THE CUP, THE SWORD, AND THE CRUX ANSATA

Introduction

If it is possible to characterize an age with a word, ours might bedctle age of need. In
the midst of riches, there is not satisfaction or content, beforentightiest science and
technology the basic questions go unanswered, the basic problems unsolvadewiiy

possibility of sexual qualification, there is a lust that is unquenched, a desire unfulfilled.

Religion and old truths in robes gaudy or severe, struggles in vain againstualsgtierility,
speaks windily in empty words that fall on empty hearts, cults flourish, ramd ridiculous,
and fall awayqgsocial philosophies, conceived in the loftiest idealism, are twisted, tdidtor
aborted before birth.

All, all withers before the flame of an awful desire, inarticulate and unagpded, that is
like to burn up the world. And all over the world there is despair fopteeent and fear for
the future, because of a need, a desire that is not known.

And what is this desire? It is the desire to know ourselves, to knowrothers, and to know
God. Not in the barren reaches of intellectual speculation or sterile weletafphysical
logic, but in the warm understanding depths of human emotion, and in the goldshefght
spiritual communion.

To know ourselvesgthe wonderous microcosmic creatiogto dare the abysses and the hell:

to span the oceans, explore the continents, scale the mountains and achieve the
constellations that shine within our own being, To know our brothers, to love alode g

to understand, oh God, to understand, to dislove the malice and fear and indaagltin

tears to embrace and cry my brother, oh my brother.

To know God, to know that awful serenity (severity?) that makes even the flowersdorlos
and the birds to sing; to stand naked before the terror and ecstasy of gtbefire the total
love that is God.
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It is written that Oedipus gave a banal answer to a riddle propounded b$pghex, and

thereafter went down disastrously into Thebes. And here is the whole histonarar That
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answers.
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What indeed is man, this portent that has appeared among us? What is hisanr@jimhat
his destiny? Was he not formed from the star dust, from the nebulaef the suns? Is he
not born of the ocean, with the wind and the rain and the shout of thunder imibes?vDo
not all deeps and all heights meet in him, abyss unto abyss? Is there mothiseneart and
laughter and terror about him who is beloved by life and death?

What is the enormous curiosity and unsatiable lust that has made gods and kchdseads,
and unmade themrqgbroken toys on the dump heap of time?

What is this, who can go so high, and so very lgwho has grubbed in all gutters, cried out
on all crosses, terrorized on all throngghis god from the depths, this beast from the stars,
this wonder and terror called man?

Where shall we seek the answer? Why, it is everywhere in everythingds ik what he

makes, in what he thinkgjassuredlygbut in these things his back is turned. But when we

look into the secret heargthe symbols, into the passion of sorcery and sanctity and the
passion that transcends both of thes8 K HQ ZH PD\ VHH WKH kVWXII WKDW |
the matrix of the maker of gods.

The Trinity

What pitiable nonsense veils the face of this enormous mystery. With one great sweep let us
brush away the trash of the centuries and behold the unveiled wonder; for hdre is t
apotheosis of man. The Cup, the Sword and the Crux Ansata, Isis, Osiris, Holy&host
Father, and Son, the veritable name of God.

The Cup, the holy grail, the Cup of Babalon, WOMAN, and the eternal force embodied in
woman, the heart of naturgdark womb of stars.

The Sword, solar phallic emblem of the demon-ang#ie beastqgod that is man.

The Crux Ansata, looped cross of life, symbol of the two combined in the creatstasy
that is God, and prefiguring the child that is the perfect fruit of that union.

Here is the basic trinity. Upon its splendid structure have been hung all ornamentsn& sha
and folly, of trickery and self-deceit. For it is only with clear and unsedttous eyes that
we may look on the forces that made and move us. That which is God lisaétend
changeless, but truly we have made its images in our own image, disiarpagiality and
prejudice, in fear and greed, even as these things distort the light within.

This is my thesigyjthat by knowing and understanding of these two forces we may unite them
in ourselves into a third, which is God.



This is the hidden knowledge, the secret doctrine known to almost every savagernvects

in the occult schools of history, and well night lost to modern man. And | believe that this
knowledge properly applied, will not be without some value. | believe that we bkea t
refuge from a religion that was intolerably corrupt and sanctimoniousnaterialism which,
without spiritual values, is equally barren. It is my desire to indicate an appraesgd bpon

a very ancient concept, whereby a mature and healthy minded pergawven a skeptical
person gmay find spiritual and emotional significance.

| am aware that such an approach must be simple, and | have chosen fundanteepts
may be offensive in certain quarters. It is certainly not my intentionfemdf but | must point
out that persons unable or unwilling to see the wonder and beauty pasdxhat which lies
beyond sex, are mainly responsible for the confusion and ultimate destructionrefigheus
ideal.

I
THE CUP

BABALON the beautiful, the Great Whore BABALON, riding the star beast, and drunken on
the blood of saints. GenetrigMatrix gMother of Starsqwhat an image of fear and wonder!
Scorn not gmock not gfor the Cup that she beareth is the Holy Graal, and the name Whore
Is also holy.

For is not BABALON the whole of naturgand is not the Cup she beareth that in which all
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beloved Whore, who gives all that she is, and uses all of a man? Verily tsaedscursed

angel in whom is all damnation and all redemption, for in her is all power given.

And from that Cup flow the rivers of life, and its foam is the foameofrtitky way, that bears
the wonderful seed of the stars. And from these waters rises takhtandal the tree of life,
the world ash.

What scurrilous blasphemy, what incredible affrontery, that would insult the whole of nature
with a doctrine of immaculate conception, a degraded sneer at woman, and thaevioh
process by which men are born. What foul conniving mind would stoopr¢e feuch chains

for woman!

In the beginning was the matriarchgthe age of Isis, age upon age slowly unfolding in which
woman, recipient of the mystery of creation, was also the Priestess offiltee $orceress,
seeress, keeper of the keys of birth, healing and death, her architype veilsi$,upon a
throne. |1 do not think she was that clubwoman, mother of weeping little, vlys is the
ferocious would-be matriarch of today.



| see her ample breasted, large thewed, black maned, eyes flashing withtbattér, with
love and withdrawn in mystery as she fulfilled the needs of herself, &tey, mer children,
and her tribe. | do not think she was frigid, or sterile, as arenthtern priestesses of the free
life.

It was she who sat at the temple gate by the waters of Babylon and gave teesstfanger.

Not to one man did she give herself in that rite, but to all men, and therefdbod. And

how much greater is her service that that of those nuns who deny man and therefone God i
their lack of charity.

Look upon her now in her nakedness, this glorious whore called woman. Behaddrging
a war cry, riding a steed of the SagasSemiramis, Vicingatorixq Bruinhil. Is she not
admirable?

Behold her in the chambers of the night, her cheeks flushed, her eyes large, her mouth moist
with honey and sweet with fire, giving the ecstasy and anguish of her body utteve. Is
she not magnificent!

Follow her into the temple of the forest arsge what wonderous rites she invokes the
godhead upon the tribe. Where is pale, sad, chaste Mary in comparison with iti® Wghy

if they came to crucify her son, she would seize a sword and slay untilanestreaming
before that fury. That, or of need be nail him up with her own hands. Whodmsred up

this meek, mewling, pipsqueak of a woman, from what pot of cabbage soup? Surely some
tradesman with the soul of a piss cart.

JRU WKHUH LV D ZRPDQ WKDW ZLOO VXFQ\&&eyhigh, VawR XO GF
he be a man indeed. Is she not a demon. Verily she is a demon fromdpesteit, and non

but the Magian King, master of the sword of will, shall ever call her hasea subtlety of

the Cup that it conquers by yielding, and yields to conquer, and this foy geddess there

is a demon adverse. Even as high as the head in heaven, thus far down go the hatits

and this is the blessedness of the true saint, the lover of BABALON, that haseatkihe

marriage of heaven and hell.
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BABALON is beyond the Law and assembly, and who would win her muse transigeess

low, and win to the solitude of anarchy and darkness. For it is also wiktdhK R X VKDOW V
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Oh woman, into what dark and awful bondage have you gone dgtre dupe of priests,
the tool of knaves, the slave of foolgin the name of proprietyqof virtue qof male
superiority. What fires have lighted your sham¢he stakes, the chains, the whips; what
gutters have known your degradation, and what gilded breeding pens! And, hanst ©f

all qyou yourself have maintained what rotten tissue of pretenses, to the emeavef



yourself and your sisters. And what a terrible revenge you have taj@un, who hold the
keys of life and death. How blind was man in his folly and how he has suffered for it.

But all these things, degradation, vengeance, folly, are but cloud shadmss Hur face of
the eternal woman that is BABALON. It is she who reins in the h&fagtvery woman and
who is the desire of every man. Therefore | say, Invoke Her!

Envision her, this mighty womagqthis goddessgW KLV kFLUFOH RI VWDUV ZKRP
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of the earth, she at whose laughter the flowers blossom in the sarimbpse touch the earth

Is made fertile. All to hegfear her notgfor is she not womargtender mysteriousgalluring

gshe is the essence of woman-raised to her own power, set loose in herself.

Il
The Angel and the Sword

I.  How Paradise is made of what is.
a. Love being an overflowing of fulness, receiving a sort of giving, and happiness a
measure of adequacy
b. Youth being a period of exploration of what is, with due consideration for the
mysteries.
c. Maturity being a period for enjoying what is, and to hell with the mysteries.
d. Age being a period for the enjoyment of the mysteries.
e. And paradise consisting of being altogether what we are.
II.  How Hell is made of what is not.
a. Hate being a yearning of emptiness, fear a sort of premature rejection, and
misery a measure of inadequacy.
b. Youth being a period of rejection of what is in favor of what should be, or
reaction against the same.
c. Maturity being the deepening conviction that it is not worth the price, and the
determination that others shall pay this price in full.
d. Age being the period of hating and being hated.
End Hell consisting of being othejless than we are.
lll.  The Angel being the image of God.
Our parents being the only Gods we know.
And in ourselves we deeply desire to please.
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This is our God.
Being our parents God.
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bring forth. Thou shalt hate thy seed, thy seed shall hate thee. In unlove shalt
thou be thy not self. Men. Hell.

IV.  The sword being the law set everyday against the gate of paradise.
Man being set against himself, the law is also set against itself.
The law of nature is the law of man.
The law of matter against the law of spirit.
(missing)
Some saying that if Life = Death, then not life = not death. This shows the
formula of the Christians. (Victim).
f. Orthat if God is crucified, then to be crucified is to be God. This being the
formula of the Jews (Scapegoat).
g. That matter = mother, and spirit alone avails. The formula of mysticism. (Priest
of God = fem daughter)
h. That spirit = father, and matter alone avails. The formula of science (Priest of
nature = M. Son)
V. The gate of Paradise being so narrow that only one at a time may pass through.
a. Though it is by two that an entrance is effected
b. Still it is the total self only discovered by the self which must pass into many
mirrors.
c. So those who would lead the multitudes to Paradise, and those who would save
the many are deluded.
d. They see themselves in others, but fail to see the others in themselves.
e. As one crying peace, unknowing that his own concealed hatred is war.
f. Or one crying war, and thereby seeking to slay the night monsters of his dark
self.
VI.  Yet again, the angel is death, and his sword time
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b. Neither is death cozened or propitiated, not time tricked or forgotten.
c. Yet they will mask for fools, and walk in dreams
d. But for the whole self death is a guard against not life, and time a guard against
unchanged.
e. When the bowl is broken, and when the cord is loosed, all selves rejected and
renounced put off their averse masks and sit in judgement
f. This is the judgement; all are beautiful, and no payment was necessary. This is
the last of the hells.
VIl.  Pasturing upon the upland meadows of eternity
a. Come unto me, my demons, at last we will take off the masks.
b. Unmasked there your names were need and desire. Here there is no need nor

® 20 oo



desire and your names are being and going, the two transitives of love.

"
Wormwood Star

What becomes of the star that burns so fiercely in some adolescenbhs®it falls surely,
but is it extinguished? Passionate and maudlin, ambitious and naive, egotisticalfi@sd,s
criminal and transcendental, it burns beneath the waters, and these waterscassliexgly
bitter.

And what is this star but the human passions energized by the heroic myth uyptiduire

with an abnormal lighgimagination fueled by passion until it coruscates in the octave scale
gan ultra violet as spiritual passion, in the visible range as genius, and in the infea-dark
criminality, psychosis and disease.

Passion roused to the pitch of the heroic can be tolerated in our own culture, only when it
sublimated, (and even then considerable diluted, in art). The heroic is anti-social yn ever
sense of our use of the word. It is anti-collective, anti-democratic, antiraoral. It is
dangerous, disruptive, often disastrous in terms of our social values.

Siegfried, Arthur, Gawain, even Jesus would rightly be treated as crinmnals culture,
simply because they would be so unsafe, so unsocial.

v

If the knowledge of Lucifer is the knowledge of Hell, then the essence of damnatien is t
belief that hell is not hell, and the continual disappointment and frustration of disogpve
anew that it really is; and of having somehow to explain the fact with palliativeugksit

The damned find hell where they seek paradise, and find paradise only where they fear hell.

Then the only possible comfort to the damned is this knowledge, squarely facattaed
forgotten; that hell is Hell. The transcendent and quixotic paradox thhtiddalso Paradise
pertains only to the Heroic.

Hell consists of the submission of the heroic ideal to convention or secuaritgar or self
indulgence, or to any illusion of the partial self which is inferior to the total self.

The heroic ideal is the aspiration to transcend limitatiagisy love and understandingby
passion and violence, by will and disciplimgoy all and any means that will achieve the
knowledge and liberation of the total tel
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WE ARE THE WITCHCRAFT. We are the oldest organization in the world. When man was
born, we were. We sang the first cradle song. We healed the first wourahnaferted the
first terror. We were the Guardians against the Darkness, the Helpers onfthedrel Side.
Rock drawings in the Pyrenees remember us, and little clay images, miadedtnl purpose
when the world was new. Our hand was on the old stone circles, the motio&tdpimen,
and the druid oak. We sang the first hunting songs, we made the first crgpsvipwhen
man stood naked before the Powers that made him, we sang the first ch&rror and
wonder. We wooed among the Pyramids, watched Egypt rise and fall, ruledsfoace in
Chaldea and Babylon, the Magian Kings. We sat among the secret assemblragslofisd
danced the wild and stately dances in the sacred groves of Greece.

In China and Yucatan, in Kansas and Kurdistan we are one. All organizaiosmg&nown us,
no organization is of us; when there is too much organization we depasdré\n the side
of man, of life, and of the individual. Therefore we are against religioralitpoand

government. Therefore our name is Lucifer. We are on the side of freeafdloye, of joy
and laughter and divine drunkenness. Therefore our name is Babalon.

Sometimes we move openly, sometimes in silence and in secret. Nighdlay are one to
us, calm and storm, seasons and the cycles of man, all these things are areaferat the
roots. Supplicant we stand before the Powers of Life and Death, antiesrd of these
Powers, and avail. Our way is the secret way, the unknown direction. Ouiswlag way of
the serpent in the underbrush, our knowledge is in the eyes of goats and of women.

It is our own force that sometimes shifts jeweled coils and [...] mighty pimdhs breast of
man; our Power is one with the Power that causes the God to stir in the dieidu¢ seed,
and the bud to burst into blossom and fruit; and whenever a man and a womaniteé in

one substance, our power is that substance.

Merlin was of us, and Gawain and Arthur, Rabelais and Catullus, Gilles de Retz and Jehanne
d'Arc, De Molensis, Johannes Dee, Cagliostro, Francis Hepburn and Gellis Duncan,
Swinburne and Eliphas Levi, and many another bard, Magus, poet, martyr known and
unknown that carried our banners against the enemy multiform and ubiquitouShtireh

and the State. And when that vermin of Hell that is called the Christramc@ held all the

West in a slavery of sin and death and terror, we, and we alone, broughtdtpeheart of

man, despite the dungeon and the stake.

We are the Witchcraft, and although one may not know another, yetare united by an
indissoluble bond. And when the high wild cry of the eagle sounds in your mind, know that



you are not alone in your desire for freedom. And when the howl of the wolf echdbe
forests of your night, know that there are those who also prowl. And wWigeways of your
fellows about you seem the ways of idiocy and madness, know that theeeds® others who
have seen and judged - and acted.

Now know that the power that we serve lies in the heart of every man and wamtre tree
lives in the seed. And to be with us, you have but to call upon that Power, andeyas ane
of us. And when our Power and Joy have come upon you, you may gadiodtio your will
among men, and none shall say you nay. And if it be your will, you shall do your vatl\sec
and if it be your will, you will do your will openly, as your will.

Therefore lift up your hearts saying, "l am a man" or "l am a woman, anchther Bf Life is
mine!" And in the Power of Life you shall live and love, accepting no restramidmlacing

no restriction, freely and granting freedom. And it may be in the bounty oblifeslyall see

the love of life shine in the eyes of another, and the lust of life burn uporohisdnd thus

you shall take great joy together. And it may be in good fortune you may finthaer such,;

and share your joy in secret feasting and rejoicing and all manner of lovenaaidrigstival.

Or it may be that at hazard and danger you will teach the joyous power to men; as your wills
move you.

And this is well so long as you remember one thing. There can be no restrictionoWee P

of Life is not restricted; it knows its own way, but no mind knows that way. Therefore in
yourself practice all the giving and taking of freedom that is consistent feittidr thereby
alone can you remain in our joy.

Pain is. Terror is, loss and loneliness and agony of heart and spait,unto Death. For this
is the gateway to the kingdom of Pan.

Our way is not for all men. There are those who are so constricted and sibknmselves
that the thought of their own freedom is a horror, and that of othdisrce pain; so that they
would enslave all men. And these you should shun, or, if you must, destroyashgoo will
know how, for this also is bounty.

Nor think the life power should manifest in those who have no troubteraroil, for these
may be mere dumb cattle, innocents out of season. Rather does the paeersbbw the
most where conflict rages, since at any time, and especially in a false toiljzhe way
must be won through. Surrender is disaster. The other side of the capmg an the sunlight
and a dance in the moonlight, where all mists are dispersed. But the way must be won.

v

In dealing with the public from an initiated viewpoint, one furious dilemmayawwresents
very strange norms. The truth, that is, the truth about the immediate aspsoine culture,



Is always different from the accepted values and alleged truths of the cultusetruth is
then irritating, annoying, upsetting and highly dangerous.

The dilemma then is this; should one tell the truth, invoke the hostility of the @uldithe
possible destruction of oneself and ones hopes, or should one disguise and palliatéhhis tr
taking the equal risk that is will be obscured to futility, or even utterly lost.

Further, in his analysis, the adept must ask if, in his desire to tell an unpleasanénatis
an element of sado-masochism that moves towards martyrdom and massacre.

Equally, in his desire to hedge, he must enquire if there is a secret desireptiapFpto
conform, to suck the golden tit of the world, and to hell with truth. In etthérose extremes
there is much precedent and considerable company, none of which appears to have
accomplished much either in terms of human betterment or of realmplfevement. History

Is a long testament to the fact that men will not tell the truth about thereselnd will not

listen when it is told.

Of course, the ideal is a balance between the two extremes; but how to achieve that balance
when we ourselves are the unbalanced products of an unbalanced culture? Through suffering,
experiment, analysis, and the exercise of will,b we can come to a knowledge and
understanding of ourselves, and of the things that have thwarted and distortBdtuse

cannot so easily undo that thwarting and distorting.

Even in our attempts to attain balance in ourselves and out environmerftndveurselves

tempted and trapped by the hatred, the fear, and the desire for the disasffeats of our

won training. Learning most bitterly the dangers inherent in romantic idéahz and

projection in religion and life, we react into the structures of scientifiterialism, only to

find that we have simultaneously destroyed the romantic-creative impulse that gave

spiritual life. WorsegDULVLQJ IURP WKLYV JUDYH OLNH D ¥WROO V Jk
religions of state and science, and the arid moralities of freethinking and liberalism.

Here, then, is our impasse. The enormously dynamic forces within tewals continue to
create and destroy. If they do not function under our understanding andeyivill create
monsters and destroy our most beloved hopes.

The recurring problem of the adept is then exactly this discover adequate forms in which
these forces can function constructively. Above all else he must recognize theudagfi
the forces, and of the forms required to contain and direct them.

The great error of society lies in this fact, that these forces, being strordpagdrous, are
therefore the evil things that should be ignored or destroyed, usually toahe tost of
innumerable persons. Being ignored, they accumulate force undergrounthewtireak out
in ravening chaos, and in the futile attempts to destroy them, cruelty ara e loosed
upon the world.



It would seem obvious that forms of the western world are inadequatepte with the forces
of the human psyche. One after another they have broken down with ever acdnithgnds
of violence, deceit and human misery. Man seems unable to contain eithivaisr his
hate qthey turn monstrous and rend him.

So the adepts must turn again to the fountain of life, and its veiling magnckvinence come
all religion, all science, all philosophy, and all creative force.

Thus we, The Children, offer Magick in its essential form as a way of life,rbipalévalued,
containing and transcending all forms and all noumena.

Not a church, a dogma, an organization, a form a cult, magic contains vsthiinall these
things a partiality of the whole. It is therefore that system in which each marvdrschis
own individual creative godhead, and which yet embraces all men in univeathédrood
and love.

If, in this view, old, cherished truths, dogmas, creeds and forms appear onigiaktigs, or
even malignant because of their overvaluation or distortion, that is the fhrademust be
paid for the wide horizon needful for growth and life.

It is a fundamental of magick that every force and every act steam love. Once this is

fully understood, there is simply no room for hate, which is itself the type of Iavierfép)

that are incompletely experienced. But in the view of love as self sacrificegaime and
propitiation this truth is distorted and obscured. It will be seen that shalmes and
overemphasized partialities have a most malignant life of their own, sincerénéased on

fear of exposure. But it is essential that we expose ourselves to this malearéwo attain

the living truth for ourselves and our race. It is equally essential tleaexplore and
transmute the seeds of the malice in ourselves, lest like calls to like, and we are destroyed in
our own nightmare.

Being in love we create love, being in hate we create hate and, in the image of the universe
being in ourselves, the love or hate we create acts equally upon us. This ggetde
pragmatism of magick. Being truly in love we can act determinedly, in wiljaandve can

even fight at need, without fear or malice and guilt, since fighting itself is a form of love.

We, the Children, love as children, seeking the means whereby we can give ouo love
everyone. We are, it is true, destroyers, but only the destrmferslove, loneliness and fear.
Beyond that we are the creators of a world of magick, or the revealers of a magiddl

that is always. So we say love and fear not, in love there is no fear. Also in the sethiee of
image of love may true love come to dwell, even the love of which all known loves are as
shadows to the sun.
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The Cup, The Sword, #nd The Crux Ansata
By J Parsons,

Introduction

It it is possible to characterize an age with a word, ours might be called the age of
need, In the midst of riched, thereis not satisfactoin or content, beforethe mightiest

science and technology tﬁe basic questions g unanswered, the basic problems unsolved,With
every possibility of sexial qualification, there is a lust thet is unquenched, a desire
unfuifiiied,

Religion and eold truths in robes gaudy or pevere,struggles in vain ggainst s spiritual
sterility, spesks windily in empty words that fall bn empty hearts , pults flourish, and
grov ridicuious, endfall away - social philodophies, conceived in the 1ftiest idealism,
are twisted, distorted,aborted before birth,

All,all withers tefore the flame of an awiul desire, inarticulate and unapprehended, &he
that is like to bumn up the world, And all over the world there is despair for the present
andfear for the future, because of a need, e desire that is not known,

And what is this desire ? It is the dusire to kmow ourselves, to know our brothers, wnd -
te kmow God. Lot in the barren reaches of intellectual speculation or the sterile webs of
metsphysical logie, but in the wamm understanding depths of human emotion, end in the
golden heights of aspiritual comunion,

To kmow purselves - the wondrous micorcesmic ereation - to dare the abysses and the hell:

to span the oceans,explore the continents, scale the mountains and achieve tne constellat—
ions that shine within our own being. 1Ib know our brotners, to lovr and be loved ~ to
understand, Ch Yod, to understend, to dislove the malice and the fear and in leughter and
in tears to embrace and cry my brother, oh my brother,

To know God, to know thet awful serenity (7 severity T) that mekes even the flowers to
blossor and the birds to sing; to stand maked béfore the terror and eeds ecstasy of etermity
» before the total love that is Godi




1t is written that pedipus gave a banal answer to a riddle propounded by the Sphinx,
and thereafter went down disastrously into Thebes., 4And here isthewhole history of man,

- goddess
That being that is half beast sndhalf ged eries out "what is men ?" and the answerp,ch

the anaswers.
"It is e slave, an ape, a machine, a damed soul",
¥hat indeed is mem, this portent that has appesrsd among us? what is his origin,and

what his destiny ? Was he not fommed from the starg duet,f rom the bebwulag,out of the
syus 7 Is he not born of the ocean, with the wind endthe rain and the shout of thunder

in his voice ? Do not all deeps end ell heights meet it him, abyss unto abyss? Is
there not fire in his heart apnd lsughter andterror about him vhe is beloves by life and

death ?
What is the enormous curieeity and the unsatiable lust thai has made gods snd kings

znd creeds, andunmedc them - broken toys on the dump hesp of time 7

vhat indeed is this , who can go so high, andso very low — who ‘has grubbed in &ll
gutters, cried out on &1l crosses,terrorized on all thromes - this god from the desths,
this beast from the stars, this wonder amnd terror called mun?

where shall we seek the euswer? uhy, it is everywhere e in everything he does, in
what he makes, in what he thinks ~ assuredly - but in these thingshis baci is turmed.

but when we look into the secret heart - the symwbols, into the passionscf sorcery and

sanci:ity end the passion that transcends both of these - then we may see the "stuft
that dreems aremedc of, the matrix of the maker of gods, The frinity.

Ghat pitisble nomsense veils the face oi this enomcus mystery, with onegrest sweep
let us brush away the trash ol centiries, and behold the unveiled wonder; ior here is
the spotheokis of man. the Cup, the Sword and the Crux Ansate, Isie, (siris,borus, [oly
Ghost, Father, end Son, the veritsble mameof God.

The Cup, the boly grasl, the Cup of Babalon, WOMAN, aud the etemal force embodied
in women, the bear{ ofnature — dark womb of stars. )

The 3vord,solar phallic emblem of the demon-angel-the beast-god that is man.

The Crux insata, pooped cross of life, symbol of the two combined in the creative
ecstasy that is God, and prefiguring the child that is the perfeect fruit of that uniocnm,

Here is the basic trinity. Upon its splendid structure ef-skame have been bung all



ornaments of sheme and folly, of trickery and gelf deceit, For it is only with clear and
unselfconscious eyes that wemay look on the forces that mede and move us, That which im
god is eternal and chengeleés, put truly we bave made its images in our own image,
distérting in partislity andprejudice, in fear andgreed, even as thepe things distort the
light within.

This is my thesis - that by ¥mowing and understunaing of these shings two forces Wwe
pay wite them in gurselves into a third, vhich is God,

whig is the hidd.n knowledge, the secret foctrine kmown to almost every savage,
preserved in tue cccult schools of history, end well nigh lost to modemn men, .nd X
pelieve thot tins xnowledge -Toperly applied, will not be without somevelue, 1 believe
that we pavetuken refuge from & religion that was intolerably corrupt end senctimonious,
in = meterialism which, without spirituel vslues,is equally borren., It ie my desire io
indickse an appreach, based upon & very ancient concept, whereby & pature andhealthy
minded person - €ven & geeptical person - may find spiritual end emctional significence.

[ em awere that such an approach mst) be simple, gndl have chosen fundamental conceit
thet are extremely simple, heving been origineliy conceived by persons with al. the
visaom of aimplicity. 1 &m #lso aware that & philesophy pased on franikiy gexusl concengt
wey pecffengivein certsin guarters. 1t is certainly not uy intentiom to oftend, but T
riat peint out that persons uneble or unwiliing to see tiie wonder end beauty of sex, gné

of inot which lies beyond sex, &T€ meinly Tesponsible for the confusion and mltimate

destruction of the relicious ideal,

1
THE - CUP

HuBALGH the beeutiful, the great vhors BARKLOK, riding the star beast, end drurken on
the blood of seints, genetrix - Matrix - HMother of Stars - what an image of fear and
wonder] Scorn mot -~ mock not — for the Cup that she beareth is the Holy ¢raal, andthe
neme Whore is also hol¥. . |

For is mo% BABALON the waole of Rature - ondis not the cup she besreth That in which
g1l things sre conceived? verily She is the star goddes:s,":ggg‘moat perfect, lady of
light", the "aes boro &nd star begotten of whom Sappho hymned? And is not BABAION



wéman, the beloved whore, who gives all that she is, enduses all of a mah? Verily, she is
that accursed angel in whom is all demmation and ell redemption, for in her is all power
given,

And from that Qup flow the rivers of life, andite foam is the foem of the milky way,that
beara the wonderful seed of stars. And from these waters rises tall and etermal the tree of!
life, the world ash,

What scurrilous blasphem‘,- what incredible effrontery, that would insult the whole of
nature wkth a doctrineef immasculate conception, a degraded sneer at woman, and the wonderful
process by which men are borm., What foul comiving mind would stoop to forge such chains
for women }

In thebeginning was the matriarchy - the age of Isis, oge upon age slowly unfolding in
which woman, recipient of the mystery of crestion, was also thePriestess of the tribe.
Sorceress, seeress, keeper of tne keys of birth, healing and death, her achitype is Isis,
veiled upon a tarone. I do not think she wes that clubwomen, motuner of weepinglittle boys,
who is the ferocious weuld be matriarch of today,

I see her ample breasted, large thewed,black maned, eyes flashing with battle, temﬁgﬁ
vith love and withdrawn in mystery as she fuilfilled the needs of herself, her mate, hexr
¢hildren and her tribe, I do mot think she was frigid, or sterile, as are the modern
priestesses of the free life,

it was she who sat at the temple gate by the waters of Babylon andgeve herself to a
starmger. Hot to oneman did she give herself in that rite, but to all men, audtherefore to
God. And how much greater is her service that that of those nuns who deny mem and therefore
God in their lack of charity.

Look upon her now in her nakedness, this glorious whore called woman, Behold her
chanting a war cry, riding a steed of the Sagas - Semiramia, Vicingetorix- Brumhil, Is she
not admirable? )

Behold her in the chambers of the night, ber cheeks flushed, her eyes lagre, her mouth
moist with honey and sweet with fire, givi'.ng the écotasy and anguish of her body utterly in

love. Is she not magnificent)
Follow her into the temple of the forest, amd see by what wondercus rites she invokes the

|



godhead upon the ribe. Where is pale, sad, chaste pary in compariscn with this v.sion? why
if they ceme to crycify ghsios her son, she would seize a sword snd siay until men ran
screeming before that fury. That, or of need be pail him up with her osn hands. who has
conjured up this mesk, mewling, pipsquesk of & woman, from what pot of cabbage soup?
surely some tradesman with the soul of a piss cart (7 T).

For there is a woman that will suck a men's soul down to hell, and ubterly destroy him,
cave he be a man indeed, Is she not & demon, Verily she is a demon from the deepest pit,
and none but the Magien King , mester of theeword of wiil, shall ever call her mate. 1t is
& subtlety of the cup that it conguera by yielding, andylelds to conquer, and thus for
every goddess there is a demon adverse. Even ashigh as the head in heaven, thus far down
go the roots in hell, apdthis is theblessedness of the true saint, thelover of BABALON,
that-g::achieved the Marriage of heaven andhell.

There is the law for the little ones of earth, andit is writtem, "Thou shalt not
transgress". But BABALON is beyond the Law end the assembly, snd who would win her mast
trensgreas the low, and win to the solitude of ansrchy end darkmess. Fd: it i:lfrg:)'itten
wthou shait spill out thy bioodto the last drop".

ch womsn, into wnet dark and awful bondage have you gone down - the dupe of priests, the
topl, of knaves, the slave of fools - in thename of propriety - of virtue - of male
supericrity. what fireshavelighted your shame - the stakes, the chains, the vhips; what
gutters have kunown yourd.egradation, end what guilded breeding pensi ind, worst shame of
all ~ you yourself have meintained that rotcen tissue of pretences, to the ensiavement of
yourseif mnd your sisters, jnd what a terrible revenge you hovetaken - you, vho hold the
keys of life and death, How blind wasman in his fiélly znd how he has sufiered for it.

But 211 these things, d.egrauiation, vengeance, folly, are btut ¢loud shadows across the
face of the eternal women that is BABAIOK., 1t isshe who reigns in the heart of every
vomen end who is the desire of every man. Therefore I say, Invoke Her!

Envisci»n her, this mighty woman-this goddess-this “circle ofgtars of vhom our Father is
tut the younger brother®, Imagine her, whose gong is the song of the sea, whose heart is
the heart of the earth, she at whoselaughter the flowers blossom in the spring, at -vhose

touch the earth‘is madé fertiles All to her- fear her not - for is sixe not womsn —tender
mysterious-alluring- ghe is the essence of women-raised {7 T) to her own power, set loose

in herself, (Next page scored through, remminder spparently not writtem. T)
. .
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The Angel and the sSwords

1. How paradiseis made of what isi’

A. Love being en overflowing of fulmess, receiving a sort of giving, and happiness a

o Measure of sdequacy (7 T)

p. 7Youth being & period of exploration of what is with due comsideration for the

’ : mysteries.
¢. Haturity being a period for enjoying what is, end to hell with the mysteries.

D. hge beingd e period for the enjoyment of the mysteries.

E. ind paradise consisting of being altogether what we are.

TI. How Eell is made of what is mot.
4, Eate being & yearning of emptiness, fear a sort of premature fejection, and misery
& measure of inadeguacy.

3, Toutt being a period ol rejection of what is in favour of what should be, or in

reaction against the same,

g, Keturity being the deepening conviction that it is not yorth theprice, and the

determination that others ghail pey this price in full.

p. hge being the periof of hating end beinghated.

£. 5od Hell consisting of beiné other — less than we are,

I1I. The Angel peing the image of Gods

i, Our perents being theonly Gods we knov,

B, ind in ourselves We deeply desire to please.

g, the Jews have made &an image of cod that speaks, saying nphou shalt not.

p. This is our God.

g, Peing our parents God.

F. And shall be our childrenis god.

o, sling "In sweat ehalt thou lebour, in sin teke thy plessure, in sorrow beer and
bring forth. Thou shalt hate thy seed, thy seed shall hete thes, In unlove (? ]
ghalt thou be thy not self. Nem, Bells

IV, The sword being the law get everypwhy against the gate of paradise,

4, Nap being set against himself, thelaw is also set against itself,

B, Thelaw of nature ageinst the law of man, ‘

¢. The law of matter against the law of gpirit.
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Some suying thet if Life = peath, then not life - not death, ~nis shows the
formula of the Christians. (victim}s

‘:or that if god is crucified, then to be crucified is to be Ged. Thisbeing the
formula of the Jews (Scapegoat) .

' That matter — mother, andmp irit alone aveils, Lhe formula of mysticism, (Priest
of céd - fem (sic 1) daughter. ) |

That 's;:irit - father, and matter alone avails, The formula of science {priest of

pature = 4, son )

VI, The gate of paradise being SO nATTOW thet only one at a time may pess through,

Ae

B.

Ce

D.
Be

T

Though it is by two that an entrence is effected
Still it is thetotal self only digcovered by the self which must pass into memy
mirrors.
So those who would lead the multitudes to Paradise, and those who wouldsave the
many are deluded.
The see themselvesin others, but fail to see the others in themseives.

AS one eryingpeece , unikmowing tpat his own conceeled hatred is war,

Cr one crying war, end thereby seeking to slay the night monsters of his dark sel

VII. Yet agein, the engel is death, and his sword time,

A
B.
Ce
D.

F.

VIIl.

B.

Death being no man's gervent, or time shut up in eny place

Heither is death couzened or propitiated, not time tricked or forgotten.

et they will mask for fools, and walk in dreems

pat for the whole self death is a guard against not life, endtime a guard ggains

unchange.
when the bowl is broken, andwhen the cord is loosed, all selves rejected and

renounced put off their averse masks end it in judgement
This is the judgement; slil are besutiful, and no payment was Necessary. This is
the last of the hells,

pasturing uppn theuplandmeadows of eternity

come unto me, my demons, at last we will tke off the melksr masks.

tnmasked there your names were need and desire, Here there is no need nor desire
*

end your nsmes are being snd going, the two { 7 tramitives) of love.

Am—
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‘.-J‘O{meood star ;

What becomes of the star that burns so fiercely in scme sdolescent horizons ? It
falls surely, but is it extinguished ? Passionate amt maudllin, ambitious and naive,
egotistical and seifless, criminal a.ncitranscendental, it burmng beneath the waters, and
these waters are exceedingly bitter,

4nd what is this star Tut the human passions energised by the hercie mytk until they
burn with an ebnormal light - imagination fusled by passion until it eems coruscates
(? T) in the octave (2 T) scale ~ kn ultra violet as spiritual passion, in the visible
renge as genius, and.‘m the infra~dark a eriminelity, psychosis and disease,

Passion roused to the pltch of the hercic can be tolerated in our own culture, only
when it is sublimated, (and even then considerably diluted, in art). The hemiclznti-
gocial in every sense of our use of thﬁb word, It is anti-collective, anti-demccratic,
anti-commnel. 1t is dengerous, pdisruptive,often disastrous in tems of our social

values,

Siegfried, Arthur, Gawain, even Jesus would rightly be treated as criminals in our

culture, simply because they would be so unsafe, so unsocial,

Iv
If the mowledge of Lucifer is theimowledge of gell, then the essence of dammation

is the’belief that hell is not hell, end the continual dieappointment amd frustration of
discovering amew that it reily is; andbf having somehow to explain the fact with

i
palliative (? T) platitudes, [he damned find hell where they seek paradise, and find

paradise only where they fear hell,

Thent theonly possible comfort to the dammed is this knowledge, squarely faced and
never forgotten; that hell is Bell. The tramscendant snd quixetic paradox that Hell is
also Paradise pertains only to the Heroic,

Bell consists of the submission of the hrroic ideal to .convention or security, to
fear or self indulgemce, or to any illusion of the'partial sell which is inferior to
the total self,

The hereic ideal is the aspiration to trsmscend limitations - by love and understand%:

- by pssion and violemce, by will and discipline - by all and any meens that will
achieve the knowledge and liberation of the total self,
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we are the witchcraft, We are therldest orgenization in thelworld. Vhen man was
bom, we were, Ve sang the first cradle song. We healeddi the first wound, we
comforted the first terror, We were the guardians egainst the Darkness, the Helpers on
the Left Band pedh side. Rock drawings in the Pyrances remewmber us, ond little clay
images, made for an old purpose whea the world was mew. Yur hand was on th?old stone
circles, the monolith, the dolmen, and the druid osk,

We sang the firet hunting songs, we made the first crops to grow; when man stood
nsked before the Powers that made him, we sang the first chant of terror and wonder.we
wooed emong the Pyramids, watched Egypt rise end fall, ruled for a space in Chaldea and
Babylon, the lMagien Kings. We sat esmong the secret asserilblies of Isreel, end danced the
wild and the stately dances in the sacred groved of Greece,

In China end Yucatam, in Fensas and LJurdisten we are one. 411 orgenisations have
lnown us, no organisation is of us; when there is too much organisation we depart. "e &
are on the side of man, of life, anaffof the individual, ‘herefore we are against
religion, morality and government. Therefore our name ie Lucifer,

We are on the side of freedom, of love, of joy and laughter and divine drunkenness.
Therefore our neme is Babalon.

Sometimes we move openly, sometimeslin silence and}i.n decret, Light and]day are one %o
us, calm and storm, seasons and the cycles of man, all these things wre one,for we are :
at the roots. Supylicent we stand before the rowers of pife end Death, end are heard ol
thess Powers, amiavail. pur way is the secret way, the unknown directiomn. Qur way is
thiﬁ way of the serpent in the underbrush, our knowledge is in theieyes of goats and of
women,

It is our own force that sometimes shifts jeweled coils and masters (7 T) mighty
pinions irn the breast of mem; our Power is one with the Power that causes the God to
stir 'in the heart of the seed, snd the bud to burst into blossom and fruit; and wheneve:
a man{ad & woman are united in cge substance, our power is that substence.

Her.in was of us, anqhaua.i.n and #rthur, Rebelals and Catullus,Gilles de Retz and
Jehanne d'Arc, De Eolensia ,Johgnas pee,Cagliosiro, Froncis Hepbumm and Gellis puncan,
Swinburne and Lliphas levi, am?nany another, bard, }}egus, post, martyr known and unknowr
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that carried our banners against the enemy multifon? and ubigquitous, the Church and
the State. And when that vermin of Hell that is cal\led the ¢hristian Church held all
the wWest in a slavery of sin a‘nc"death and terror, we, and we alome brought hope to the
heart of man, despite the dungecn and the steike,

2

we are the Witchcraft, and although On%mﬂy not know enother, yet we are united by
on indissoluble bond, ARG when the high wild cry of the esgle sounds in your mind,
know that you are not alonq';l.n your desire for freedom, And when the howl of the wolf
echoes in the forests of your night, lmow that there are those who slso prowl. And

vhen the ways of your fellows sbout you seem the ways of idicey and medness, know
that there are also others who have aseen and judged - and acted.

frov¥ know thet tne power that we serve lies in the heart of every mem end womsn as
the tree lives in the seed. .and to be with us, you heve but to call upon that Fover,
and you are ts one of us, ind wher our Power and our Joy have come upon you, you may
go forth and do your wiil emong men, and none shall BEY you nay, And if it be your
will, you ##¥i- shall do your will secretly, and if it be your will, you will do your
will openly, as your will,

Therefore 1ift up your hearts saying, "] ar a men" or "I am a woman", znd the Pover
of [ife is minel und in {he Fower of Life you shall live end love, accepting noyf
restriction and placing no restriction, freely end granting freedem. snd it may be in
the bounty of life you shall see the lovel'of life shine in the eyes of[‘;:zother, and the
lust of life burn ugon his brow, and!;:h.ls you two shell talje great joy together. snd it
may be in good fortune you may find a number such; a.m?lshm your joy in secret feastiig
end rejoicing and all m;mner- of lovemeking end festival. Or it may be that at hazard
and danger you will teach the joyous power to men; as your wills move you,

#rd this is well so long as you remember one thing, There van be no restriction.
The Power of Life im not restricted; it kmows its own way, bat no mind knows that way.
Therefore in yourself practice all the giving‘;d teking of freedom that is conmistent
with life,fdr thereby a.].onéf:an you remgin in our joy.

Pain is. fTerror is, loss and loneliness and agony of heart and spirit, even unto
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peath, For this is thérgatewa,y to the kingdom of pan,
OQur-way is not for all men. There are those who are so constricted and sick in

themselves that the thought of their own freedom is & horror, and that of others a
fieree pain; so that they would enslave all men. And these you should shun, or, if you
must, destroy them as you will kmow how, for this also is boumty.

Kor think the life fesee pover should manifest in those who have no trouble or
turmeil, for these may be mere dumb cattle, jmnocents cut of season. Rather does the
power often show the most where conflict rages, since at eny tims, anqéspecially in a
false civiligation, the way mst be won through., Surrendur is disaster. The other

side of the coin is a song in the sunlight and a dance in the moonlight, where ail

mists¥ ere dispersed. But the way must be won.

VI
1n dealing with the public from an initiated viewpoint, one furious dilemma slways

presents very stange noms, The truth, that is/ the truth about the imwediate aspect

of some culture, is liweys different from the accepted velues ami alledged truths of

the culture. #his truth is then irritating, snnoying, upsetting, sndhighly dangerous.
The dilemms then is this: should one tell thetruth, invoke the heostility of the

public end the possible destruction of oneself and ones hopes, or should one disguise
and‘palliate his truth, ta.ing the equal risk that it will be obscured to futility, or
even utterly lost,

Further, in his anclysis, the adept must ask if, in his desire to tell en unpleasani
truth, there is an element of sado-masochism that moves towards martyrdiom and massacre.

Equally, in his desire to hedge, he must enquire if there is e secret desire te
propitiate, to conform, to suck the golden tit of the world, amd to hell with truth.
In either of these extremes there is much precedent snd considerable compeny, none of
which appears to have accomplished much either in terms of human bette_ment or- of real 5
self improvement, History is a long testament to the fact that men will not tell the
truth about themselves emd will not listen whem it is told. '

of course the ideal is & balemce between thetwo extremes; but how to achieve that
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balance when we ourselves are the unbalanced products of an unbalanced culiure? Through
guffering, experiment, analysis, andthe exercise of will we canc.ome to a kmowledge end
understanding of ourselves, spnd of the things that have thwarted and Qistorted us. But
we cannot 30 easily unde that thwarting snd distorting,

Even in our attempts té attain belence in ourselves andour environment, we find
ourselves tempted and traped by the hatred, the fear, and the desire for the disastrous
effects of our own training. Learning most bitterly the dangers inherent in romantic
idoalisation and projection in religion end life, we react into the siructures
{7 strictness T) of scientific materialisms, only to find that we have simzltenecusly
destroyed the romentic—crestive impulse that gave us apiritusl life, worse - arising
frop tois grave like a troll's ghost we see the melignant pseudo religions of state znd
science, und the erid moralities of freethinking and liberalisum.

Here, then, is our impasse, mhe encrmously dynemic forces within us will always
continue to create end d-stroy. If they do mot fumection under our understanding and
wiil they will creste monsters and destroy our most beloved hopes,

The recurring (7 T} problem of tue ad:pt is then exactly this £ tco discover
adequate forms in vhich these forces can function coustructively . ibove all else he mue

must recognize the megnitude of the forces, andof the forms required to contain and

direct them.

The great error of society lies inthis fact,, that these forces, being strong &nd

dengerous, are therefore evil thinge that shouid beignored or destroyed, usually to the
tregic cost of innumerable persons. Peing ignored, they accummilate force underground
until they bresk out in ravening cheos, and in the futile attempie to destroy them,
cruelty spiterror are loosed upon the world.

1t would seem obvious that the forms of ‘the western world are inedeqeate to cope
with the forces of the luman psyche. (ne &fter another they have broken down with ever
gcruing dividends of violence, deceigtand human migery. Men seems unable to contain
either his love or his hate - they tumm monstrous amd rend him,

So the adpets must tummn sgain to the fountain of life, sndits veiling magick from
whence come allr eligion, all science, all philosophy, asnd all creative force,






