then removes the robe of the Priestess, saying:)

Remember, all you gathered here, nothing is beautiful except Man:
But most beautiful of all is Woman.

(The Priestess gives the paten back to the Mistress, then takes the chalices and
consecrated cakes to the congregation who eat

and drink. When all have finished, the Mistress holds up the paten, saying:)

Behold, the dirt of the earth which the humble will eat!



(The congregation laughs while the Mistress flings the 'hosts' at them which they
trample underfoot while the Master continues

with the 'Agios o Satanas' vibration. The Mistress claps her hands three times to signal
to the congregation. She then says:

Dance, I command you!

(The congregation then begin a dance, counter sunwise, chanting 'Satan! Satan!' while
they dance. The Priestess catches them

one by one, kisses the person caught and then removes their robe after which they
return to the dance. The Mistress stands in

the centre of the dancers, and uplifting her arms, says:)

Let the church of the imposter Yeshua crumble into dust

Let all the scum who worship the rotting fish suffer and die in their misery and
rejection!

We trample on them and spit of their sin!

Let there be ecstasy and darkness; let there be chaos and laughter,

Let there be sacrifice and strife: but above all let us enjoy

The gifts of life!

(She signals to the Priestess who stops the dancer of her choice. The congregation
then pair off, and the orgy of lust begins.

The Mistress helps the altar-Priest down from the altar, and he joins in the festivities
if he wishes.)

Should the Master and Mistress wish, the energies of the ritual are then directed by
them towards a specific intention.

NOTES: During the 'consecration' of the 'hosts', the Master may opt to say the
following quietly (leaving the Veni chant to the
Mistress):

Muem suproc mine tse cob
He then takes up the chalice, saying:

Murotaccep menoissimer ni rutednuffe sitlum orp iuq iedif muiretsym itnematset
inretea ivon iem siniugnas xilac mine tse cih.

It is this chalice which the Mistress then takes to sprinkle the altar-Priest. The above
words are usually printed on a small card

which is placed on the altar before the Mass begins: the Master using the card when
the above is spoken.

As with all ceremonial rituals, it is helpful if all participants know from memory
the content and spoken text. It is important
that this is done and that the ritual, when undertaken, follows the text on every
occasion. The ritual then is more effective as a



ritual, enabling the participants to be both more relaxed and more able to enter into
the spirit of the rite.

The Gay Version of the Black Mass is available in OPFER (FENRIR Vol II No 2).
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The Ceremony of Birth

Setting:
Indoor Temple, or outdoor area previously used for rituals.

Participants:

Master - black robes tied with crimson girdle
Mistress - black robes tied with crimson sash
Priestess - white robes tied with black sash
Priest - white robes tied with black girdle
Congregation (if present): black robes

Preparation:

Black candles on altar together with quartz crystal or tetrahedron. Phial of musk oil (if
male child) or civit oil (if female child).

Incense of Yew to be burnt (male child) or Black Poplar (female child).

Before the ceremony the parents of the child appoint two Temple Members as
guardians of the newborn. They also provide a

small pendant made of silver inscribed with an inverted septagon (or sigil of the
Temple) which, for the ceremony, they hang

around the neck of the newborn on a leather thong. When the child is old enough, this
can be worn by them all the time. A

feast, to follow the ceremony, is prepared. The newborn is brought to the ceremony
loosely wrapped in black cloth.

The Ceremony:

The Master signifies the beginning of the rite by ringing the Temple bell seven times.
The parents then hand the newborn to the

Priestess if the child is male, and to the Priest if female. The Master then says:

We gather here to welcome to our clan one newborn destined to share our gifts.
Mistress: Agios o Satanas!

Congregation: Agios o Satanas!

(The Mistress turns toward the altar, holds her hands outstretched and says quietly but
in an audible voice:)

Veni, omnipotens aeterne Diabolus!
(She then turns back to the participants, saying:)

Agios o Baphomet!



Congregation: Agios o Baphomet!
(Note: if no congregation are present the responses are said by the Priestess et al.)
(The Master touches the head of the newborn saying:)

May the gifts of Satan be forever with you, as they are with us.
Pone, diabolus, custodiam. With this mark I seal wyrd.

(The Mistress hands him the phial and he anoints the forehead of the newborn with it
in the shape of an inverted pentagram or

the sigil of the Temple saying as he does this:)

Ad Satanas qui leatificat juventutem meam.

(He then turns to the parents, saying:)

How is he/she to be known?

(The parents answer, giving the Temple name they have chosen for the newborn:)
We have named him/her .......

(The Master then says:)

So shall it be.  name you ....... amongst us.

(He then touches the forehead of the newborn, visualizing an inverted pentagram or
the sigil of the Temple. As he does this the

Mistress says:)

Pone, diabolus, custodiam!

(The Master then turns toward the congregation saying:)

Come forth, guardians of this child.

(The child-guardians step forward. The Master says to them:)

Do you, so chosen, pledge to guard and watch over this newborn and to teach when
the teaching-time is right, our ways so that

....... (He states the Temple name of the newborn) may learn our ways?

(The guardians answer:' We do. 'The Master then turns to the congregation, saying:)

See them! Hear them! Know them!

(The Mistress hands him the phial and he anoints each of their foreheads with the sign
of the inverted pentagram or the sigil of



the Temple. He then turns toward the congregation saying:)

So it is done according to our ways. Let the feasting begin!

(The participants leave the Temple to partake of the feast -this is provided by
members of the Temple, to honour the parents of

the newborn, who may also provide gifts for the newborn and the parents.)*

VI
The Death Rite

Participants:

Priest - in black robes

Priestess - naked, upon altar

Mistress - crimson robes, sexually alluring
Congregation - black robes tied with crimson cord

Temple Preparation:
Black candles on altar. Small silver Temple bell. Incense of Mars to be used (musk).
A small wooden coffin (suitable in size for
the wax effigy which will be made), draped in black, is placed near the altar and a
handful of graveyard earth is placed on it.

Before the ritual proper begins, the Mistress makes a wax figurine in a corner of the
Temple with only the Priestess present.
(The easiest way to make the effigy is to place several white candles in a receptacle
containing water which has just been
boiled. After a while, the wax will form a thin film on the surface. This wax can then
be used to fashion, by hand, the figurine
which should be made as life-like as possible.) The Priestess lies naked upon the altar.
The Mistress places this figurine on the
womb of the Priestess, then moves it symbolically downwards to rest between her
thighs. She anoints it with a musk based oil,
laying: 'l who made you and delivered you in birth now name you N.N.' (She states
the full name of the victim.) The Mistress
and the Priestess then visualize the figurine as the intended victim - and they may if
they wish then dress it as the victim dresses.
The image is then placed on the womb of the Priestess, the Mistress ringing the bell
thirteen times to signify the beginning of the
ritual at which the Priest leads the congregation into the Temple.

The Ritual

Priest:
I will go down to the altars in Hell.

All:
To Satan, the giver of life.

(The Priest then kisses the Priestess on the lips, turns toward the congregation and
makes the sign of the inverted pentagram,

saying:)

Our Father which wert in heaven ...



(The congregation join him in the Satanic Our Father - see Black Mass for text. The
Priest then leads the congregation in saying
the Satanic Creed: 'l believe ..." - see text in Black Mass. After the Creed the Priest

says:)

Provide us pleasure, Prince of Darkness, and help us fulfil our desires.
(He turns and fondles the Priestess, saying:)

With ecstasy we give praise to our Prince.

(The congregation chant the Sanctus Satanas - see Chants -as the Priest says quietly
over the waxen image:)

Sie anod namretae meiuger.

(He then says loudly, facing the congregation:)
Veni, omnipotens aeterne diabolus!

(The Mistress then says:)

Agios o Satanas!

(To which the congregation respond:)

Agios o Satanas!

Mistress:
Satanas - venire!

All:
Satanas - venire!

Mistress:
Dominus diabolus sabaoth. Tui sunt caeli

All:
Tua est terra!

Mistress:
Ave Satanas!

All:
Ave Satanas!

(The Mistress kisses the Priest. The Priest makes the sign of the inverted pentagram
over the congregation, saying:)



We, the spawn of Chaos, curse N.N.

All:
We curse N.N.

Priest:
N.N. will writhe and die

All:
N.N. will writhe and die!

Priest:
By our will, destroyed

All:
By our will, destroyed!

Priest:
Kill and laugh!

All:
Kill and laugh!

Priest:
Kill and laugh and then dance to our Prince

All:
Kill and laugh and then dance to our Prince!

Priest:
N.N. is dying!

All:
N.N. is dying!

Priest:
N.N. is dead!

All:
N.N. is dead

Priest:
We have killed and now glory in the killing!

All:
We have killed and now glory in the killing!

(The Priest laughs, then the congregation laugh, jumping and dancing with glee. They
continue until the Mistress rings the bell
twice, The Priest points to her. She says:)



The Earth rejects N.N.

All:
You reject N.N.

(The Mistress picks up the image, holds it for the congregation to see and then places
it on the graveyard earth, folding the
black cloth over it. She places the cloth with the earth and image within it, inside the
coffin. She turns to the congregation,

saying:)
N.N. is dead.

(The congregation begin to dance, counter sunwise, chanting the Diabolus (see
chants).After the chant, they gather round the
coffin and the Mistress. The Priest says to them:)

Fratres, ut meum ac vestrum sacrificium acceptabile fiat apud Satanas.

(The Priest has sexual intercourse on the altar with the Priestess while the
congregation clap their hands in approval, chanting

'Ave Satanas!' repeatedly as they do so. After the climax, the Priest withdraws, the
Mistress kisses the Priestess on the lips and

then 'locis muliebribus'. She then kisses each member of the congregation. The Priest,
after this, makes the sign of the inverted

pentagram over the coffin, saying loudly:)

N.N. is dead and we all have shared in this death. N.N. is dead and we rejoice !

Mistress:
Dignum et justum est.

(The Priest and the congregation laugh. The Mistress then goes toward the Priest,
takes his penis in her mouth until he is erect
again. Then she stands back to admire her work, saying to the congregation:)

I who bring life, also take.

(She then passes her hands over the coffin, visualizing as she does so, the dead body
of N.N. lying in a coffin. She takes up the
coffin and leaves the Temple. As she leaves, the Priest says:)

Feast now, and rejoice, for we have killed, doing the work of our Prince!

(He begins the orgy of lust in the Temple. The Mistress takes the coffin to a small
grave, outside, prepared beforehand. She

places the coffin in Earth, covers it with earth saying: 'N.N. you are dead, now, killed
by our curse.' She completes the burial

and leaves the area.)



Vil
The Pledging

(Note: this is the traditional Satanic wedding ceremony.)

Setting:
Temple - or outdoor area within circle of nine stones.

Participants:

Master - purple robes

Mistress - viridian robes

Priestess and Priest - black robes

Congregation - black robes

(Those who are making their pledge wear crimson robes)

Preparation:

Altar covered with black cloth on which is woven the sigil of the Tree of Wyrd with

the connecting paths. Purple candles to be

used. Chalices of mead. Silver bowl on altar containing inflammable liquid. Small

square of parchment. Sharp knife. Two silver

rings, provided by those making their pledge. Ash incense to be burnt.
The-Ceremony

The congregation et al assemble in the Temple: the Master and Mistress standing
before the altar with the Priest and
Priestess beside them. When all is ready, the Master rings the Temple bell nine times
as a signal to the Guardian who leads
those desirous of pledging into the Temple where they stand before the altar.

The Master and Mistress greet both with a kiss, saying:

We, Master and Mistress of the Temple greet you.

(The Priestess and the Priest together chant 'Agios o Satanas Agios o Satanas!' This
chant is repeated by the congregation.

After, the Master says:)

We are gathered here to join in oath through our sinister magick this man and this
woman. Together they shall be as inner

sancturies to our gods!

(The Mistress turns to the congregation, saying:)

Hail to they who come in the names of our gods! We speak the forbidden names!
Agios o Baphomet!

Congregation:
Agios o Baphomet

Mistress:



Agios o Atazoth!

Congregation:
Agios o Atazoth

Mistress:
Agios o Satanas!

Congregation:
Agios o Satanas!

(The Master turns to the betrothed, saying:)

Do you, known in this world as (he states the name

of the spaeman) accept as spaewife this lady .......

(he states the Initiated name of the lady) known in

this world as ....... (he states the name of the lady)
according to the precepts of our Temple and to the glory
of our Lord Satan?

Spaeman:
I do.

(The Master says to the lady:)

Do you known in this world as ...... (he states the name of the lady) accept as spaeman
this jarl ...... (he states the name of the
jarl) according to the precepts of our Temple and to the glory of our Lord Satan?

Spaewife:
I do.

Master:
Then give as a sign of your pledge, these rings.

(The Mistress takes the silver rings from the altar and the jarl and his lady place them
on the fingers of each other's left hand.
The Mistress turns to the congregation saying:)

Thus in oath and magick they are joined.
(The Master raises his arms, saying:)

See them! Hear them! Let it be known among you and others of our kind, that should
anyone here assembled or dwelling

elsewhere seek to render asunder this jarl and his lady against the desire of that jarl
and that lady, then shall that person or

persons be cursed, cast out and made by our magick to die a miserable death! Hear
my words and heed them! Hear me, all



you gathered in my Temple! Hear me, all you bound by the magick of our Lord the
Prince of Darkness! Hear me, you dark
gods gathering to witness this rite!

(The Mistress takes up the knife and the square of parchment as the jarl and his lady
hold out their left hands. She swiftly cuts
their thumbs, presses drops of each blood onto the parchment and then presses the two
thumbs together. She then presses the
thumb of the jarl to the forehead of the lady and then the thumb of the lady against the
forehead of the jarl, marking both in
blood. The parchment is cast into the silver bowl and the Priestess lights the liquid in
this.

The following statement is then read out first by the lady and then the jarl. This
statement is usually written/printed on a card
which is kept on the altar and handed to the lady by the Priest after the Priestess
ignites the liquid in the bowl:)

Esse filo captum palchritudinis suae, et nil amplius desiderare, quam ejus amplexu
frui: et omen concubitum - ex commixtione

hominis cum Diabolo et Baphomet aliquoties nascuntur hominis, et tali modo
nasciturum esse Anti-Nazarenus.

(After this is read by the jarl, the Priest takes the card and replaces it on the altar while
the Mistress comes forward to kiss first
the lady then the jarl. The Master does likewise, after which he says:)

I declare them pledged!

(The congregation et al then exchange greetings with the spaeman and his wife. The
Priest and Priestess hand out the chalices
which are emptied. A feast usually follows the ceremony.)

NOTE: Either party can end the joining at any time by placing their ring on the altar
and informing the Master or Mistress who
announce the parting at the next Temple gathering.
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VIII
The Rite of Initiation

Introduction:

The candidate is usually sponsored by an existing Initiate, and this member
accompanies the candidate of the test of fidelity

which the Master or Mistress of the Temple specifies. The candidate also undergoes a
test of knowledge (relating to what he or

she has learned of Temple teachings during the six-month probationary period) and a
test of courage.

The text given below is for a male candidate: for a female candidate, the text should
be altered in the appropriate places.



Participants:

Master of the Temple - in scarlet robes

Mistress of Earth - sexually alluring scarlet robes

Priestess - naked, upon altar (if male candidate)

Priest - naked, upon altar (if female candidate)

Guardian of the Temple - dressed in black and wearing a face mask
Congregation - Black robes

Preparation:
The candidate provides a new black robe, designed according to the precepts of the
Temple. This is given to the Master before
the ritual and placed on the altar. The candidate attends the ritual in a coarse brown
garment which can be easily removed.

The ritual takes place at sunset. A small phial containing a civit-based oil is placed
on the altar. Black candles to be used,
incense of the Moon burnt (petriochor, if available, otherwise hazel). Some
symbolism appropriate to the Moon should also be
present - e.g. quartz crystals. Chalices full of strong wine.

The congregation assemble in the Temple with the Master and Mistress. The
Guardian stands near the Temple entrance. The
candidate is blindfolded and is led into the Temple by the sponsor.

The Rite

(The Master greets the candidate, saying:)

You the nameless have come here to receive that initiation given to all who desire the
greatness of our sinister gods!

(The Master kisses the Mistress who kisses the altar-Priest [or Priestess]. The Master
then says:)

You the nameless have come to give yourself to us and your quest:
To seal with a sinister oath the beliefs and practices

You have accepted since first you were allowed into this

Temple to Satan.

(The Master turns to the congregation, makes the sign of the inverted pentagram over
them with his left hand, and says:)

I greet you all in the name of our Prince. Let his legions
Gather to witness this, our Satanic rite! Veni omnipotens aeterne diabolus!

(The congregation repeat the “Veni' chant after which the Mistress turns to them and
says:)

Dance, | command you! And with the beating of your feet
Raise the legions of our Lord and the Dark Gods who watch
Over our games!



(The congregation now dance, anti-sunwise, chanting the Diabolus as they dance.
While they dance the Master takes a chalice
and raises it, saying:)

You the nameless have come to break the chains that bind!

(The Mistress removes the garment of the candidate leaving naked. The Master
approaches him, puts the chalice to his lips,

saying: 'Drink!' The candidate drinks the wine. The congregation continue their dance
and chant until the Mistress raises her

arms as a signal for them to stop. She says to them:)

Gather round, my children, and feel the flesh of our gift!

(The congregation gather round the candidate and run their hands over all his body.
While they do this, laughing, the Master

chants the 'Veni' chant several times. The Mistress claps her hands twice and the
congregation move away. She kisses the

candidate [whether male or female] and says:)

We the noble rejoice that you have come to seed us with your blood and gifts.

We, the kin of Chaos, welcome you, now nameless. You are the riddle and I the
answer that begins your quest. We, the

cursed, welcome you who by being here among us have dared to defy. In the
beginning there was sacrifice but now we have

words which can bind you through all time to us. In your beginnings - we were. In
your quest - we are. Before you - we

existed. After you - we shall still be. Before us - They who are never named. After us
- They will be, waiting. And you through

this Rite shall be of us and thus of them who are never named. We the fair who garb
ourselves in black through Them possess

this world we call Earth.

(The Master stands before the candidate, saying:)

Do you accept the law as decreed by us?

(The candidate [R] responds:)

I do.

Master:

Do you bind yourself with word, deed and thought, to us the Seed of Satan without
fear and dread?

R:

Ido

Master:



Do you affirm in the presence of this gathering that I am Your Master and that she
who stands before you as I stand before you
is your Mistress?

R:
I do.

Master:
Then understand that the breaking of your word is the Beginning of our wroth! See
him! Hear him! Know him!

(The Master points to the candidate and the congregation gather round him, touching
him again. After this, the Mistress
-removes his blindfold. The Master says to the candidate:)

Do you renounce the Nazarene Yeshua the deciever, and all his works ?

R:
I do renounce Yeshua the deceiver and all his works.

Master:
Do you affirm Satan?

R:
1 do affirm Satan.

Master:
Satan, whose word is Chaos?

R:
Satan, whose word is Chaos.

Master:
Then break this symbol which we detest.

(The Mistress hands the candidate a suitably defiled wooden cross which the
candidate breaks and thrown it to the ground.)

Master:

Now receive as a symbol of your new desire and as a Sign

Of your oath this sigil of Satan. This sign shall be the

Power which I as Master wield shall always be a part of

You - a symbol to those who can see and the Mark of our Prince.

(The Mistress hands the phial of oil to the Master who traces the sign of the inverted
pentagram on the forehead of the

candidate, vibrating as he does so the name the candidate has chosen. The Mistress
then stands behind the candidate and

traces with her left forefinger, the sigil of the Temple on the back of the candidate,
chanting 'Agios o Satanas' as she does so. If



there be no Temple sigil, she traces the inverted pentagram. She stands before the
candidate. If the candidate is male, she

kisses him on the forehead, then the lips, the chest and penis. If the candidate is
female, she kisses her on the forehead, each

breast, then pubis. After this, she claps her hands once as a signal for the Guardian to
come forward. As he does, she says to

the candidate:)

Now you must be taught the wisdom of our way!

(The Guardian seizes the candidate and holds his/her arms, forcing them to kneel
before the Mistress who laughs and says:)

See, all you gathered in my Temple: here is he who thought
He knew our secret - he who secretly admired himself for
His cunning! See how our strength overcomes him!

(The congregation laugh while the Master blindfolds the candidate again. The
Guardian then binds the hands of the candidate
with cord. The Mistress then whispers to the candidate, saying: 'Lay down, keep your
silence and be still!' The congregation
and the Guardian leave the Temple.

The Master then has sexual intercourse with the Priestess on the altar [or if the
candidate 1s female, the Mistress has
intercourse with the Priest]. In both versions, this task may be delegated to a member
of the congregation, chosen before the
ritual by either the Master or Mistress. The male or female member so chosen stays in
the Temple when the congregation
depart.

After-the act, the Priestess [or Priest] is assisted down from the altar, and the
Master and Mistress [and the one chosen to
perform in their stead, if present] leave the Temple. The Priestess [or Priest then
approaches the candidate, saying:)

Recieve from me and through me the gift of your Initiation
So it has been, so it is, and so shall it be again.

(They then unbind and remove the blindfold from the candidate and sexual
intercourse takes place. After, the Priestess [or

Priest] fetches the robe from the altar and dresses the candidate in it. She [or he] then
briefly leaves the Temple to announce to

the congregation et al 'So-it is done according to our desires! The congregation et al
then return to the Temple, each greeting

the new Initiate with a kiss. The chalices are handed round, and the members take
their pleasure as they wish.)

NOTES: For the ritual of Initiation, the Priestess is chosen for the pleasure she obtains
from coitus, the Guardian for his .s

physical strength; if the candidate is female, the altar-priest chosen for his control
during coitus - he should bring the Mistress to



ecstasy,. without himself losing control, thus saving elixir for the candidate. It is the
duty of the Mistress to find among the
Temple members someone to fulfil this role, although she may delegate this task to a
female member of the Temple, the person
being chosen by the obvious experimentation. Those thus chosen are then invested
with their office of altar-Priest or Priestess
and hold this office for a year and a day.

If possible, candidates should know no details of the Rite of Initiation - i.e. they
should not be told what to expect. For this
reason, members of the Temple should take a vow of silence regarding the Rite,
promising not to reveal its details to
nonmembers and candidates, Thus, the 'Black Book' should for this and other reasons
never be shown to non-Initiates.

IX
Consecration of the Temple

Preparations:
Incense of Mars to be burnt for several hours before the ritual is due to begin. The
Temple itself is furnished as for a Black
Mass. One chalice contains The Elixir.

(To make The Elixir: the night before the ritual, the Master has sexual intercourse
in the Temple [the Temple having been
already furnished, with altar etc.] at the moment of his ecstasy depositing his seed in
an empty chalice. To this, the Priestess ad
adds seven drops of her own blood [taken from her left forefinger following
intercourse], three pinches of soil [finely ground
and dried] taken from a grave in a graveyard on the night of the full moon, ground and
dried shavings from an oak tree
collected on a night when Saturn is rising, and strong wine to fill the chalice. The
chalice is left on the altar until the ritual begins.)

The Master enters the Temple before the congregation, and seal seals the
dimensions according to the Rite of Sealing:

For this, a crystal tetrahedron is required. It should be as large as possible and made
of quartz. The person conducting the
rite, places both their hands on the crystal (which may be on an altar) and visualizes a
rent appearing in a star studded sky. This
rent gradually spreads its darkness down toward the crystal, enclosing it and the
surroundings. The person then vibrates:

Binan Ath Ga Wath Am.
This vibration is repeated seven times. The person then says:
From dark dimensions I call thee forth!

The person then visualizes a darkness entering the crystal. After, the person bows to
the crystal. The Rite is then complete, the



person removing their hands and moving away from the crystal.

Participants:

Master of the Temple - in black robes
Priestess - in black robes
Congregation - in black robes

(Note: if the group in question is run by a Mistress, then she assumes the role
allocated to the Master, and a Priest is present
instead of a Priestess. For producing the Elixir, the procedure above is followed
although the blood is that of the Mistress an
the seed that of the Priest.)

The Dedication

The Master goes to the entrance of the Temple, and ushers the congregation in.
They enter chanting the Sanctus Satanas
(see Chants) walking counter sunwise three times around the altar. They continue
chanting until the Master claps his hands
twice. He stands behind the altar, facing the congregation, the Priestess beside him.
He says to the congregation:

Consorts of Satan! We gather here in this place at this Hour to dedicate this Temple to
our sinister work. We Summon forth

Satan, Prince of Darkness and Guardian of the Gate to the Dark Gods, to witness our
rite of Dedication. For this shall be a

Temple wherein we shall celebrate the Mysteries and the joys of life - wherein we and
others Shall partake of the Elixir which is

black to the blind. Mindful then of our sinister past which has made this Work of
darkness possible, let us re-affirm our

allegiance.

(All present recite the 21 Satanic Points. After, the Master spreads his hands over the
chalice containing The Elixir and vibrates

'Agios o Satanas'. He then kisses the Priestess who goes to kiss each member of the
congregation. Then he holds up the

-chalice, saying:)

As it has been, so it is and so shall it be again by the Power of our Prince, Satan, and
the powers of They who are Never

named. From dark dimensions they will come while we sleep as this Temple becomes
a Gate to their world!

(He places the chalice back upon the altar, spreads his hands over the crystal
tetrahedron and vibrates 'Nythra' three times.

After this, he takes up the chalice, sprinkles some of its contents toward the
congregation and Priestess and then over the altar.

He then sprinkles more around the entrance to the Temple before walking counter
sunwise around the Temple sprinkling the



walls and floor. He then pours the remainder of the contents around the base of the
altar. He replaces the empty chalice on the
altar, turns to the congregation, saying:)

So, another chapter in our history is begun. Let the Rite of The Black Mass begin!

(He assists the one chosen before hand as altar-Priest to remove his robe and take his
place upon the altar. The Mass then

begins. The Mass follows the text in the Black Book except that the Priestess assumes
both the role of the Mistress and her

own role as Priestess, and the Master concludes the Mass with the following words
[after the 'Mistress' has said ... let us enjoy

the gifts of life."])

By my Power - the Power of Satan, Prince of Darkness - I Declare this Temple
charged!

(The usual orgy/feast that follows the Black Mass begins.)

X
The Dying time

Setting:

Outdoors, in an isolated location. A funeral pyre is prepared by the Guardian. An
ellipse of nine stones should be made

enclosing the pyre. Wooden goblets, sufficient in number for each participant, should
be filled with mead and kept ready on a

wooden table (oak if possible) away from the pyre.

Participants:

Master

Mistress

Priest

Priestess

Congregation
Guardian
(all are in black robes)

Additional Guardians may be appointed to guard access to the site, ensuring privacy.
The Rite

(The body of the deceased member is brought in a light wooden casket, carried by
members of the Temple toward the stones
and the pyre. It is covered with a crimson drape. After the casket has been placed on
the pyre, all present gather round,
outside the ellipse of stones.

The Master begins the Rite by saying:)

Agios o Satanas! We gather here to pay homage to our brother/sister who by his/her
life and magick did deeds of glory to the



honour of our name! Agios o Satanas!

Congregation:
Agios o Satanas!

Master:
Agios o Baphomet!

Congregation:
Agios o Baphomet!

Mistress:

So shall we lamenting remember the glorious deeds still waiting to be done!
Master:

So shall we lamenting remember the glorious deeds still waiting to be done!

Congregation:
So shall we lamenting remember the glorious deeds still waiting to be done!

(The Priest and Priestess hand out the goblets. When this is done, the Master raises his
head toward the pyre, saying:)

Ad Satanas qui laetificat juventutem meam.

(The Mistress then lights the pyre. As it burns, the Master drinks from his goblet,
throwing the empty vessel into the flames. The

congregation et al then raise their own goblets, say the 'Ad Satanas' chant, drink and
likewise cast the empty goblets into the

flames. The Mistress is the last to drink. After she has thrown her own goblet, she

says:)

May our memories linger to haunt the spaces and the dark! So it has been, so it is and
so shall it be again!

(The gathering then depart from the site. It is the duty of the Guardian [and his
helpers, if any) to attend to and watch over the

pyre, ensuring the casket and contents are reduced by flames. What remains is left, to
be scattered as it will.)

XI
The Ceremony of Recalling

Introduction:

The Ceremony exists in three versions. The one given here is the one most often used
today - where the 'Sacrificial Conclusion'

is symbolic. In former times, the Priest, having been chosen according to tradition a
year before, was ritually sacrificed by the

Mistress and Master. This version is published in OPFER (Fenrir Vol II No 2).This
sacrificial Ceremony traditionally occurs

once every cycle of seventeen years.



Preparations:
The night before the ritual, the Priestess bakes the consecrated cakes made from
wheat, water (spring), egg, honey and animal
fat. The congregation gather outside the Temple, the Master and Mistress wait within.
The Guardian leads the Priest toward the
congregation and the Priestess blindfolds the Priest. She then leads him to each
member of the Temple who kiss him.

The Temple itself is furnished with red candles; Incense of Jupiter to be burning.
Quartz tetrahedron on plinth or altar. Phial
containing musk oil.

Participants:
Master - in black robes
Mistress of Earth - white robes
Priestess - in a red robe tied with a white sash
Guardian of the Temple - black robe, with face mask
Priest ('The Chosen One'/Opfer) - white robe
Congregation - red robes

The Ceremony

(The Priestess and Guardian lead the Priest into the Temple and are followed by the
congregation. The Mistress greets the
Priest with a kiss while the Master vibrates [with his hands on the tetrahedron] 'Agios
o Atazoth'.

After this, the congregation chant the 'Diabolus' [see Chants] while slowly walking,
counter sunwise, around the Priest in a
circle. This chant is repeated seven times. The Master and Mistress [or two Temple
members chosen and trained as Cantors]
then chant in parallel and a fourth apart according to the Principles of Esoteric Chant,
the 'Agios o Baphomet' chant. This chant
may be an octave and a fourth apart. However, should for whatever reason,
those conducting the ritual be unable to chant in this manner, the Agios o Baphomet
may be vibrated seven times according to
the principles of esoteric vibration. [ The magick is more powerful if the chant is sung
in parallel as indicated.] During this, the
Guardian lifts the Priest onto the altar and the Priestess removes his robe.

After the chant, the Mistress then anoints the body of the Priest with the oil while
the congregation walk, as before, chanting
the Diabolus. After the anointing, the Priestess and Mistress remove their robes, the
Priestess then arouses the 'secret fire' of
the Priest with her lips - without bringing him to ecstasy however. When she is
satisfied, she signals to the Guardian who lifts the
Priest from the altar and forces him to kneel before the Priestess. The Master then
kneels before the Mistress at which point the
congregation cease their chanting and gather round forming a circle. The Priestess
copies the Mistress in both words and
actions, using the Priest.

The Mistress places her hands on the head of the Master and the Master says:)



It is the protection and juices of your body that I seek

(The Mistress opens her thighs, and the Master drinks. The Guardian forces the Priest
to do likewise to the Priestess. Then, the
Mistress pushes him away, saying:)

As you have drunk so shall you die!

Master:

I pour my kisses at your feet and kneel before you

Who crushes your enemies and who washes in a basin full of
Their blood. I lift my eyes to gaze upon the beauty of body

- You who are the daughter of and a Gate to our Dark Gods:
They who are never named. I lift my voice to stand

(He here stands)

Before you my sister and offer you my body so that my
Mage's seed shall feed your virgin flesh.

Mistress:

Kiss me and I shall make you as an eagle to its prey.

Touch me and I shall make you as a strong sword that

Severs and stains my Earth with blood.

Taste me and I shall make you as a seed of corn which

Grows toward the sun and never dies. Plough me and plant me
With your seed

And I shall make you as a Gate which opens to our gods!

(The Mistress goes to the Priest and whispers to him:)
Take me, for she is me and I am yours!

(She then removes the blindfold and pushes him into the arms of the Priestess. She
then has congress with the Master while the

congregation continue with their slow walk and chanting. After the priest has
achieved his ecstasy, the Mistress says:)

So you have sown and from your sowing gifts may come if
You obedient heed these words I speak.

(The Guardian gives her the sash from the robe of the

Priestess. She claps her hands twice and the congregation, the -
Priest and Priestess gather round her, the Master and the Guardian
She says:)

I know you my dark children: you are sinister yet none
Of you is as sinister or as deadly as 1.

I know you and the thoughts within all your hearts:
Yet not one of you is as hateful or as loving as 1.

With a glance I can strike you dead!



(She goes to each member, kissing them in turn - on the lips and removing their robes.
She then points to the Priest and the

Guardian comes forward to hold him while she-binds his hands with the sash. She
then blindfolds him and the Guardian lays him

on the floor, covering his prostrate body with the robe of the Mistress. He lies still and
motionless while the Mistress says to the

congregation:)

No guilt shall bind you here; no thought restrict.
Feast then and enjoy but ever remember that [ am the
Wind that snatches your soul!

(The Guardian then leaves the Temple, returning with trays of wine and food prepared
before-hand. The congregation feast and

drink and take their pleasures according to their desire always leaving a circle around
the Priest clear [the circle may be drawn

on the floor before the Ceremony and the Priest placed within it by the Guardian at
the appropriate point]. The feasting and

pleasures continue until the altar candles are burnt to a line inscribed previously by
the Master - this being of sufficient duration

for plentiful pleasures to be enjoyed. At this point the Mistress claps her hands seven
times and the congregation et al [apart

from Mistress, Priestess and Master] leave the Temple. The Priestess removes the
blindfold of the Priest, unbinds and uncovers

him and helps him to his feet. She then leads him out from the Temple. The Master
and Mistress then take their own pleasure,

directing the energies of their own congress and those present within the Temple
toward a specific aim or intention.)

NOTES: 1) During the feasting, the Master and Mistress abstain and instead begin to
direct the energy released via the

Ceremony into the crystal (using visualization etc). This energy may then be left
stored there, or they may elect to release it

during the conclusion toward the aim or intention. However, should they wish, they
may direct the energy into the Priest. If this

is done the Priest should be informed beforehand and told to observe the effects over
several days. This latter procedure is

intended mainly for new initiates and is an aid to their magickal development.

2) The Ceremony may be performed on a regular basis, the Master choosing the Priest
who is notified only just before the start

of the ritual. The ceremony may also be performed with a Priestess as 'Opfer’, the
ritual following the text above except that the

roles of the Priest and Priestess are reversed.

3) At the discretion of the Master or Mistress, the Ceremony may be extended - the
Priest (or Priestess) being left in the

Temple over night, the Ceremony in this instance being begun at sunset and finally
concluding at sunrise. For this extension, the



energy present is always sent into the Priest (or Priestess). The person chosen for this
can be any member of the Temple. In

this, the Master, Mistress and Priestess leave the congregation, the member chosen
being told to remain lying and unmoving

until the Master returns at dawn.

XII
Satanic Orders

For a long time, traditional Satanism was taught on an individual basis from Master
(or Mistress) to pupil/Initiate, this Initiate
following the path to Adeptship under guidance. When ceremonial rituals were
undertaken, it was in secret with only members
of long standing attending. The few Initiates that were accepted had to undergo a
probationary period of several years before
being allowed to participate.

It was one of the duties of the Master and Mistress to guide their pupils along the
difficult path toward magickal mastery, and
to this end 'internal magick' was employed, this system of internal magick being
gradually extended and refined over the
centuries. In its initial stages, genuine Satanism is all about the Initiate experiencing
the dark or shadow aspect of themselves
and in the past the Initiate was instructed to experience in reality many things.
Sometimes, the Master or Mistress would lead
them into specific situations (some of which would be dangerous) for the Initiate to
learn from them. Some of these experiences
were unconventional and frowned on by 'conventional society' -and some would have
been 'illegal' as well. Of course, such
methods were difficult, but for the Initiates who survived or remained at liberty they
provided genuine experience and self
insight. However, gradually, (at least in traditional Satanism) a means was found to
'short-circuit' these evolutionary
experiences: whereas in the past most of them would have been practical in the sense
of taking the individual to his or her limits,
the new techniques became 'internalized'. That is, they tended to be magickally based
rather than practical. The essence of the
new methods was and still is the 'Grade Rituals'.

The Grade Rituals (the first of which is Initiation) are a series of tasks and
undertakings, and the individual who follows the
procedure of a Grade Ritual (the main Grade Rituals are given in detail in NAOS - A
Practical Guide to Sinister Hermetic
Magick') will achieve magickal understanding and self insight of a kind appropriate to
the Grade Ritual being undertaken. There
are seven Grade Rituals, and these take the individual from Initiate to External Adept
to Internal Adept and thence to
Master/Mistress and beyond. Associated with the Grade Rituals are other tasks, and
these form the basis of the training of the
Satanic Initiate! By their very nature, they produce a specific type of individual: one,
that is, imbued with the Satanist spirit.



The Grade Ritual of Internal Adept involves the individual in living in isolation for
at least three months, and if this is
undertaken according to the principles of the rite itself, the individual will emerge as a
genuine Adept. Naturally, this ritual is not
easy.

The next stage involves the individual in entering the Abyss: Of becoming part of
the acausal, that is, of allowing acausal/
chaotic energies to enter consciousness without any means of Conscious control, This
magickal part of the Grade Ritual is
Preceded by a physical part (for men: walking alone and unaided a distance of 80
miles beginning at sunrise on the first day and
ending at sunset on the second day; for women: the distance is 56 miles).

This physical part is essential (and the time limit and conditions must be rigidly
observed) since it drains the candidate both
physically and mentally, the candidate then having few 'barriers'. This ritual is also
not easy to undertake.

Thus it can be seen that the training of Initiates in genuine Satanic Orders is both
comprehensive and difficult, for Satanic
Orders are not religious institutions committed to indoctrinating their members, just as
they are not groups for the discussion and
study of magickal and Occult topics. They are places where real sinister magick is
undertaken - this real magick is difficult and
may at times be dangerous. Genuine Satanists do not talk - they do; they do not seek
to study obscure legends and myths
pertaining to the dark side - they become, through sinister magick, the dark side itself;
they do not flit from one 'group' to
another, from one system to another - they follow the techniques of the seven-fold
way, under guidance, to the very end
refusing to give in when things become difficult and dangerous. In short, they
exemplify the spirit of the Satanist: that
life-affirming ecstasy which both conquers and defies.
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Sinister Chant

Sinister chant is divided into three distinct methods, all of which have the same
general aim - to produce magickal energy.
The type and effect of this energy varies according to the method employed.

The first method is the vibration of words and phrases; the second is chanting, and
the third is 'Esoteric Chant' - that is, the
following of a specific text which is chanted in one of the esoteric modes. Esoteric
Chant is explained in detail in NAOS.

Vibration is the simplest method, and involves the individual 'projecting' the sound.
A deep breath is taken, and the first part
of the word to be vibrated is 'expelled' with the exhalation of breath. This exhalation
must be controlled - that is, the intensity of
sound should be prolonged (not less than ten seconds for each part of the word) and as
constant as possible. The person
undertaking the vibration then inhales, and the process is repeated for the second part
of the word and so on.



Thus 'Satanas' would be vibrated as Sa - tan - as. The vibration is not a shout or a
scream but a concentration of sound
energy. Vibration should involve the whole body and should be a physical effort.
Regular practice is essential in mastering the
technique, and the individual should learn to project at varying distances (from ten to
thirty feet or more) as well as enhance the
power of the vibration itself. The essence of the method is controlled sound of the
same intensity throughout each part of the
word and the whole word and/or text.

Chanting is essentially the singing of words or text in a regular 'monotone’ - that is,
in the same key, although the last part of
the chant is usually 'embellished' to a certain extent by first chanting on a higher note
and then a lower one. The pace of the
chant varies, and can be slow (or 'funerial') or fast (or ecstatic) depending on the
ceremony and the mood of the participants.

It is one of the tasks of the Master or Mistress who runs the Temple to train the
congregation and new members in all three
methods of chant, and to this end regular sessions of practice should be held. Chant,
of whatever type, when correctly
performed is one of the keys to the generation of magickal energy during a ceremonial
ritual and, like the dramatic performance
of a ritual, its importance cannot be overemphasized.

Satanic Chants:

1) Diabolus

Dies irae, dies illa

Solvet Saeclum in favilla
Teste Satan cum sibylla.
Quantos tremor est futurus
Quando Vindex est venturus
Cuncta stricte discussurus.
Dies irae, dies illa!

2) Sanctus Satanas

Sanctus Satanas, Sanctus
Dominus Diabolus Sabaoth.
Satanas - venire!

Satanas - venire!

Ave, Satanas, ave Satanas.
Tui sunt caeli,

Tua est terra,

Ave Satanas!

3) Oriens Splendor



Oriens splendor lucis aeternae
Et Lucifer justitae: veni

Et illumine sedentes in tenebris
Et umbra mortis.

4) General chants:

* Ad Satanas qui laetificat juventutem meam. (To Satan, giver of youth and
happiness.)

* Veni, omnipotens aeterne diabolus! (Come, almighty eternal devil!)
* Pone, diabolus, custodiam! (Devil, set a guard.)
5) Invokation to Baphomet

We stand armed and dangerous before the bloody fields of history;
Devoid of dogma - but ready to carve, to defy the transient:
Ready to stab forth with our penetrative will,

Strain every leash, run yelling down the mountainside of Man:
Ready and willing to immolate world upon world

With our stunning blaze.

And let them all sing that WE were here, as Masters

Among the failing speciens called Man.

Our being took form in defiance

To stand before your killing gaze.

And now we travel from flame to flame

And tower from the will to the glory!

AGIOS O BAPHOMET! AGIOS O BAPHOMET!

Picture Atu VII
Introduction

A Satanist Temple or group can be formed for three reasons: 1) to practice
authentic Satanism; 2) to experience the reality
of Sinister Magick; and 3) as a task of the External Adept. This part of the 'Black
Book' applies to all three: those who have
not as yet been Initiated by an established traditional Satanist Temple but who wish to
begin practical Satanism for whatever
personal reason, should undertake the ritual of Self-Initiation given in chapter XI, then
put into practice the advice given in
chapter XII about organizing and running a practical group.

If you undertake the self-Initiation, you should as soon as possible find an
individual of the opposite sex who is interested in
Black Magick. You can then Initiate this person, using the ritual of Initiation in Part
One as your guide. You should find



somewhere suitable to use as a Temple and dedicate this according to the Dedication
in Part One.

You should then give your Temple a suitable Sinister name (such as The Temple of
Satan) and begin to recruit members,
your companion acting as Priestess/Priest and/or Mistress/Master. The gifts and joys
of Satan will then be yours to enjoy.

However, should you wish to go further and begin the sevenfold sinister way, you
should obtain a copy of 'Naos' and begin
to undertake hermetic and internal magick, continuing with your running your Temple
until and if you decide to undertake the
Grade Ritual of Internal Adept. The choice is yours.

), 4\
Self-Initiation

Two rituals will be given - one for an indoor location, and one for an outdoor one.
Choose the one you feel is most suitable
for you.

I - Indoor

Set aside an area for the performance of the ritual and in this erect an altar and
cover it with a black cloth. (The altar may be
a table,). Obtain some black candles, some candle holders, some hazel incense, a
quartz crystal or crystals. You will also need
two small squares of parchment (or expensive woven paper), a quill type pen, a sharp
knife, some sea salt, a handful of
graveyard earth (obtained on a night of the new moon) and a chalice which you
should fill with wine. All of these items should
be placed on the altar.

Should you wish, you may also obtain a black robe of suitable design. If not, you
should dress all in black for the ritual.

An hour before sunset, enter your Temple area, face east and chant the Sanctus
Satanas twice. Then say, loudly,

To you, Satan, Prince of Darkness and Lord of the Earth,
I dedicate this Temple: let it become, like my body,
A vessel for your power and an expression of your glory!
Then vibrate 'Agios o Satanas' nine times. After this, take up the salt and sprinkle it
over the altar and around the room,
saying:
With this salt I seal the power of Satan in!
Take the earth and cast it likewise, saying:

With this earth I dedicate my Temple. Satanas - venire! Satanas venire! Agios 0
Baphomet! I am god imbued with your glory!



Then light the candles on the altar, burn plentiful incense and leave the Temple.
Take a bath, and then return to the Temple.

Once in the Temple, do the 'Sinister Blessing' (see Appendix), then facing the altar,
lightly prick your left forefinger with the
knife. With the blood and using the pen inscribe on one parchment the Occult name
you have chosen (see Appendix III for
some suggestions regarding names). On the other inscribe an inverted pentagram.
Hold both parchments up to the East saying:

With my blood I dedicate the Temple of my life!
Then turn counter sunwise three times, saying:

I.... (state the Occult name you have chosen) am here to begin my sinister quest!
Prince of Darkness, hear my oath!

Baphomet, Mistress of Earth, hear me! Hear me, you Dark Gods waiting beyond the
Abyss!

Burn the parchments in the candles. (Note: it is often more practical to fill a vessel
with spirit and place the parchments in this
and then set the spirit alight. However if you have chosen woven paper, this method
will not be necessary.) As they burn, say:

Satan, may your power mingle with mine as my blood now mingles with fire!
Take up the chalice, raise it to the East, saying:

With this drink I seal my oath. I am yours and shall do works to the glory of your
name!

Drain the chalice, extinguish the candles and then depart from the Temple. The

Initiation is then complete.
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II - Outdoor

Find a suitable outdoor area. It should be near a stream, lake or river. The ritual
should be conducted on the night of the full
moon at a time half way between sunset and sunrise.

You will need: ambergris oil, black candles (in lanterns if possible), two squares of
parchment or woven paper, sharp knife
or silver pen, quill-type pen, black robe or clothes. Chalice full of wine.

Begin the ritual by bathing naked in the stream, lake or river. After, rub the
ambergris oil into the body, saying as you do
'Agios o Satanas'. Then change into the robe/clothes and proceed to where the candles
etc have been lain out on the ground.
Light the candles. Then facing East, conduct a Satanic Blessing (see Appendix).
After, chant the Sanctus Satanas,

Then prick your left forefinger with the knife/pin and inscribe one parchment with
your chosen Occult name. Inscribe an



inverted pentagram on the other. Hold both parchments up to the East, saying: "With
my blood I dedicate the Temple of my
life.'

Then turn counter sunwise and three times laying: T ....... (state your Occult name)
am here to begin my sinister quest. Prince
of Darkness, hear me! Hear me, you Dark Gods waiting beyond the Abyss.'

Burn the parchments in the candles. (If parchment, use the method given in I
above.) As they burn, say: 'Satan, may your
power mingle with mine as my blood now mingles with fire!' Take up the chalice and
say: 'With this drink I seal my oath. I am
yours and shall do works to the glory of your name.'

Drain the chalice, extinguish the candles, collect all the items you have used and
depart from the area. The Initiation is then
complete.

XV
Organising and running Satanic Temples

One of the purposes of the Temple is to perform ceremonial Satanic rituals on a
regular basis, and the following schedule is
suggested:

a) Once a month (at a new moon if possible) celebrate the Black Mass. This
celebration should be followed by a feast where

food and wine prepared and/or brought to the Temple by the members is consumed,
this feast itself following on after the orgy

that concludes the Black Mass. Should you, as organiser of the Temple (and thus an
honoury 'Master' or 'Mistress'- the

organiser of a new Temple is generally known by the title of 'Choregos') wish, the
feast only may conclude the Mass - it being

left to your discretion as to when the orgy is to be included. That is, it is not always
necessary to conclude the Mass with an

orgy, although for obvious Satanic reasons, it forms a pleasing end to the Mass.

b) Every fortnight, the members should assemble for a meeting (a sunedrion) where

any member may request magickal aid for

themselves or others. The aid may be of any kind - constuctive, material, or

destructive. Those wishing aid should write their

requests on paper and seal this in an envelope which they place in a special

urn/receptacle kept for this purpose near the

entrance to the Temple. The members should assemble (in robes and barefoot) in the

Temple, and the sunedrion is formally

begun by you, the Choregos, saying 'Let the sunedrion begin'. If a member has been

appointed Guardian (see the list of Offices

at the end of the chapter) he should stand by the entrance to the Temple and refuse

admittance to any members arriving late.

Those present in the Temple then recite the Satanic Creed (see text of Black Mass).
Following this, the Priestess then removes at random two of the requests, which she

reads. The members who have been



chosen thus, acknowledge their requests by bowing to the Priestess. The request first
chosen by the Priestess is performed that
evening, the other at the next full moon. This means that you as Choreges should have
everything in readiness for all possible
hermetic and ceremonial rituals.

The requests may be for anything a member wishes, and it is up to you to decide
how the request may be magickally fulfilled
by choosing an appropriate ceremonial or hermetic ritual. The monthly Black Mass
may be used as a vehicle, for example - you
choosing suitable chants/visualizations for the members desire.

The member requesting help must offer something in return this is usually a
financial donation to the Temple, a ritual object
for use in the Temple, robes for use of members, or their own body for the
gratification of the Choregos or someone chosen by
the Choregos. It is however, the member requesting magickal aid who decides on the
nature of the gift.

Those requests not chosen by the Priestess are considered by the Choregos after the
sunedrion, and those considered
suitable are undertaken as soon as possible, the members being informed.

If you as Choregos choose a hermetic ritual for a request, then you either work
alone or with the member whose request it is
- unless the ritual you choose is a hermetic one, when you work with the
Priestess/Priest or the member if that member has
offered their body as payment for the aid.

After choosing the requests, the members depart from the Temple while you and
the altar brother/sister prepare the Temple
for the ritual you have chosen to fit the first request. During this preparation, the
members should prepare themselves for the
ritual if a ceremonial form has been chosen. Should a hermetic form be chosen, this is
done in the Temple while the members
feast and drink outside of the Temple.

¢) At full moon, an outdoor ritual should be conducted in a suitable location. This
should be either a group invocation to the
Dark Gods (see Chapter XVI) or another ceremonial ritual (for example, the Death
Rite might be chosen because of a
member's request).

You can elect to hold the sunedrion some days before this, or combine the
sunedrion with this ritual, depending on the
number of members, and their commitment. What is important is to establish a pattern
of meetings and rituals.

Teaching:

Another purpose of the Temple should be teaching. You should try and arrange
regular sessions with interested members
-the best time being after the sunedrion and its associated ritual (if any), the best
length for the sessions being around three
quarters of one hour. During these sessions you can explain about the septenary
system, the Star Game, the Satanic Tarot and



so on. (All these and other topics of esoteric Satanism are covered in NAOS.) Thus,
you might organize the following
programme to he held on successive sessions:

1) Introduction to the septenary system - Tree of Wyrd, spheres, correspondences.
i1) Further correspondences, including Tarot images associated with spheres.

ii1) Pathways and their 'demon-forms'. Invokation etc.

1v) Hermetic rituals

v) Introduction to the Star Game

vi) The Satanist Tarot - divination etc.

vii) Esoteric Chant - practice etc.

viil) Practice of playing the Star Game.

Should you wish to follow the seven-fold sinister way yourself, you may set
yourself a suitable physical task, achieve this,
then undertake the Grade Ritual of External Adept. After this, you might begin to
teach internal magick to others - getting them
to work with the pathways and spheres etc. and setting them goals.

Gaining Members:

There are many ways of gaining members. For instance, you might infiltrate
already existing groups (of either Left or Right
Hand Paths) and seek out those interested in working sinister magick. You might also
try and interest friends or the friends of
your companion - using the bait of an 'orgy'. Whatever method you use, try and make
your first ritual dramatic and impressive -
you may decide to use an established ritual like Black Mass, or you might try the
ritual suggested below (First Ritual for a
Choregos). The 'First Ritual' is intended mainly to impress those who may be new to
magick.

You should try and create before hand the right magickal atmosphere, making your
Temple as impressive as possible. Try
and be creative - for example, a 'plasma ball' in a candle lit Temple is more impressive
than a boring collection of old bones and
a skull. Also, do not use symbols and/or Occult designs which you yourself do not
know the meaning of. Keep to the
symbolism of traditional Satanism - that is, the septenary, avoiding using the tired, old
(and inauthentic) symbolism of the
'qabala’. Do no not use any symbolism from old and dead Aeons - for example
Egyptian, Sumerian - as the more pure your
magick is, the more effective it will be. By pure here is meant following a genuine
esoteric tradition like the septenary. In the
beginnings it is often helpful if you feel part of a living, exclusive tradition such as the
one represented in this 'Black Book' and
'Naos'. This adds power and charisma to both you and your magickal workings.

First Ritual:
It is important, before the ritual, for you to prepare those who will be attending.
They should be told that during the ritual they



are to remain silent and not move. They should be told no details of the ritual: only
that it is a Satanic invokation, and they
should not have seen the Temple before. To increase their expectation, you can
arrange to meet them some distance from the
Temple itself. They are then blindfolded and taken to the Temple, the ritual being
begun immediately. (This also applies to new
members of an established Temple.)

Both you and your companion (Priestess/Priest) and any others involved should
have practiced your roles beforehand -
being familiar with the words, gestures and so on.

Aim: The aim of the ritual is to draw down magickal energy by basically hermetic
means with a view to impressing the
'novices' who are present.

Setting: Usually an indoor Temple. Black candles providing the only light. Incense
well (hazel) for hours before the ritual.
Music from a suitably hidden system should be played during the ritual: choose
something 'demonic' which starts slowly and
gradually builds to a climax.

Participants: Choregos and companion (Priestess and Priest)

The Rite:

The congregation are led into the Temple. The Priestess (or Choregos if female)
should wear sexually revealing Clothing. The
music is started by the Choregos who walks past the congregation staring at them and
saying 'Agios 0 Satanas'.

The Choregos and/or Priest then vibrates the 'Agios o Satanas' three times after
which the Priestess kisses each member of
the congregation, rubbing her hands over the genitals of the men as she does so.
Following this, the Choregos/priest declare the
'Invokation to Baphomet' while the Priestess visualizes sinister magickal energy being
drawn down and entering the
congregation.

She then begins a slow, sensual dance to the music while the Choregos/Priest
chants the Dies Irae followed by the
Invokation to Baphomet. He continues to chant the 'Agios o Satanas while
the music builds to a climax. While chanting this he passes behind the congregation,
making passes in the air as he does so. The
Priestess during the dance should continue with the visualization.

While still behind the congregation the Choregos/Priest says aloud: "You are all
His, now! We have words to bind your soul
to us!'

The Priestess ceases her dance, chants 'Agios o Satanas' and then extinguishes the
candles. She then visualizes a sinister/
demonic form entering the Temple near the altar (this form may be one of the
'demons' on the septenary paths - e.g. Shugara).
During this, the Choregos/Priest should chant the name of the chosen entity (e.g.
'Agios o Shugara' Agios o Shugara!'). Do not
expect at this stage a visual manifestation to occur - although this might happen if the
energies are pronounced and/or one of the



congregation is psychically gifted. The aim is to affect the sub-conscious of the
congregation.

After this, there should be silence for some minutes (the music having ended). The
Priestess then says 'It is over' and the
Choregos/Priest leads the congregation from the Temple.

Note: One of the best means is for the Choregos/Priest to use a tabor or small hand-
drum to accompany the ritual and the
dance, instead of recorded music.

Temple Grades:

Temple members can be appointed to the following positions: Guardian of the
Temple, Altar Brother (or Sister), Thurifer,
Keeper of the Books.

The Thurifer is responsible for keeping the Temple incensed during and before a
ritual: this may be by either using a thurifer,
or a static incense burner. The altar brother/sister is responsible for ensuring the
Temple is ready for a ritual: the candles lit,
incense ready and so on. The Keeper of the Books is responsible for ensuring the
safety of the Black Book and other Temple
books and manuscripts, as well as ensuring the Book and/or altar cards are in place in
readiness for a ritual.

In addition the Choregos can appoint any member to be a Priest or Priestess for
either a specific ritual or for a year and a
day. A Priest, when officiating in Temple rituals wears a medallion inscribed with
either an inverted pentagram or inverted
septagon; a Priestess wears an amber necklace and may also opt to wear a silver ankle
chain.

The sign of a Choregos is, for men, a plain black ring worn on the left hand.
Temple members may wear, for men, a ring set
with quartz and worn on the left hand, and, for women, a quartz Necklace.

XVI
Invokation to the Dark Gods

To open a Star Gate and return the Dark Gods to our causal universe a crystal
tetrahedron made of quartz is required. This
should be as large as possible - and made from a natural shape by a skilled operator.

The rite of returning exists in two versions: the first is suitable for two or more
individuals and involves basic magick; the
second requires detailed preparation and Cantors trained to a high standard in esoteric
chant. The second version is more
powerful, but regular invocation using the first method has the same effect.

L.

The participants for the first version are Priestess and Priest, together with any
number of other Initiates provided male and
female are present in equal numbers. The invokation can, however, take place without
these Initiates - that is, with only the
Priestess and Priest present.



The rite begins on the night of the new moon with Saturn rising if only the Priest
and Priestess are present, otherwise it is
undertaken on the night of the full moon. The rite should if possible be conducted on
an isolated hill-top and the Priest and
Priestess should both be naked. The congregation should wear black robes. Candles in
lanterns should be placed to mark out a
large circle on the ground.

The invokation begins with the Priest vibrating seven times the phrase Nythra
kthunae Atazoth' while the Priestess holds the
tetrahedron in her hands, palms upward. When the vibration is complete the Priest
places his hands on the tetrahedron and both
vibrate 'Binan ath ga wath am' until the ritual is complete.

After the vibration, the Priestess - still holding the crystal - should lie on the
ground, her head North, the Priest arousing her
with his tongue, The sexual union then begins, with both visualizing the Star Gate
opening and the primal form of Atazoth
coming forth. Atazoth may be visualized as a dark nebulous chaos - a rend in the
fabric of star-studded space which changes
into a Dagon like/dragon entity.

After her sexual climax, the Priestess buries the crystal within the earth of the hill.
When this is done, she vibrates over the
spot 'Aperiatur terra, et germinet CHAOS!' She then signals to the congregation who
cease their chanting. All the participants
then depart from the hill.

Note: The tetrahedron should be well-buried in a spot prepared by the Priest and
Priestess before the rite. If the invokation is
done again, the rite begins with the Priestess unearthing the tetrahedron. It should be
cleaned before the ritual begins - and must
be buried without any covering whatever.
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The second version involves at least eight people including Cantor (s) and Priest
and Priestess. Male and female should be
present in equal numbers. The rite takes place on or around the autumnal equinox or
winter solstice. The best place is an isolate
isolated hilltop.

According to tradition, the best time to invoke is when (autumn equinox) Venus
sets after the sun and the moon itself is very
near the star Dabih; or when (winter solstice) Jupiter and Saturn are near the moon
which is becoming new, the time before
dawn. The first is associated with the 'Star Gate' Dabih, the second with Algol. The
most effective place magickally is a hill top
of pre-Cambrian rock which lies between a line of volcanic intrusion and one of
another rock. The top of the hill should have a
line of pre-Cambrian grit passing through it - this description allowing the hallowed
places, in this country, to be found.

The crystal should be placed on a sheet of mica upon a pediment of oak. The rite
begins with the Cantors vibrating in E



minor Nythra kthunae Atazoth' while at least six of the congregation dance moonrise
around the crystal, Cantors, Priestess and
Priest. This dance is slow and gradually increases in speed, the participants chanting
'Binan ath ga wath am' as they dance.

The Cantors vibrate their phrase seven times at the end of which the Priestess
places her hands on the tetrahedron. The
Cantors (if there is only one, the Priest acts as a cantor) then sing according to
Esoteric Chant - that is, in fourths - the
Diabolus. The Priestess visualizes the Star Gate opening.

After the Diabolus, the Priestess and Priest vibrate 'Binan ath ga wath am' a fifth
apart (or a fifth and an octave) while the
Cantors vibrate the same phrase also a fifth apart. (If only one Cantor is present he
vibrates Atazoth in E minor.) After this
vibration and on a signal from the Priestess, the congregation begin an orgiastic rite,
during which the Priestess continues with
the visualization and the Cantors with the 'Binan ...' chant a fifth apart. The Priest may
visualize the orgiastic energy of the
congregation into a magickal force which forces open the Star Gate, allowing the
Dark Gods to return to Earth.

The Priest and Priestess may then visualize the Chaotic energies as being dispersed
over the Earth.
However, if the ritual is undertaken correctly, the Dark Gods may become manifest.
Should this occur, all the participants
should exult.

Note: This second version may be combined with the Ceremony of Recalling - and
the Sacrificial Conclusion undertaken

according to tradition. The invocation to the Dark Gods begins after the sacrifice with
the Cantor vibrating 'Nythra ..." as above

while the Mistress anoints the participants with the Red Elixir. For this combined
ritual, the Mistress in the 'Ceremony' assumes

the role of 'Priestess' in the invocation: the Master that of the Priest. This combined
ritual is rightly forbidden, for it is the most

sinister ritual that exists, its performance actually calling back to Earth in physical
form the Dark Gods themselves.

I
A Satanic Blessing

Vibrate the following toward the person or area:
Agios ischyros Baphomet!
After, and with the left hand, extending the forefinger, consruct in the air an inverted

pentagram, beginning at the right corner,
thus:



Do this in one unbroken movement. When it is complete, strike the area of the
heart with your right hand, saying:

Agios athanatos.
The blessing is then complete.

11
The Sinister Creed

1.Satan in particular and the Dark Gods in general are a means to self-fulfillment
and self-understanding.
2.0nly by journeying through the darkness within us and without can we attain self-
divinity and thus fulfil the potentiality of
our existence.
3.0ur rites, ceremonies and practices are all life-affirming, and show us the ecstasy
of existence and the self-overcoming of
the true Adept.
4.We are feared because we defy and seek to know and thus understand. We rejoice
in living: in all its pleasures but most
particularly in its possibilities. We thus extend the frontiers of evolution while
others sleep or cry.
5.We detest all that enervates and would rather die than submit to anyone or
anything - this pride is the pride of Satan, and
Satan is a symbol of our defiance and a sign of our life-enhancing energy. Others
see our way of living and our way of
dying and are afraid.
6.When we hate we hate openly and with arrogance, and when we love, we love
with a passion to match this arrogance:
always mindful never to love anyone so much that we cannot see them die, for
death is a natural changing of energies.
7.We prepare - through our magick and our ways of living - for the Age of Fire (the
Aeon of the Dark Gods) which is to
come, when we elitist few shall reach out toward the stars and the galaxies and the
new challenges they will bring.
8.0ur way is difficult and dangerous and is for the few who can truly defy the
matrix of illusions - of 'good' and 'evil' - that
stifle the potentiality of our being.
9.What does not kill us, makes us stronger.

11
Initiate Names
a) Some suggestions, based on names traditionally used in sinister Temples:

Male: Oger, Hacon, Serell, Noctulius, Athor, Engar, Aulwynd, Algar, Suevis,
Angar, Wulsin, Gord, Ranulf



Female: Sirida, Eulalia, Lianna, Aesoth, Richenda, Edonia, Annia, Liben, Estrild,
Selann

b) Contract and/or transpose your own name to form another; for example, 'Conrad
Robury' gives Cabur, Nocra and so on.

c¢) Find a demon form with whom you feel an affinity, and use that name, either as it
is or contracted/transposed.

d) Construct your name from a Satanic phrase or chant - for example, 'Quinvex' can
be derived from the 'Quando Vindex' of
the Diabolus.

What is important about all the above is that you feel 'attracted' to a particular name
or phrase. Whatever method is used,
the name or phrase should derive from traditional Satanism (as explicated in this
book) and for this reason names/demons
deriving from other traditions should not be used.

I~~~ ~~

Picture Atu XX
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I : NAOS

/

The woman beneath the water
The Temple within
Of War torn landscapes, black hills
Grab the lightening and hold it
Shell shocked
The Giving within Her arms...

IT : AOSOTH

The Bleeding Earth
From the throats of fools,
in brooks



From the Gate
a red bird
This, the corn needs
Containment of Winter:
The Maiden is ready.

ITT : L I DA GON

Autumn -
A marriage beneath the Earth
In Elixir
She washes Her hands
A Black Eagle
A Palace of Light
She becomes the snake
Who offers the sword
To sever the arm...

IV.. MACTORON

She rows a boat in a black pool
From Her steps:
The Hermaphrodite,
the body drowned.
The Planet of Them
And the first drop
In a white desert
Into clear waters
Aktlal Maka.

V: ATAZOTH



)_\g_

The depths of the sea
A tunnel of knives.
There is a union here
While he directs the Chosen
Rage in the Eye
Of the Goat -
The golden triangle
Stands against a sky of fire.
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VI : DAV CINA

.G

From a mountain of skulls
Blue trees
A rose garden cracks
Two women walk through;
The corpse in a wedding dress



No longer guides
Four waterfalls flood the Earth
And books become ash...

VIT : AZANTGTIN

In red desert
Three fingers and a skull
Are laid on fur
The stones of a circle
Turn to frogs
The skeleton of a child
The birth of an army
A Nexion 1is opened.

VIIT : ABATTU

In a dungeon, a bed of fire
From an exploded sphere
Red butterflies
With a look
The war is begun
A sexless mask
In the caves of the sea.

IX : VELPECUTLA



Now in the desert,
A Jjester
Greets the transparent horse
On hill Golden folk
Become fire
The snow melts
The faces of Mountains
The raven with
The woman's face,
Her gold begets the Blood...

X : VINDEX

—

Two horses
Fight within a circle of trees
(The Sun at Night)
Two angels
Laughing in a room of sacrifice
Two
In a haze of gold
Beyond the Door.

XI : SAUROCTONOS

A crippled boy
A tunnel of bone
A Star descends into a forest
Faces are removed
And She sits in the stone house
Unheard.




XIT : NOCTUULTIUS

J

The Moon wraps itself
Around the Savage God;
Impaled on a throne
As the wheel of skulls turns.
The jeweled Lady
The crone...

Winter in the wildest of woods.

XITI : NYTHRA

"

e

A canal route lined
By white Griffins.

A vortex of grey starless space.
The chalice spills its
White blood
And the Herdsman's light shines
In the Chamber of the Sphinx.

XIv: SHAITAN




The ruby is the password
She of the white robe
Rides the transparent horse
The maiden closes.

On broken legs he steps forth
He becomes the Dragon...

XV : SHUGARA

—

e —
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A frog reveals human heads
Within its mouth
Furrowed white fields
White, snow laden trees -
Her face, caught by the Moon;
Her eyes come to know
The Pool,

Take the spiral staircase
to the Blue room...

XVI : NEKALAH

Their Name
Inside the room of Sacrifice:
White flowers.
A garden, dry, of dead roses.
The masked lady
Holds Her new child.




XVII : G A WATH A M

The power within is great
The eagle eats
Its human offspring
Cold music here
Blue woman hold the horse's head While the Seer weaves.

XVIIT : B I NAN A TH

Headless
The white angel impaled
By Seven.
Seven bells rung,

The cortege from a black hill
Passed the squatter's cottage.
Black flame engulfed
Black flame ate the 'holy'.

XIX : KARU SAMSU

&

Sappho dance in still water
Chains and roses in blue
Invoke the Sun
To an arch of fire
Gravestones, butterflies



And rivers of snakes.

XX : NEMTICU

N

The blue statue
His red eyes survey the maze
Bringer of wisdom
The perfect child
And the tetrahedron
Bathing hair in the Dark Pool
Successor...

XXI : KTHUNAE

The Elixir of Recalling
Flows into clear water
The contracting of the Dark Star The severing of the attractant
The Pool is opened
Go deeper
Against all other And ever Darker, Recall.
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II1. Chants

Wyrd non est aliud, quam halitus
aquae, terraeque, solis calore
exacte attenuatus et coctus, a
frigore secutae noctis in unum
coactus, densatusque . . .

Introduction:

I: THE SINISTER CALLING

The aim of the following ceremonial ritual can be either (a) returning to Earth those
'negative, chaotic, sinister' forms/energies dark legend knows as '"The Dark Gods';(b)

drawing

forth from acausal dimensions chaotic energies, directed towards a specific
goal/aim/intent or
channeled into a particular individual(s)/group/temporal form. The main difference

between the

two is that in (a) the forms/energies are left to disperse/create conditions according to

their



nature. If insufficient preparation/desire is present within those performing this
Calling, (b)

can become (a) - sometimes to the detriment of those Calling.The rite of the Sinister
Calling

is a traditional ritual -perhaps the most sinister ritual that exists. The rite assumes
willing

Sacrifice.

Setting:
An isolated hill top, sunset, with Saturn rising - or a sinister Temple/cave.

Participants:

Master of the Temple - purple robes

Mistress of Earth - purple robes

Priestess - naked, upon altar

Priest - black robe, tied with white cord/girdle
Congregation - black robes

Guardian of the Temple - black robes with face mask

Preparations:

1) Seven days before the rite, the congregation assemble in the dwelling of the Master
or

Mistress. Here they stay until the rite is complete. During the seven days they are
forbidden

to speak, wear only ceremonial robes, will abstain from intoxicating drinks and sexual
pleasures and eat no meat (this is a 'Black Fast'). During the hours of darkness no
lights

except black candles are to be lit and at sunset on each day they gather in the Temple
to chant

the Diabolus nine times. During the seven days no contact with outsiders is allowed,
and no

music or intrusive sound, save for the Diabolus and the Atazoth chant is to be heard.
Both the

dwelling and the Temple is to be incensed with Saturnian incense. According to
tradition, the

robes worn will contain a hood/cowl which is to be worn during the hours of daylight,
these

hours being taken up with walking within the dwelling grounds (or a suitable, isolated
location

nearby) for at least three hours together with such diversions as the Master or Mistress
will

arrange. (Note: These diversions - which in recent times include playing the Star
Game - are so

chosen so as not to destroy the black tranquility of the fast.) In the past they have
included

study of alchemical MSS, silent Tarot readings (using sign language/drawn symbols
for the

reader to express meanings) and practice in performing esoteric chant
(Diabolus/Atazoth chant -



fourth/fifths and so on), this latter in the Temple if the Calling is to be performed
there.

2) The Temple is prepared seven days before the rite (this applies to the site chosen -
which

should thereafter be guarded by appropriate energy). This consists of the Master and
Mistress

incensing the area with Saturnian incense while chanting seven times the 'Sanctus
Satanas'.

They then unite in sexual union, the Mistress visualizing the nexion to the Dark Gods
as being

gradually opened, though remaining partly closed.

One planetary hour before the Calling begins on the seventh day, the Temple/outdoor
area is

made ready by an Initiate chosen for this task. A black cloth is laid on the altar and
seven

black candles placed upon it and lit. A large quartz crystal is placed in the centre of
the

Temple, on an oak (or wooden) stand. (Note: It enhances the energies if this crystal is
shaped

as a tetrahedron. Whatever the shape the crystal should be as large as possible.) The
Master

brings the Sacrificial knife. An image of Baphomet according to sinister tradition (for
example, Atu III of the Sinister Tarot) may be present in the Temple but no other
artifacts,

furnishings, signs or symbols.

The congregation et al gather outside the Temple, robed as described, and are led into
the
Temple by the (naked) Priestess at the beginning of the Rite.

3) As the Congregation assemble on the seventh day before the Rite (they will have
been

informed some time before by the Master or Mistress of the date of the Calling, its
purpose and

intent being explained) lots are drawn to decide which man among them will be
chosen. The one

chosen by the drawing of lots is free to then accept or decline the honour. If this
honour is

declined, another lot is held, and the one so chosen may also decline. After this a
further lot

is held, the result of which is binding. The Opfer so chosen by lot is then led by the
Guardian(s) to a secure, secluded place and resides there until the Calling begins.
Each night

and in this place, the Opfer receives the Priestess for the length of one planetary hour,
the

Priestess being chosen from among the Temple to be at this period capable of
conception. If the



Master or Mistress so desire, another lady in addition to the Priestess may be chosen
and

received by the Opfer during the days before the Rite, and lead him to the Temple for
the

Calling.

The Rite:

The congregation precess into the Temple, led by the Priestess who is assisted onto
the altar

by the Mistress. The congregation gather in a semi-circle before the altar, the
Guardian(s)

holding the Opfer by the entrance. The Mistress greets the Master with a kiss, saying:
"To you

it is fitting, Master, to speak to our gods for these many. With your own eyes see how
we

seekers of darkness await this calling forth of our gods!'

The Mistress gestures with her hands, and the congregation remove their hoods/cowls.
She says:

'So shall we rejoicing dance!' The congregation begin to dance counter-sunwise
around the altar

chanting "Binan ath ga wath am".

The Master lays the S.Knife on the womb of the Priestess while the Mistress places
her hands on

the crystal and joins the Master in chanting the Diabolus in fourths while visualizing
the

nexion opening. This chant is repeated seven times while the congregation continue
their dance

and chant.

After the seventh chant, the Master claps his hands nine times as a signal for the
congregation
to gather round. The Guardian brings the Opfer forward.

The Master gives the Opfer a chalice of wine, which he drinks. After this, the Master
says to

him: "We greet our honoured guest with a kiss'. He kisses the Opfer, followed by the
Mistress

and the congregation who kiss the Opfer in turn.

The Mistress then removes the robe of the Opfer and begins to raise his secret fire
with her

lips, while the Master gestures to the congregation as a sign for them to remove their
robes.

They then begin to dance again - chanting 'Atazoth', Satanas and/or
shouting/laughing/screaming

as they whirl faster in ecstasy and frenzy.



As they dance, the Guardian lifts the Priest upon the altar while the Master takes up
the

S.Knife. The Priestess holds the Opfer in sexual union and visualizes the nexion
opening as she

draws by movement the secret fire from the Opfer. She then releases him and on this
sign the

Mistress signals to the congregation who begin an orgiastic rite according to their
desires.

The Mistress then touches the crystal with her hands visualizing/intoning the
aim/intent of the

Calling, ad libitum according to the frenzy/energy generated in the Temple. As she
touches the

crystal, the Guardian(s) assist the Opfer from the altar and with the Master (who takes
the

S.Knife and the empty chalice used by the Opfer) leave the Temple and go to a
secluded place

(which may be the place used by the Opfer during the preparation period).

In this secluded place, the Master vibrates 'Nythra kthunae Atazoth' while the
Guardian(s) hold

the Opfer. After the vibration, the Master uses the S.Knife, collecting some of the
elixir in

the chalice. He then returns to the Temple and the Mistress symbolically washes her
hands in

the red elixir before herself chanting "Nythra kthunae Atazoth!' Following this, she
and the

Master chant in fourths the Diabolus, directing the chant towards the crystal.

The Rite is concluded by the Master assisting the Priestess down from the altar. She
departs

from the Temple, returning with trays of food and wine which she offers to the
congregation -

then revelry continues until desires are fulfilled. The Priestess herself withdraws after
offering the food and drink, as the Master and Mistress do.

Note:

After the final Diabolus chant by the Master and Mistress, if an aim/intent is intended,
this

is visualized/voiced by them according to magickal principles before they depart from
the

Temple. Should they wish, they may combine this with their own sexual union.
Should no

intent/aim be desired, the dark forms/energies are left to gather/disperse according to
their

nature. The Guardian(s) are sworn to secrecy, and after the red elixir is produced, they
secrete/bury the empty vessel in a location prepared beforehand.
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II: THE BLACK MASS OF LIFE (The Promethean Office I)



For daily (dawn;dusk) or ad libitum performance either solo or by Priest and Priestess

Aperiatur terra, et germinet Vindex

(Chant:)
Agios o Vindex
(Hymn:)
Non usitata nec tenui ferar
Penna biformis per liquidum aethera
Vates, neque in terris morabor
Longius, invidiaque maior
Orbis relinquam
Agios athanatos
Dignum et justum est
(Chant:)
Agios o Baphomet
O Oriens splendour lucis aeternae
Et sol justitiae:
Veni et illumina sedentes in tenebris
Et umbra mortis
(Chant:)
Agios o Vindex
(Hymn:)
Rerum Atazoth, tenax vigor
Immotus in te permanens
Lucis diurnae tempora
Successibus determinans:
Qui venturis es in mundum
Atazoth, ne tardaveris
Nocturna lux viantibus
A nocte noctem segregans,
Praeco diei iam sonat
Iubarque solis evocat
Hoc excitatus Lucifer
Solvit polum caligine
Agios o Vindex
Laetus dies hic transeat.
Textual variations - Sunday and Feast days:
A porta inferni Atazoth, in adjutorium.
Aperiatur terra et germinet Vindex
(Hymn:)
Cras amorum copulatrix inter umbras arborum
Inplicat casas virentes de flagello myrteo:
Cras canoris feriatos ducit in silvis choros;
Cras Gaia jura dicit fulta sublimi throno.
Cras amet qui nunquam amavit quique amavit cras amet.
Cras erit cum primus aether copulavit nuptias:
Tunc cruore de superno spumeo et ponti globo
Caerulas inter catervas inter et bipedes equos,



Fecit undantem Dionem de maritis imbribus.
Cras amet qui nunquam amavit quique amavit cras amet.
Ipsa gemmis purpuantem pingit annum floridis;
Ipsa turgentes papillas de favoni spiritu
Urget in nodos tepentes; ipsa roris lucidi,
Noctis aura quem relinquit, spargit umentes aquas.
Cras amet qui nunquam amavit quique amavit cras amet.
Sunset, special Feast days:
Ad Gaia qui laetificant juventum meam.
Aperiatur terra, et germinet Vindex.
(Hymn:)
Hraegl min swigad ponne ic hrusan trede
Oppe pa wic buge oppe wado drefe.
Hwilum mec ahebbad ofer haelepa byht
Hyrste mine and peos hea lyft
And mec ponne wide wolcna strengu
Ofer folc byred; fraetwe mine
Swogad hlude and swinsiad
Torhte singed ponne ic getenge ne beom
Flode and foldan, frende gaest.
Berk Odins mjod a Engla bjod!
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[II: THE MASS OF HERESY

Participants:

Mistress of Earth - scarlet robes

Master of the Temple - purple robes

Guardian of the Temple - black robes with face mask
Congregation - black robes

Temple Preparations:

Altar covered by a red cloth on which is woven a gold inverted pentagram. Black
candles and

incense of Mars to be used. Behind the altar is a large swastika banner: black swastika
on

white circle against red background. Silver chalices containing strong wine; crystal
tetrahedron and small altar bell on altar.

The Aim:

The aim of this Mass is to a) challenge accepted beliefs about recent history; b)
provoke

dissent and encourage Promethean challenge - particularly within the psyche of the
individual,;

c) encourage dark forces. It should be noted that performance of this Mass is illegal in
many

Western countries - and acceptance of its tenets renders individuals liable to
persecution.



Performance of this Mass in these times is as dangerous as saying a genuine 'Black
Mass' in the
era of Nazarene persecution/'witch hunts'.

The Mass:

The congregation et al assemble in the Temple. The Master and Mistress enter at the
start of
the rite, precess to the altar, bow to the banner and turn to face the congregation.

Mistress:

Hail to you, most holy and free,
Revealer of Dark:

We greet you with forbidden thoughts!

Congregation:
Hail - most holy and free!

Master:
We believe -

Congregation:

Adolf Hitler was sent by our gods

To guide us to greatness.

We believe in the inequality of races

And in the right of the Aryan to live

According to the laws of the folk.

We acknowledge that the story of the holocaust
Is a lie to keep our race in chains

And express our desire to see the truth revealed.
We believe in justice for our oppressed comrades
And seek an end to the world-wide

Persecution of National-Socialists.

We believe in the Magick of our wyrd

And curse all who oppose us.

We express our pride in the great achievements
Of our race

And shall not cease from striving

Since we believe the destiny

Of our noble Aryan race lies among the stars!

Mistress:

Let us remember in silence

Our comrades who gave their lives
Before, during and after the Holy War.

(The Master rings the bell twice. The silence which follows is broken by the Master
ringing the
bell once when all present give a brief Hitlerian salute.)



Mistress:

I who am Mistress of Earth welcome you
Who have dared to defy the dogmas
That now hold our peoples in chains!

No thought should bind you:

No dogma restrict!

(The Master now vibrates the 'Agios o Falcifer' standing facing the altar with his
hands over

the chalices. During this, the Mistress kisses each member of the congregation saying:
'Honour

be yours', goes to the altar and takes up a chalice.)

Mistress:

By our love of life we have this drink:
It will become for us a gift

From our gods!

(The Mistress raises up the chalice, turns and replaces it on the altar, passes her hands
over

the chalices saying quietly: 'Oriens splendour lucis aeternae et sol justitiae - veni et
illumina sedentes in tenebris et umbra mortis.' She then goes to the Master who kisses
her and

holds his hands outstretched toward the congregation.)

Master:

Caligo terrae scinditur
Percussa solis spiculo
Dum sol ex stellis nascitur
In fedei diluculo
Rebusque jam color

Redit Partu nitentis sideris.

(The Master turns, bows briefly toward the banner, faces the congregation and points
to the
swastika, saying:)

Behold the sign of the sun

And the flag of he who was chosen
By our gods!

Praised are you by the defiant:
Through your courage we have
The strength to dream!

(The Master hands the Mistress a chalice, saying:)

Suscipe, Lucifer, munus quod tibi offerimus
Memoriam recolentes Adolphus.

(The Mistress sips the wine, holds the chalice toward the congregation and says:)



Let us affirm again our faith.
(The Guardian steps forward, raises his right arm in the Hitlerian salute )

Guardian:
Hail Hitler!

(The congregation respond with a salute and a greeting.)

Master:

So you have spoken and from your speaking
Gifts shall come to you

Given by our gods.

Drink now, to seal with honour

Your faith.

(The Mistress gives the chalice she is holding to the Guardian who drains it, holds it
upside

down to show the congregation and places the empty chalice on the altar. The
congregation, in

single file, then approach the Mistress. She hands them a chalice each, which each
drain, hold

upside down and return to the altar. When all have drunk, the Master vibrates the
'Agios o

Falcifer' while the Mistress turns to the congregation.)

Mistress:

To believe is easy,

To defy is hard -

But most difficult of all

Is to die fighting for a noble cause.
Go now, and remember

So that we few who survive

Can gather again in secret

At the appointed time

To recall the greatness promised us
By our gods!

(The Guardian opens the door to the Temple and ushers the congregation out.)
Note:
The altar may contain, at the start of the Mass, a copy of 'Mein Kampf' and a framed

photograph
of the Leader.
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IV: THE BLACK MASS - GAY VERSION



Guidelines for Gay Initiates
1) Temple Organization:

The Temple is organized according to the principles laid down in the 'Black Book of
Satan I'

except that: a) for women, the External Adept who organizes the Temple is known by
the title

'Erie' b) the Initiation of new members, and the rituals (such as the Black Mass) which
are

used by the Temple are changed from the texts given in the Black Book I and other
writings in

accordance with the principles given below.

i1) Rituals:

In general, the form of the ritual used and much of the spoken text is unaltered.
The titles/roles of the participants are changed thus:

a) for men - the role of 'Priestess' is assigned to the Acolyte; the role of 'Mistress of

Earth' is assigned to the Deacon.

b) for women - the role of 'Master' is assigned to the High Priestess; that of 'Priest'
to

the Magistra.

Thus, for example, the participants in the Black Mass are:

a) for men - the Priest; the Acolyte; the Altar-Priest.
b) for women - Magistra; Priestess; Altar-Priestess.

In rituals with an overt sexual content, heterosexual intercourse is replaced by
excitation to

orgasm (usually orally) for women, and penetration for men (unless in the case of
men, the

Choregos favours oral stimulation). The Choregos/Eria can decide on suitable
variations

according to taste and preference.

1i1) Images

Sapphic Temples are generally sub-dedicated (ie. although primarily dedicated to
Satan, they

are also dedicated to another Dark Diety) to Hecate, and accordingly an image of
Hecate

(painting, sculpture etc.) is present in the Temple. Also reproductions of Atus VI and
III of

the Sinister Tarot may be present, the latter representing Baphomet. Male Temples are
usually



sub-dedicated to Sapanur: the 'demon' of all-male spirituality, and an image is present
in the

Temple. Traditionally, Sapanur is depicted as a strong man of sinister features who
wears

thongs on his arms. He brandishes a cuboid from which intense light is emerging, and
his member

is wellformed and erect. Reproductions of Atus X, XII and XV may also be present.
(Note: in the

Septenary System, Hecate is associated with the sphere of the Moon, and Sapanur
with the 11th

path.)

The Mass:

Setting:

Usually an indoor Temple. Black altar cloth and black candles. Behind the altar is an
inverted

pentagram and on the altar, a cuboid.

If outdoors - candles in lanterns.

Participants:

Altar Priest - naked on altar

Priest - black robes

Deacon - purple robes

Acolyte - white robes

Guardian - appropriate colours, with face mask

Preparations:

Hazel incense to be burnt. Silver paten containing hosts, specially obtained - or made
before

the ritual by the Acolyte (unleveled and in imitation of Nazarene type). Other
preparations as

in the Black Book I.

The rite:

The Deacon begins the Mass by clapping his hands twice. He turns to the
congregation and makes

the sign of the inverted pentagram with his left hand, saying:

I will go down to the altars in Hell.

The Acolyte responds:
To Satan, giver of life.

(The congregation and all present then recite the Satanic Our Father and the Creed
[see texts
of Black Mass in Black Book I]).



After, the Deacon says:
May Satan be with you.

All:
As He is with you.

Deacon:
Veni omnipotent aeterne diabolus!

Priest:
By the word of the Prince of Darkness
I give praise to thee.

(He kisses the lips of the altar-Priest)

Priest:

My Prince, bringer of lust and fire.
I greet you who cause us to struggle
And seek the forbidden pleasure.

Deacon:
Blessed are the strong
For they shall bring delight.

(He kisses the chest of the altar-Priest)

Blessed are the proud
For they produce ecstasy.

(He kisses the penis of the altar-Priest)

Let the Nazarenes die in their rejection
And misery!

(He turns to the congregation)
We who defy know how to lust!

(He kisses the Acolyte who passes the kiss onto the members of the congregation. The
Acolyte
then hands the Deacon the paten containing the hosts. The Deacon holds them up,

saying:)

Praised are you my Prince

By the proud: through our evil
We have this dirt; by our boldness
It will become for us a joy!

All
Hail Satan, Prince of Darkness!



(The Deacon places the paten on the body of the altar-Priest, saying quietly:)
Suscipe Satanas munus quod tibi offerimus memoriam recolentes Atazoth.

(The Acolyte quietly says 'Sanctissimi Corporis Satanas' and begins to masturbate the
altar-Priest - via hand or mouth according to his desire. As he does this, the
congregation

begin to clap their encouragement while the Deacon chants loudly:)

Veni omnipotens aeterne diabolus!

(The Acolyte allows the semen of the altar-Priest to fall upon the hosts - or he,
himself

deposits the semen if orgasm was achieved via mouth. The Deacon then takes up the
now

consecrated paten saying:)

May the gifts of Satan be forever with you!

All:
As they are with you!

(The Deacon then takes up one of the chalices, saying:)

Praised are you Prince of Darkness
By the defiant:

Through our lusts for delights

We have this drink.

Let it become for us an elixir of joy.

(He sprinkles some of the wine over the altar-Priest, replaces the chalice and says:)

With pride in my heart I give praise
To those who drove the nails

And he who thrust the spear

Into the body of Yeshua, the imposter.
May his followers rot in filth!

(The Guardian stands before the congregation saying:)
Do you renounce the Nazarene Yeshua

The great deceiver

And all his works?

All:

We do renounce Yeshua the deceiver

And all his works.

Guardian:



Do you affirm Satan?

All:
We do affirm Satan.

Guardian:
Hail and praise to Satan, the lord of life
And provider of pleasure.

(The Deacon vibrates the Agios o Satanas while the Priest picks up the paten with the
hosts and
says to the congregation:)

I who am the joys and pleasures
Which you my Brethren seek
Am here to show you my body.

(He holds the paten out while the Guardian removes his robe. The Deacon points to
him as the
Acolyte fondles the Priest and says:)

Most beautiful of all
Is the power of our lusts.

(The Deacon takes the paten from the Priest, saying:)

Behold the dirt of the Earth
Which the humble eat!

(He then throws the hosts to the ground while the congregation laugh and trample the
hosts. The

congregation abandon themselves to their lusts. The Deacon chants Agios o Satanas
three times

and then joins them in the celebration. Feasting and drinking begin as the pleasures of
the

flesh are enjoyed.)
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V: SYNESTRY: A Sinister Ceremony

Location:
Usually an indoor Temple.

Participants:

Amatrix - in white robes

Priestess - in violet robes flecked with purple
Defensatrix - in black, with face mask
Congregation - black robes



Temple preparations:

The altar is covered with a black cloth on which is woven an inverted seven-pointed
star and on
this is a large quartz crystal (which may be shaped as a tetrahedron).

A large statue or image (Atus III, IV or XX) of Baphomet according to Sinister
tradition is to
the left of the altar.

Chalices of wine, temple bell, violet candles and incense of Jupiter (both aspects: ie.
Beech
and civil).

The Priestess and Amatrix stand before the altar, the Defensatrix by the entrance. The
Priestess rings the Temple bell seven times to signify the beginning of the rite at
which the

congregation precess in to the altar and are greeted by the Amatrix with a kiss. They
then form

a semi-circle before the altar.

The Ceremony:
The Priestess raises her hands, saying:

Wash your throats with wine
For Sirius returns
And we women are warm and wanton!

(The Amatrix hands her a chalice, which she drinks from, then passes to the
congregation. After
all have drunk, the Priestess holds the empty chalice upside down, and says:)

Before | WAS, you were sightless:
You looked, but could not see;

Before | WAS, you had no hearing:
You heard sounds, but could not listen.
Before | WAS, you swarmed with men,
But did not enjoy.

I CAME, opened my body and
Brought you lust!

(She opens her robe to reveal her breasts. The Defensatrix comes forward and forces
the Amatrix
to kneel before the Priestess who says:)

My breasts pleased you
And brought forth joy!



(She bends down, and the Amatrix kisses her nipples. She turns to the congregation,
saying:)

I opened myself, and gave you knowledge
And the joy of knowledge was sweet.
Desire and knowledge made you great
And we, together, dared to defy!

We feasted and enjoyed!

We sacrificed, and loved!

But then the bastard came:

Yeshua, the deceiver!

Congregation:
Curse him! We curse him!

Priestess:

So we gather again to give praise to her
Who rules our world.

Agios o Baphomet! Agios o Baphomet!

(The congregation repeat the chant seven times while the Amatrix takes up the crystal
which she

holds in her outstretched hands. The Priestess places her own hands over the crystal.
They and

the congregation then chant "Veni, omnipotens aeterne Baphomet!" 21 times, the
Defensatrix

ringing the Temple bell after each chant until the number is reached.

The Amatrix then takes the crystal round the congregation who lay their hands upon it
in turn,

each silently saying 'Veni, omnipotens aeterne Baphomet' while the Priestess
vibrates/chants

aloud "Agios o Baphomet".

The crystal is then returned to the altar by the Amatrix while the Priestess lays on the
floor,

her Head touching the feet of the Baphomet image. The Amatrix stimulates her to
orgasm using

her tongue while the congregation dance around them chanting 'Agios o Baphomet'.

The Priestess channels the energy into the crystal and thence out from the Temple to
achieve
the desired goal. If no external goal is desired, it is stored in the crystal.

Following the climax by the Priestess, the congregation cease their dance and one by
one kneel

down to kiss the Priestess and then the Amatrix. As each one does this, the
Defensatrix

whispers to them: "So it is done again according to our ways, bringing strength and

joy-"



After the kissing, each rises, bows to the Priestess, and departs from the Temple. After
all

the congregation have departed, the Amatrix leaves, followed by the Defensatrix. A
feast

follows, outside the Temple.

The Priestess remains in the Temple until she adjudges the times aright to leave.
However, if

she so wishes, any member of the Temple who so desires and who has informed her
beforehand, may

join her in the Temple, whatever energy being produced being directed toward the
goal, or

stored in the crystal.

In both instances, the Priestess is the last to leave - bowing to the image,
extinguishing the
candles and chanting 'Ponne, diabolus, custodian!' as she leaves.)

Notes:
1) The ceremony was originally performed each year on the return of Sirius - although
it is
often performed now at any time, "Sirius" being replaced by another appropriate star
(or
sometimes 'the Moon').
2) The rite generates sinister magickal energy - which can be directed via the usual
means
toward a specific aim/goal/undertaking, or into an individual (eg. a novice), or stored
in the
crystal to await further use, perhaps at another ceremony (eg. 'Sacrifice").

(Daughters of Baphomet)
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VI: THE RITE OF THE NINE ANGLES

The rite may be undertaken on either the autumnal equinox (for the Dabih gate) or the
winter solstice (for Algol). The Naos rite

is suitable for southern climes and will not be given here although in form it is the
same as the version given.

Ideally, the rite should be undertaken either:

a) on a hill-top of pre-Cambrian rock which lies between a line of volcanic intrusion
and another rock - in Britain, this other

rock is 'Buxton'

b) in an underground cavern where water flows [this applies only to the 'chthonic'
form]

¢) in a glade consecrated beforehand within a circle of nine stones (the first stone
being set on a night of the new moon with

Saturn rising, the second at the full moon and so on: the first stone marking the point
on the horizon where Saturn rises). [Note:

this applies only to the natural' form of the rite.]



Further, the time is right when, for Dabih, Venus sets after the sun, and the moon
itself occults Dabih or is near to it; and, for

Algol, when Jupiter and Saturn are both near the moon which is becoming new, the
time before dawn. These conditions mean

that the energies are available to enhance the working.

The rite exists in three versions - the natural form, the chthonic, and the solo. The
chthonic form may be combined with the

Ceremony of Recalling and the Sacrificial Conclusion undertaken according to
Tradition. It must be noted however that this

combination is exceedingly dangerous - if done correctly with a) above and with the
conditions for Algol as above, it brings

back to Earth the Dark Gods themselves by opening the Star Gate between the causal
and acausal.

However, the chthonic form may be successful in bringing to presence the Dark Gods
without the Sacrificial aspect if the chants

are done correctly, the crystal is sufficient in size, and the cosmic tides are aligned
aright [note: this usually occurs when an

Aeon is (magickally) ending, the energies being more pronounced in the last three
decades. At other times the rite can be used

to bring about such changes]

The natural form involves a Priest and Priestess [ideally hese should have undertaken
the ritual of Internal Adept - or at the very

least External Adept] and is basically a drawing to the Earth of acausal energies -
these are left to disperse naturally: ie. without

any magickal intent.

The chthonic form involves a Priest and a Priestess as well as at least one cantor
trained in sinister Esoteric Chant together with

a congregation of male and female. This form is either an invokation to the Dark Gods
- the energies being dispersed naturally -

or a channelling of those energies into a specific event or events or individual. This
channelling however requires the skill of at

least a Master of Temple/Mistress of Earth.

The solo form involves one individual and the aim is usually the alteration of the
consciousness of that individual: this however is
very dangerous.

Note: all the above forms require a crystal tetrahedron made of quartz.

I: Natural Form

If possible, the conditions above should be met - if not, conduct the rite on an isolated
hill-top at sunset. Both Priest and

Priestess should be naked. The rite begins with the Priest vibrating seven times
"Nythra kthunae Atazoth" while the Priestess



holds the crystal in her hands, palms upward. The vibration should consist of three
projected vibrations followed by four

resonant ones - all aimed at the crystal which should be at a distance of not less than
two feet and not more than three. After

the vibrations, the Priest places his hands on the crystal and both vibrate "Binan ath ga
wath am" as a projected vibration.

The Priestess, still holding the crystal, then lies with her head North while the Priest
arouses her with his tongue, locis

muliebribus. The sexual union begins after, and both visualize the Star Gate opening
and energy flowing through it down to

them. If desired (ie. sinister intent) this energy may be symbolized by Atazoth - a dark
nebulous chaos issuing forth from a star

strewn Space which changes into a 'Dagon' like entity before becoming chaos again.
This visualization continues until the sexual

climax of the Priestess after which the Priest reaches his own climax. The Priestess
then rises and buries the crystal in the earth

of the hill [as deep as possible - this may be prepared beforehand - and leaving few
traces]. When complete, she vibrates over

the place "Aperiatur terra, et germinet Chaos". They then depart from the hill.

Note: further rituals may take place over the burial, but they must have the same
intent and follow the form as above except the
vibrations are aimed toward the buried crystal - no further crystal being required.

II: Chthonic Form

If the special conditions cannot be met [(a) and Algol are most effective; (b) and
Dabih are generally for channelling into
specific events/individuals] then a hill-top containing volcanic quartz is suitable.

The crystal should be placed on an oak stand with a sheet of mica between it and the
wood [this enhances still further the effect

of the crystal and is a recent modification). The Priest, Priestess and Cantors stand
near the crystal, while the congregation (of

at least six - three male and three female) form a circle around them. The
congregation dance moonwise and according to their

desire chant "Atazoth" as they do while the Cantor(s) vibrate in E minor "Nythra
kthunae Atazoth".

After this vibration the cantor and Priest (or two Cantors if there are two) vibrate in
fourths the "Diabolus" chant [see set texts]

while the Priestess places her hands on the crystal, visualizing the Star Gate opening
(asin]).

After the Diabolus, the Priest signals to the congregation who begin an orgiastic rite
according to their desires. The Priest and

Priestess then vibrate "Binan ath ga wath am" a fifth apart (or an octave and a fifth)

while the Cantor(s) vibrate "Atazoth". If two

Cantors are present, this Atazoth vibration begins in parallel: the next "Atazoth" is a
fifth apart as is the third. After this, they



then chant, in fifths, the 'Atazoth chant' according to tradition [see set texts). While
the Cantors are chanting the Priest and
Priestess continue their visualization.

If only one Cantor is present, the "Atazoth" vibration is continued nine times and then
the 'Atazoth chant' undertaken by the
Cantor and the Priest, in fifths.

The Dark Gods will then be manifest.

[If for some reason (eg. inexperience of the participants) the manifestations do not
occur, the Priestess should chant in C major

"Nythra kthunae Atazoth" after which the Priest also places his hands on the crystal
and he and the Priestess vibrate "Binan ath

ga wath am", the Cantor(s) chanting the Diabolus as before after which the Priest
visualizes the energies arising from the

orgiastic rite as cohering and then entering the crystal to be then drawn forth into both
himself and the Priestess before being

sent forth to render asunder the Star Gate]

Notes of this form: * the rite may be enhanced by the use of tabors/drums during the
dance and the orgiastic rite, individuals

being appointed for this task. * The maximum number of participants should not
exceed twenty-one in total.

* Provided rigorous training is undertaken beforehand, the dance and the orgiastic rite
can be replaced with the congregation

chanting from the start of the rite the "Diabolus" in fifths they continue with this until
the Priest signals them to stop (after the

Cantors Diabolus chant) after which they chant the 'Atazoth chant' in fifths repeatedly
until the end of the rite. If this form is

done, it is important for the congregation to visualize the Star Gate opening while
they chant - and this visualization should be

agreed beforehand and be the same as that of the Priestess and Priest. This form of the
chthonic rite is however only effective if

the congregation has been trained to chant in the correct manner. A suitable
cavern/resonant building/Temple may be used in

this instance. [Further note: providing the chanting is accurate, the crystal large
enough, this form is among the most effective.]

II1: Solo Form

This form should be undertaken on either a hill-top or in a Temple/resonant building.
It begins at sunset on a night of the new
moon with Saturn rising.

The individual should face Saturn and vibrate "Nythra Kthunae Atazoth" seven times
while holding the crystal. Then "Binan ath

ga wath am" is vibrated followed by the Diabolus chant after which the visualization
is begun (as above) [Note: this form



involves the 'Saturnian' gate and thus the Gate may be visualized near the planet
Saturn]. The energy is then visualized as

flowing down into the individual, this visualization lasting for at least one quarter of
an hour. After, the individual chants the

'Atazoth chant', places the crystal on the ground and sits near it, to visualize its
interior becoming black and this blackness

spreading out to engulf the individual.

Note: This ritual should not be undertaken lightly. There must be a preparedness to
exult in the energies. After the rite (the

individual will know when it is complete) the crystal should be wrapped in black cloth
and stored until required again. Before

attempting this form, individuals are advised to seek the guidance of a Master of
Temple/Mistress of Earth.
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VII: THE CEREMONY OF RECALLING
With Sacrificial Conclusion.

Participants:

Mistress of Earth - in white robes

Master of the Temple - in black robes

Priestess - in a red rob tied with a white sash

Guardian of the Temple - in a black robe, with a white mask
Priest ('The Chosen One'/Opfer) - in a white robe
Congregation - in red robes

Preparations:

The night before the ritual the Priestess bakes the consecrated cakes made from
wheat, water, egg, honey, animal fat and
marijuana.

An hour before the ritual the Priestess and the Guardian lead the Priest to a place
where he ritually bathes (if possible this

should be a lake or a stream if the ritual is undertaken outdoors) and changes into his
robe. The Priestess gives him cakes which

he eats.

The congregation wait outside the Temple (or Temple area if outdoors - see notes)
and the Guardian leads the Priest toward

them. The Priestess blindfolds the Priest and takes him to each member of the
congregation who kiss him. He is taken into the

temple where the Mistress and Master wait and is followed by the congregation.

The Ritual:

On the altar - red candles and quartz tetrahedron. Incense of Jupiter to be burnt.
Chalices of strong wine.



The Master intones (ie. vibrates) three times 'Agios o Atazoth' after which the
congregation gather round the Priest and chant
the 'Diabolus' while slowly walking round him anti-clockwise three times.

The Master and the Priestess (or two members of the congregation chosen and trained
as Cantors) chant in parallel a fourth

apart (or an octave and a fourth) 'Agios o Baphomet' while the Guardian lifts the
Priest and lays him on the altar.

The Mistress removes the robe of the Priest and anoints him with civit oil. She then
removes his blindfold.

When the chant is complete the Priestess stands by the altar while the Mistress stands
beside the Master, the congregation
beginning to walk slowly anti-clockwise around the altar chanting the Diabolus.

The Priestess and the Mistress remove their robes, the Priestess arousing the fire of
the Priest with her lips. When she is

satisfied, she signals to the Guardian who lifts the Priest from the altar and forces him
to kneel in front of the Priestess.

As the Guardian does this the Master kneels before the Mistress. The Priestess copies
the Mistress word for word and action
for action, using the Priest. The Mistress places her hands on the Master's head.

Master:
It is the protection and milk
Of your breasts that I seek.

(The Mistress bends down and he suckles her breasts. She then pushes him away, but
he kneels before her, saying:)

I put my kisses at your feet.

And kneel before you who crushes
Your enemies and who washes

In a basin full of their blood.

[ lift up my eyes to gaze

Upon your beauty of body:

You who are the daughter and a Gate
To our Dark Gods.

I lift up my voice to stand

Before you my sister

And offer my body so that

My mage's seed may feed

Your virgin flesh

Mistress:
Kiss me and I shall make you
As an eagle to its prey.



Touch me and I shall make you

As a strong sword that severs

And stains my Earth with blood.
Taste me and I shall make you

As a seed of corn which grows
Toward the sun, and never dies.
Plough me and plant me

With your seed and I shall make you
As a Gate that opens to our gods!

(The Master has congress with the Mistress - and the Priest with the Priestess - while
the congregation continue with their slow

walk and their chant. If the 'Sacrificial conclusion' is undertaken then the ritual is
complete with the details under that heading. If

this conclusion is not undertaken , then the ritual continues as follows after the Master
reaches his highest ecstasy:)

Mistress:

So you have sown and from your seeding
Gifts may come if you obedient heed
These words I speak:

(The congregation cease their dance and listen: they are joined by the
Priestess, Priest and Guardian who form a circle around the Master and Mistress.)

[ know you, my children, you are dark
Yet none of you is as dark

Or as deadly

As L

[ know you and the thoughts

Within all your hearts: yet

Not one of you is as hateful

Or as loving as 1.

With a glance I can strike

You dead.

(She then goes to each member of the congregation in turn kissing them all on the
lips, and removes their robes. She then takes

up a chalice of wine and offers it to the person (male or female) of her choice. The
person chosen sips the wine, hands the

chalice to the Mistress who offers it to each member of the congregation in turn.
When all have drunk she says:)

No guilt shall bind you
No thought restrict!

Feast then and enjoy

The ecstasy of this life:
But ever remember

I as the wind that snatches
Your soul!



(The Mistress takes the person she has chosen and indulges herself according to her
desire. The congregation consume the
consecrated cakes and wine and take their own pleasures according to their desires.

After the festivities have begun in earnest, the Mistress should she so desire, directs
the forces of the ritual by concentrating the

energies upon the tetrahedron and invoking through a gate, the powers of the Dark
Gods into the participants to spread

outwards upon the Earth.)

Sacrificial conclusion:

The candidate (who is always male and who ideally should be in his twenty first year
on the Summer Solstice chosen for the

ritual) is chosen by the Mistress from among the Temple members on the Summer
Solstice one year before the ritual will occur.

If the chosen one accepts this honour then he becomes an honoury Priest for the year
and is allowed to choose from the

members of the Temple a woman to be his Priestess. In a simple ceremony the
Mistress seals them in union, dedicating them to

the Dark Gods. If by the Winter Solstice the Priestess is not with child, then the Priest
may choose another woman to be his

Priestess. The child , when born is adopted by the Temple and raised accordingly,
being given great honour and , if found

suitable, trained to fulfil the role of Mistress or Master.

At the Spring Equinox, the chosen is permitted to give his favour to any one female
member of the Temple and should issue

result from this, the child is adopted by either the Priestess of the chosen or by the
Temple according to the wishes of the

Mistress.

After the Spring Equinox, the chosen lives with his Priestess, retiring from all mortal
affairs save his duties as Priest to the

Temple. He shall also arrange his temporal affairs in readiness for the day of the
ritual.

Should the chosen at any time fail to observe his vow by fleeing and hiding from
members of the Temple, he shall by all the

Temples of the Order and all kindred temples and Orders be placed under a death
curse, and the Guardian of his Temple sent

to seek him out and terminate without warning his existence. The Guardian shall not
rest until this task is complete, and the

Mistress may appoint other Guardians as well to assist in this should she so desire.

After the congress between Priest and Priestess, the Guardian places a hood over the
head of the Priest, fastens his ankles,



binds his wrists while the Master, on a signal from the Mistress completes the
sacrifice using the sacred knife, collecting some of

the Red Elixir in a chalice. This Elixir is used by the Mistress in the baking of the
sacrificial cakes which all the members present

will eat during assembly on the night of the next new moon. The cakes consist of
wheat, fish, fowl, spring water, egg and salt

together with the Red Elixir, animal fat and honey.

After the sacrifice, the guardian removes the body and the Mistress takes up the
sacred knife, pointing it at the Master saying:

So you have sown and from your seeding
Gifts may come if you obediant heed
The words I speak.

She then takes the Chalice with the Red Elixir, dips the tip of the sacred knife into it
and anoints each member present who

have formed a circle around her. The ritual continues as before with the Mistress
saying:

I know you my children ...

The Guardian takes the body and buries it in a secluded spot prepared beforehand. It
is on this place of burial that the Temple
gathers on the night of the new moon to eat the sacrificial cakes.

In former times it was sometimes the practice to sever the head of the chosen one and
place it in the Temple or the Temple area

if outdoors for a day and a night. During this night, initiations would be conducted
and the head shown to new Initiates.

Notes:

Rituals outdoors should be conducted within an (isolated) stone circle during twilight.
If the 'Sacrificial Conclusion' is

undertaken the ritual occurs on the Summer Solstice once every cycle of seventeen
years (or nineteen in some traditions).

The one chosen, according to ancient tradition, reaped many benefits in the realm of
the acausal (or the lands of the Dark

Immortals as it was sometimes called) where that eternal aspect of the individual
which initiation into the darker mysteries

created was transported after the mortal death to begin on another plane of existence.
This belief made willing sacrifice

possible.
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APPENDIX

I: THE NINE ANGLES - Esoteric Meanings



The name nine angles is, in one fundamental sense, selfdescriptive”: the Tree of Wyrd
possesses

nine causal angles and nine acausal angles in the causal geometric sense, and these
can be

represented as formed by the corners or angles of a causal and acausal tetrahedron,
one a

reflexion of the other, the base lying in the plane of the middle sphere (the sun). This
double

tetrahedron encloses in three dimensional space the path from the causal to the
acausal - the

'initiate journey' from the sphere of the Moon to Saturn via the other spheres, this path
being

helical (cf. 'The Wheel of Life' in NAOS). The direction of this path is 'counter-
clockwise'.

In essence, the acausal is a reflexion (and vice versa) of the causal, so the single term
'Nine

Angles' describes what is our normal (ie. un-initiated) view of the Septenary, this
Septenary

being a 'map' of consciousness and the cosmos. The realization of the dual nature of
the

spheres (for example Mercury is the 'shadow' of Mars) arises from Initiation and is the
first

stage of an esoteric understanding of the term 'nine angles'.

The term also describes the nine fundamental 'alchemical' forms (represented by the
symbols

and so on: ie. the pieces of the Star Game). These forms are the basic apprehensions
of

magickal energy and thus re-present the acausal manifest in the causal (in the many
forms of

that manifestation - eg. individual consciousness: the images/archetypes pertaining
thereto).

Hence each of these symbols is an 'angle' re the above description of the septenary
Tree. These

nine fundamental forms (the abstract symbolism is a stage of understanding beyond
the purely

causal geometric one) exist in many combinations within the nexion which the Tree
of Wyrd

represents - and these combinations are abstractly symbolized by the placement of the
many

pieces of the Star Game over the seven boards (‘spheres') of that game. (Note: the
advanced

form of the Star Game is the most complete representation, but for convenience the
septenary

form will be used here. It should be noted, however, that the septenary form - difficult
though

it is for initiates - serves only as an introduction to the advanced game.) This
abstraction,

in terms of the Star Game, makes the forms understandable on a level higher than that
of using



words and ideas - this understanding is a new form of thinking, a form appropriate to
the next

century and beyond. Such an understanding arises from playing the Star Game and
relating the

abstract symbols to conventional representations (eg. archetypal forms; the energies
of the

pathways; the symbolism of the Tarot and the many and various occult symbolisms) -
this

develops the capacity for what may be termed 'acausal thinking'": when the
conventional

representations are abandoned and collocations are viewed abstractly. This
'abstraction' is

however a new 'insight' (a lower form of which is often described as 'intuition’) and
not a

dry, academic process: it extends consciousness into new and important realms and
pre-figures

the development of a symbolic language which eliminates the confusion, both moral
and

linguistic which exists in words and the translation of complex ideas into such words.
Itis

'mathesis' in the ancient Greek sense and while not being what we understand as
'mathematics'

it complements mathematical absraction and indeed interacts with it in some places.
For

example, the causal within the acausal can be represented by the tensor is the causal
component and the acausal one. For an system (Euclidean space) has nine non-zero
components.

These are the symmetric components of : the skew-symmetrical being acausal. In this
sense, the

nine form 'sub-spaces' of the causal and the tensor 'describes' the nexion
causal/acausal. It

is possible to write an equation involving the tensor which describes the multi-
dimensional

space, the boundary conditions of which give, for example, the metrics of each form
of

'spacetime' (causal and acausal).

Essentially, the symbolism is a new tool to assist and develop our understanding, and
itis via

this symbolism that the meanings of the nine angles may most easily be understood
without

confusion.

On a less refined esoteric level (ie. in more 'conventional' esoteric terms) the nine
angles

symbolize the sigil formed by connecting the spheres of the Tree of Wyrd with the
two most

important 'Gates' (see illustration). This sigil describes the energy flow and may be
used,



magickally in several ways - for example as a visualization 'sigil' (in hermetic rituals
etc.)

as a symbol of the path walked during certain rites (some connected with esoteric
chant - qv.

NAOS) and when an 'Earth Gate' is being sought with a view to drawing acausal
energy through it

to change the causal (eg. inaugurate a new aeon).

The nine also represents the tetrahedron (for example, the crystal one used in the Rite
of the

Nine Angles) which is itself symbolic of the nexion described by the Tree of Wyrd.
Thus, for

instance, in the Nine Angles Rite, the crystal represents one aspect of the nexion, the
Priest

and Priestess the other: together (ie. the bringing together in the ritual) they enable the
nexion to be opened. In this sense, the Priest and Priestess (when conjoined) form a
tetrahedron which, joined with the crystal one, enables acausal energy to become
manifest in

the causal (the 'world") - this is the secret hinted at in many historical alchemical MSS
(for

example the 'Rosarium Philosophorum':

"Make a round circle of the man and woman ...") and occasionally depicted in
drawings. This

'double tetrahedron' is a magickal form of the double described above in the first
paragraph

(the causal geometric one).

In some 'esoteric' circles the nine is seen in terms of the five, the five itself deriving
from

the five angles of the inverted pentagram. This is, however, a misunderstanding,
deriving as it

does from viewing the 'angles' two-dimensionally when in fact they should be
considered in a

three dimensional way, at first, and then four-dimensionally (the helical path within
the

tetrahedrons). This four-dimensional view is in itself only a beginning - beyond is the
multi-dimensional when both the causal and the acausal spaces are considered. One
means to

apprehend this duality is the Star Game (qv. NAOS).

II: THE SECRETS OF THE NINE ANGLES

The diagrams show how the basic nine angles relate to the

inverted pentagram. Thus, is the first sphere, the Moon, the second sphere, Mercury,
and so

on.



The diagrams signify the order of working in order to create types of magickal energy
- that

is, they are rites of invokation. Thus, the inverted pentagram shows how magickal
energy can be

created (or rather drawn from the acausal) - the type depending on where the process
is begun.

For example, to Invoke 'Satanic' energies, the point would be the starting one, going
on to

the next, , and then ~ and so on. The diagrams refer to the chants (given in NAOS
and

elsewhere) which when sung correctly open the gate or nexion (to the acausal) located
at/represented by the specific point or sphere shown. Thus, means the use of the
'Agios

Lucifer' chant (mode IV); means the use of the Agios Baphomet (mode I) and so on.
Fora

ritual, the chants are undertaken in order.

The 'symbol of the nine' shown below the inverted pentagram is only one form of the
many

possible by joining the seven spheres of the septenary and the 'gates' - as shown, the
invocation begins with the Moon sphere and ends with the Saturn sphere (and thus the
Agios

Vindex chant). Each symbol of nine represents a particular type of energy - for
example, to

open an 'Earth' gate, the sequence would end with the Earth Gate (ie. the Jupiter
sphere);

while to open a Star Gate it would end with that gate - the diagram.

A simpler form of invocation is possible , and involves not the complete chants, but
simply the

"word or name" associated with the particular sphere (according to the septenary
tradition).

Thus, the Moon sphere would involve the vibration of "Nox", the Mercury sphere
"Satan" and so

on (qv. the correspondences in NAOS).

[II: CHANTS

Back to main page



The Black Pilgrimage

As detailed in the Order MS Thernn, cultivating a skill in Natural Magick is essential if genuine
Adeptship is to be attained. The first stage in acquiring this skill [the final is that of Internal Adept]
involves the regular performance of ceremonial Magick in an outdoor location - the location being
chosen for its natural beauty, undisturbed by modem development. The seasonal performance of a rite
such as that of the Nine Angles (qv. The Black Book of Satan III), will teach those participating
infinitely more about the “Wheel of the Seasons’, than some pseudo-pagan ritual containing outdated
symbolic representations of the forces involved. It is important that the rites are conducted upon the
same site throughout the year(s), during the times of the seven festivals (qv.Thernn). The second task
involves undertaking, with the companion, the Natural form of the Nine Angles rite [the site involved
may be the same as that used by the Temple, or one specifically chosen for the task]. The third task
involves undertaking the Black Pilgrimage. Traditionally, this is a walk - undertaken alone - of
approximately 50 miles, which passes through sites - associated with the Dark Tradition [located on the
Welsh borders]. This rite is undertaken around the time of the Autumn Equinox; beginning at dawn, and
aiming to end near dusk the following day. The candidate must possess a quartz crystal (ideally a
tetrahedron), and is allowed to take only a sleeping bag (no other form of shelter), and the minimum
food required. The candidate is allowed to rest/sleep during the hours of darkness on the first evening, at
one of the sites of interest. Throughout the journey, the candidate may opt to stop at the various sites,
and perform a Chant (ie. the Diabolus). Towards the following evening, the candidate must aim to reach
a certain site on the Long Mynd (a site near Wild Moor), and there, undertake the solo rite of the Nine
Angles. Following the completion of the solo rite, the candidate remains to rest/sleep at the site. The
candidate departs from the area at dawn, when the Pilgrimage is completed.
This task is most usually undertaken by those who have attained the grade of External Adept (qv. Naos),
but the Initiate may choose to combine the Pilgrimage with the External Adept rite. This would involve
the Grade Ritual being undertaken immediately following the solo Nine Angles rite [this is a very
effective combination - but is optional].
With regard to Initiates who live in other countries: the candidate must spend some time creating an
appropriate route by which the Pilgrimage can be undertaken. The route must include sites which
express, for the Candidate - and for subsequent Initiates - a numinosity: they need not be of established
historical or magickal interest (indeed it would be far better if they were not). Rather, they must convey
isolation and natural beauty/wildness, and the route itself must be fairly arduous, keeping away from
conventional footpaths. The site chosen for the solo Nine Angles rite must be of particular esoteric
significance, and this aspect should be created prior to undertaking the Pilgrimage - via the ceremonial
opening of an Earth Gate', or the Natural form of the Nine Angles rite, and so on. The creation of a Black
Pilgrimage relevant to the respective Land of each Initiate, will be a further new and vital expression of
the Sinister Tradition.

- Order of Nine Angles -



The Book of Coming Forth by Night
- A Brief Satanic Analysis
ONA, 104yf

['The book' is the text that forms the basis of The Temple of Set, both philosophical point of view, and
the Occult. From it, the Temple claims a mandate and thus a "Satanic" authority.]

The text gives several clues from which its Occult significance can be deduced. First, it purports to be a
communication from a supra-personal being (Set); second, its style and content; third, the 'entity' confers
upon the scribe the magickal Grade of "Magus"; fourth, the 'entity' confers (or seems to confer) upon this
"Magus" an authority - to reconsecrate my Temple.."; fifth, various 'aeons' are mentioned.

The information contained in the text about acons'is very interesting - it states that an acon was begun in
1904 (eh) by Crowley, and that this acon ended in 1966 [a period of some 62 years]. It also announces
another new aeon with the announcement of Aquino as 'magus'. This information is interesting, from an
Initiated Satanic viewpoint, because it reveals a total lack of Initiated insight - instead, it seems to
continue with the obfuscations of the like of 'The Golden Dawn' regarding "aeons", something continued
by Crowley with his description of the 'magus' (a description which seems to have been used by the
‘entity’ in the text).

The reality is that an aeon is a causal manifestation of acausal energy - an intrusion, into the 'everyday'
world, of the creative, evolutionary force which has been described as 'Satan'. Such manifestations occur
about every two millennia - and give rise to higher or aeonic civilizations, which civilizations give form
to the acausal energies. That is, such a civilization is means whereby evolutionary changes occur. These
civilizations are organic - they grow, and then they wane and die. This takes a period of causal time -
generally, one and a half millennia. At any one time, there is only one aconic civilization - and of course
only one acon. An acon means the presencing of acaual energies over a certain period of time in the form
of a civilization: and each aeon is a 'new' manifestation of the acausal: i.e. it is apprehended, magickally,
through new forms, symbols, words and so on. A genuine Magus does indeed re-present an Aeon.
Expressed simply, an aecon cannot last for a mere 62 years. A new acon means a new civilization, in the
real world: a new ordering of societies a new ethos within those societies. It means a process of organic
growth over many centuries. It means the changing of individuals - a more conscious awareness - over
centuries. Anything less than this is not, magickally, an acon.

Thus, either the word 'acon' is used, in the text, in the wrong sense - or the text itself reveals a lack of
genuine magickal understanding.

° The text itself, in both its style and its content, is reminiscent of a working done by a Satanic Initiate
following the seven-fold way - i.e. a working with one of the pathways that link the spheres of the Tree
of Wyrd when various 'entities' are invoked. [An example of one such working has been published, in
1974 eh - 'The Message of the One of Thoth']. Such workings are generally understood to be learning
experiences - when the Satanic novice is exploring, via archetypal symbolism and archetypal forms, their
own psyche. Most magickians, of whatever path or tradition, produce such 'communications' in their
learning years. Those who are insightful, learn from these - and then the novice moves on: the workings
are seen as merely explorations of the unconscious. Those who are not insightful, dwell upon such
workings - they fail to objectify them, they fail to integrate them via a conscious understanding of what
they really are: merely workings with various archetypal symbols. [A classic case is John Dee.] Those
who fail to integrate them, usually see such workings as 'pronouncements' by some supra-personal being
or entity: that is, they are seen as actual and important revelations of some 'deity’. Accordingly, a lot of
time is spent ‘understanding' what the often cryptic 'communication(s)' means, and in writing
"commentaries" upon them.

Thus, either the text is an example of one such working by someone not yet achieved real Adeptship, or
it is an actual "communication" from an entity.

° The 'entity' confers upon the scribe the title of 'magus' and instructs the scribe to re-consecrate the
Temple, and so on. In the real world, the magickal Grades are understood as personal achievements, and
represent the gaining of knowledge, experience, insight and skills by the individual magickian - a
learning of wisdom by the overcoming of adversities; a transformation of the personality via both
magickal and real-life achievements.

As such, the Grades apart from the first (i.e. Initiation) - are never awarded or conferred by others. They
are only and always achieved, by each individual: by that individual attaining the level of personal



development - each Grade re-presents. The aim of a genuine Occult path is the liberation of the
individual - to progress to a higher stage of personal evolution: to go beyond the inertia of the herd. That
is, the individual works at their development, perhaps aided and guided by others who have gone that
way before. In a sense, genuine Occult paths are means whereby evolutionary advance can be
consciously achieved: they represent the knowledge and insights of the current and previous Aeons.
What is evolutionary is individuality - the coming into existence of unique individuals who can reason,
who can judge, who can act, who possess insight. What is de-evolutionary (or just a stasis) is conformity
- allowing others to do the reasoning, the judging, to inform one what “insight' (and such like) are: i.e. to
accept the solutions of others, the answers of others, rather than work these out for oneself.

In a real sense, the magickal Grades represent the stages of an individual's coming into being: of them
appropriating more and more of the acausal (or 'expanding their consciousness more and more into the
acausal' in a rather inexact way). This cannot be done for them - at any stage. Thus, for anyone, or
'anything' to confer upon anyone else a particular magickal Grade, is a sign that those so conferring and
so accepting, do not fundamentally understand what the Grades represent - in effect, they lack an
understanding of what genuine Occultism is all about. Those so accepting, allow someone else to judge
and decide for them; those who confer, maintain the illusions of those upon whom they confer Grades.
This is so even (or rather, particularly so) in the case of a Magus - that Grade is achieved by an
individual as a result of that individual going further along the Occult path chosen than anyone else:
achieving more, appropriating to themselves more of the acausal (or 'the sinister' if one prefers). At this
stage, this means opening/creating a nexion to bring forth into the causal world, acausal energies: i.e.
channeling aeonic energies and presencing them. This of course requires an understanding of aeons, and
how aeonic energies are or can be presenced in the causal, via civilizations, ethos, wyrd and so on. This
is manifestly not the case for the scribe of the text under consideration.

For this person accepts the conferring of the Grade by what is alleged to be 'Set' and accepts that being a
'magus' means manifesting, via a mandate, the 'will' of this entity, via a 'word' (and a 'consecrated
Temple' and thus Priesthood).

° The mention of Crowley and his 'law' is interesting in that it shows that there is no real insight into the
forces which have and do shape the present Aeon. Crowley's 'Law' and ‘magick' were manifestations of
that distortion of the aconic energies which has affected the Western acon - one aspect of which is the
Nazarene religion. Other aspects are the 'qabala’, the 'demonology' of the Grimoires, the glorification of
the ego at the expense of insight, and a lack of genuine reasoning.

The work of Crowley continued the distortion - it was not a cure for it. Crowley's understanding of real
magick was minimal - and he possessed no insight into either acons or aconic energies. In fact, his life
and work show that he never achieved real Adeptshlp, let alone Mastery.

If the 'entity' from which the scribe received the text was as that scribe described him - the Prince of
Darkness - then one might expect an understanding of acons and Crowley's essential irrelevance.
Instead, there are some rather pseudo-mystical, pseudo-philosophical statements regarding the "Aeon of
HarWer" and "Opposite Self": i.e. a clear, concise, rational account is not given. What is given, requires
'interpretation’.

A consideration of the text reveals it as in essence a working done by someone who has absorbed what
has hitherto been accepted as the "Western' tradition of Occultism - as exemplfied by John Dee, the
Golden Dawn, Crowley et al - where communication with extra-terrestrial/supra-personal entities is
accepted, and where such communications tend to be accepted as mandates, authorizing those who
receive them to found Temples/Lodges/inaugurate an 'acon' and so on. This “tradition' - which is actually
a part of the distortion exemplified by revelatory religions like that of the Nazarene - accepts such
revelations and the individuals receiving them. The scribes of such communications treat them with
respect - often as 'sacred', and interpret them via numerous commentaries for the benefit of the initiated
and un-initiated alike. This tradition thus fosters a certain mentality - the religious attitude, where
revelation, mandates and 'interpretations' are seen as not only of great value but also as more important
than real understanding and rational knowledge; where the notion of exclusivity, of 'electness' is
preserved. There is acceptance of a 'mandate' which gives authority - and members are expected to be
obedient to that authority, which reserves for itself the right to decide who is acceptable, and what
ethic/doctrines/views are acceptable/right'.

The whole text reveals this religious attitude and approach. Internal revelations are considered more
important than the insight and judgment born via practical experience. It is indicative of the pseudo-
intellectual approach which has so come to dominate present day societies thanks to the distortion of the



aeonic energies - individual character has less importance than assumed, pretentious 'knowledge'. A
mass of useless 'esoteric' and