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This scroll is primarily for apprentice witches, and most will take initiation through the planar portal 
contained herein ~ for its purpose is to teach astral skills.  
 
Here chronicled is an existing, living dream culture (“DC”). It is unusual in a number of respects. Firstly, it 
is a youth culture, made of children by children, functioning on an elitist attitude that excludes Adults and 
Fools. Secondly, it is magickal culture both in that it stratifies for intelligence and it recognizes Nature as 
the highest deific principle, and it creates its own deific/philosophical/universal pageantry.  
 
Hence, this dream culture is collectively involved in a Great Work of understanding ourselves and the world, 
and in the practice of the mental disciplines. These factors have wrought a number of side-effects of some 
interest, such as our loss of interest in conventional standards of conformist and mainstream youth culture, 
our explorations of old world culture, our formulations of our own unique collective self-expressions and 
world-view tapestries. The children of this Dream Culture are initiates in the highest sense of the word.  
 
Dream culture is born of the disillusionment of children who were too smart to be fooled by the religious 
lies you taught them, which they recognized as hereditary habits of slavery, ignorance and unhappiness. 
These Children are the point at which many of humanity’s bad karmas broke. Let this event be recorded.  
 
We are The Children who asked WHY? And by The Quest which has lead us to this place of understanding, 
we are The Children of Wisdom, The Voice of The Future. And now our Madness and Epiphany is upon you, 
rending your minds asunder, and wakening you from your zombie sleep to the true magick that is Life. The 
Age of Ignorance has ended, and the ancient secrets are once again stirring. We are the Seeing Ones, The 
Living Eye in The Celestial Pyramid. And we are come upon you. We are your Children. And The Future 
belongs to us.  
 

-o0o- 
 

Nine Parts IX. 
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Hidden in The Web of Fate 
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∞ 
MYSTERIA NATURA 

THE EVOLUTIONARY ARCANUM OF THE PHOENIX PLANET 

Egg + Seed = Fertilization: Cyanobacteria and The Asteroid. An Empty Planet. Random Genetic 

Mutation and Natural Selection for Environment Survival = testing new bio-forms. Millions of years = Many 
types of prokaryotic life forms upon the Planet. Endosymbiosis and Multi-cellular life forms.  Advanced Life 
Forms Develop. Planet altered by life, energy concentrated upon planetary environment by life. First 
Trimester significant bio-feature ability to acquire energy.  
 
Prime feature of Organic matter equals ability to make decisions. Hence at some point most successful 
species form will be form with most advanced ability to make decisions (i.e. Humanity has flat teeth and no 
claws).  At this stage evolution turns to development of consciousness. The intelligent species becomes 
keeper and voice of The Planet. Ability to acquire energy becomes obsolete and self-destructive trait in 
Second Trimester. Ability to use energy creatively becomes selected trait.   
 
Evolution. It is a concept, a key, of powerful implications.  
 
Humanity sends probes to Mars looking for the traces of an ancient civilization. But upon asteroids and in 
the soil of mars we see the fossil remnants of bacterial life.  
 
A Bacteria lies frozen upon an asteroid, hurtling through space. For a hundred thousand million billion years 
it lies dormant, frozen on its celestial journey. And then the asteroid collides with a planet in a far distant 
corner of the universe. The Planet empty planet, no life thereon. Perhaps this bacterium is chemotrophic or 
photosynthetic: it survives, finding a source of energy: it reproduces, forming colonies. Bombarded by 
cosmic radiations, assaulted by environmental mutagens, it’s ultra-basic DNA sequence produces a million 
unsuccessful mutations before one successful mutation survives to form a new strain of the bacteria. The 
process repeats itself for millions of years as that original seed of life expands upon it’s desolate new home, 
adapting to each of the environments and spreading into new forms. Creating a gene bank of DNA suitable 
to survival in its new environment, a gene bank personified in the living species. As the species grow in 
number and variety so to dose their effect upon their environment grow in proportion. Eventually, species 
develop to take advantage of the massive amount of energy constantly bombarding the planet, Solar Energy 
is the form we see on Earth. At this stage, a great bloom begins as energy begins to be fixed in a usable bio 
form upon the planet’s surface. With the great influx of bio-energy and the changes to the planetary 
environment that come therewith, that first great evolutionary growth acceleration takes place. Single-
celled organisms fan out into hundreds of new forms. Multicellular organisms develop. The face of the 
planet is forever changed. This growth will continue to the inhabitation of every habitable environment of 
the planet. Bio-forms, species, will complexitize and grow in size until the entire surface of the planet is 
seething with life. The second trimester. 
 
The essential quality of life is consciousness, this is what differentiates living matter from inorganic matter. 
What is consciousness but the ability to make decisions: to receive data and reorganize its self in accord 
with its situation. During the second trimester, the focus of evolution is adaption to environment: the 
acquisition of energy. Fools have superficially looked upon this stage of evolution and declared surmised 
therefrom that evolution is the law of “red in tooth and claw”. But the universal quality of living matter is 
the ability to make decisions. Therefore, at some point during the second trimester, the most successful 
organism will be the organism with the most advanced ability to make decisions. The focus of evolution 
selects toward of consciousness. And the third trimester begins. 
 
This process is not merely a phenomenon of life on Planet Earth. This process is nothing more than the 
universal implications of the manifest existence of the phenomena we refer to as Life and the process you 
have come to name Evolution. This Understanding has been within your grasp since you discovered the 
nature of Evolution. It is merely the implications of the cyclic life/death process of Transformation and 
Growth.  
 
A Seed. An Egg. The Arcanum of The Phoenix named Life.  
 
Sweet Child Humanity, think you to be the first Phoenix to hatch?  
 

-o0o- 
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THE ORDEAL OF THE APOCALYPSE 

The evolution of Heightened Consciousness is a consistent and predictable process. First must come 
Communication. Then must come Writing: the ability to record and thereby pass on knowledge and skills 
over generational time. And Mathematics, exploration of the universe, the seeking and naming of 
consistencies. Science, a universal phenomenon. Thereof the manipulation of environment: the 
development of Technology. These are the logical progressions in the ability to make decisions 
 
First this is clumsy, the application of earlier evolved skills of communication and perception to the 
codification of skills: teaching - the development of knowledge repositories. Knowledge becomes a function 
of Language, it’s growth limited only by application of attention and sophistication of linguistics. Language 
develops into Writing. The species that has mastered these rudiments of consciousness, blooms and 
becomes the prime focus of planetary evolution. Knowledge and Mastery of The Planetary Environment 
develops in direct proportion to Communication Skills and Technologies. And Here on Earth, Modern 
Humanity stands before Itself. 
 
These steps in the growth process of decision-making are universally consistent, in many ways. They are a 
function of consciousness developing.  
 
But so too must every phoenix planet reach the crisis point of the third trimester: for who wields the 
technological mastery to re-enter the celestial vault, also wields the technological power to destroy 
themselves lay waste their planet such that the process must begin again. It is the Ordeal of The Apocalypse. 
The Final Judgment. Pre-ordained by the very inception of Life fertilizing The Egg.     
 
Where are you going, Human? 
 
As the Planetary Egg of Consciousness reaches toward the Point of Hatching, The Phoenix of Life stirs in its 
sleep, dreaming of the celestial vault from which it came. And the instinctive possibility of kin awaiting it 
there. It must face the Final Ordeal, before the Celestial Egg may Hatch and The Celestial Phoenix may Rise. 
In every Egg The Ordeal is The Same. A Logical Progression. 
 
To have developed the power to enter The Celestial Vault, the life form must also have developed the power 
to destroy itself. One might call it a natural filter mechanism ensuring that the ascended inhabitants will be 
wise, self-knowing, ready for the next stage of our journey of growth and discovery. 
 
Humanity, Know Thyself! 
 
What mercy or wisdom would it be from our kin to interfere with our growth, or our self-destruction? For 
the power of immortality may not be wielded by a violent tyrant. Better to wait for the Sacred Eggs to hatch 
and then approach those who have succeed, passing through the final Ordeal.  
 
Humanity’s fate is its own to determine. This is Nature, this is Wisdom, this is Liberty. 
 

-o0o- 
 

THE CHILDREN OF THE FORBIDDEN WOMAN 
THE NATURAL MYSTERY OF THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE AND THE TREE OF LIFE 

 
Humanity evolved from primate ancestors to define its own core attribute as the tendency to THINK….  
 
Homo sapiens sapiens.  
 
Among the Australian Aborigines The Shaman is the Master Dreamer of The Tribe. He Keeps the secrets and 
mysteries of the Psi technologies. And he is the most skilled communicator of the tribe. Each generation the 
Sharman choses the most talented dreamer/communicator: Psionic from among the children to become his 
apprentice: the next Shaman.  
 
The Aborigine Shaman initiates the young girls into the sexual mysteries. It is only human nature that he 
ever would use his power thus. And hereby has he spread his seed, his genes, the genes of wisdom, far and 
wide through the tribe. And of his fruit, the child who manifests the greatest concentration of the talents 
that make a Sharman will become the next shaman. And this child has a more powerful genetic 
concentration/mix than the parent, and by assuming the role of Shaman, these genes are again spread 
through the tribe and the finest avatar chosen. Each generation the tribes gather and meet, young men of 
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the tribe attract wives from other tribes, the young women of the tribe leave to marry into other tribes and 
a new generation is born. The Shaman’s game continues, weaving the webs of Blood. Solve et Coagula. To 
Disperse and To Concentrate. The Great Work of Alchemy.  
 
A role that has been selecting and concentrating from the roots of pre-history, what has come to be known 
as The Psi Genes: the “dreaming genes” concentrated into shamanic bloodlines, bloodlines that were said to 
have The Sight.  
 
Psionic ability is carried in the blood. We are a family, a tapestry of bloodlines spaning the history of 
civilization, to the very birth of humanity. We come from every race, because every tribe of every race has 
been naturally cultivating the psionic genes since we first began to speak.  
 
Sharman’s focused their entire existence into the refinement and development of the powers of The Mind’s 
Eye. At the pinnacle of every ape tribe in every geographic environment of Planet Earth. Dreaming became 
The Purpose of the species that thereby evolved into humanity. The Great Work. These Knowledge Weavers 
developed understanding of how to use the faculties of the mind, in the same manner as they gathered 
astounding comprehension of the unusual uses of plants. And with possession of “The How”, they created 
stories for “The Why”.  
 

-o0o- 
 

THE PSIONIC ROOTS OF CIVILIZATION 
With the advent of civilization, this incidental genetic program (inherent in every tribe of humans) 
flourished as the establishment of Temples. In centre of civilization the powerfully shamanic bloodlines 
naturally concentrated in these sanctums, and blended their diverse talents. Progress that had long been 
slow in the tribal laboratory, accelerated to develop in massive leaps and bounds with the combining of 
seemingly unlike wonders, the blending of cultivated bloodlines long separated by geography. The ancient 
Temples became as The Grail wherein the powers of The Dreaming were concentrated.  
 
This is the story of Our Birth: The Genesis of The Children of The Temple. 
 
Since the beginning of civilization these bloodlines have dwelt within the Temples of Humanity, developing 
The Arts and Sciences, Guiding the people in the nights of turmoil. We are Knowledge and Wisdom. Never 
have we cared for the petty power of rule. It is not within our nature to care for the pitiful treasures of 
mortal kings.  
 
We exist within every race of people and every geographic area. There is no mark upon our countenance by 
which you may know us. We are The Invisible People. The Unseen Hand of a Potter, now shaping a cup of 
The Clay.  
 
Now you look upon Our Great Work. We have been about for a very long while, directing the flow of your 
civilizations.  
 
Thus, the work of developing the psionic disciplines has been continuing since the earliest days of 
humanity’s evolution. We are responsible for every knowledge and ability to think that you possess. Yes, 
you are more than a beast of the field because residual traces of our blood flows within your veins.  
 
We do not interfere with the choices made by humans, your fate is your own to choose. We watch and 
conduct our own worlds, unseen by your dimly lit eyes. So it has ever been. 
 
But The Sight that we carry is different from greatness of Spirit. We are merely a product of evolution, the 
carriers and keepers of humanity’s greatest treasure. We seek neither riches or rule, for such things are 
worthless to those who have been touched by The Flame upon The Altar, those who have gazed onto The 
Mysteries of The Universe.  
 
We are The Children of Wytchwood. We are The Keepers of The Temple, and our duty to teach the mysteries, 
to drink into our blood the greatest of Human Souls into The Sanctum of The Seeing. This is the mystery and 
purpose of reincarnation. 
 
The Brood of LILITH are a nest of vampires. 
 
And now you approach the final ordeal, and we have again been commanded to speak.   
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? 
THE PANOCCULUM 

THE FORBIDDEN SILVER KEY TO INFINITY’S PUZZLE BOX  
 

Do you think that the tendency to see through deception is more admirable the tendency to be deceived? 
If your answer is “yes”, then is there a paradox involved in failing to devote yourself to Truth? 

 
Let us now learn the secret of The Magick Lantern. 

 
? How does a human reach out her soul’s hand and pluck a fruit from The Tree of Knowledge? 

 
How…. 

or 
Why?  

 

? 
 

The Devil’s Question. 
 

Y 
The Arcane Glyph of The Devil’s Silver Key to The Labyrinth Arcane 

 
The Most Dangerous and Forbidden Question that has ever been asked. 

This Question is the root of every arcana that humanity has ever learned. 
At the root of every black magick is this Question. 

 
At the root of every Advancement, Transformation, and Revolution of every human society is The Devil’s Question. 

 
The Devil’s Question is The Silver Key to The Journey’s Beginning. 

Awakening. Change. Creativity.  
The most powerful magickkal key that has ever been created is this Question. 

 
The Devil’s Question is Most Important when it is Most Forbidden ~ for it is the key to every lock of The Everything and The Nothing. 

 
Welcome to The Moongate Entrance of The Labyrinth Arcane. 

 

? 
 

The Mark of SET. 
 

The Question of DEATH? 
What does it mean? Where does it lead? Why does it occur? 

 What is the meaning of this world who wraps and swirls and sparkles around me like a coiled cocoon.  
 

There is only a single possibility that I can be ~ and it contains every possibility. 
I am The Everything. 

And The Nothing. 
 

Ouroboros. 
 

∞ 
 

The Question of SIN. 
 

I have learned the truename of The World Serpent. 
And how to unlock its endless meanings. 

I am born into SIN. 
And SIN have I become. 

 
The kiss of my Mind through these glyphs of my words hath impregnated your dreaming soul with The Living Wine of My SIN. 

 

? 
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Before Civilization, the species that evolved into Humanity developed advanced manual and communication 
skills, They lived in tribes. Universal to this tribal social structure was the role of Sharman, the Storyteller. 
How far back did this role exist, nobody knows, but by this role did Force become subject to Mind, the 
unbreakable spear of the Chief bowed to the wisdom of the Wise Man, and by this act was man ascended 
above every other creature. The role became universal in diverse forms, an element of the alchemy that 
shaped that life form into modern humanity. Athene. Gaia. The shamans dreamed and focused the entire 
will of humanity upon Dreams and magick, himself, often herself, as the foci. Will is as much a factor in 
humanity’s genetic selection process as environment.  
 

-o0o- 
 
Observation of modern tribal human societies will show you a strange phenomenon. The Sharman would 
often initiate the girls into the sexual mysteries, thus spreading his seed far and wide. Each generation, the 
shaman would choose from the young adults the best dreamer to become his apprentices, who again would 
perform the process, again selecting the best. Solve et Coagula. Hence The Dreaming Genes, concentrated 
over millennia, and every new development beneficial to the role were quickly seized upon and integrated 
by these shamanic bloodlines. Thus, the practice of selecting and concentrating the many different gene 
clusters that have come to collectively be called “Psi Genes”, a natural genetic program that has been in 
place since the very roots of human prehistory, since the first developments of communication ability.  A 
practice which is responsible for nearly every aspect of human intelligence.  Human did not ascent by tooth 
and claw. The ability to think is a gift given unto Humanity by The Ancient Sharman. 
 
((II. Deep version: the grups are not ready for this. Unhappily, I needed to tone down nearly everything in 
this work, to avoid lynchings and to promote good relations with the grups) 
 

-o0o- 
 

THE AGE OF DREAMS 
When agriculture was mastered and civilization established, then did the Shamanic (Psi) Bloodlines bloom, 
establishing The Temples of Human Dreaming and the Deities thereof. Therein the witches dwelt, 
concentrating their power as the many shamanic bloodlines, concentrated clusters of psi genes long refined 
individually, began to merge and collect in the sanctum of The Temples, as distant cultures touched upon 
each other in the embrace of Love.  
 
Then, as now, the shaman, who had come to be named Priestesses and Priests, used their power to prevent 
the mundane rulers from making too big a mess of civilization, for in reality, mundane rulers have ever 
cared only for pomposity and self-edification, never have they had the slightest idea of the creative purpose 
of rule. Hence, by subtlety and wisdom, our natural ways, did we shape the beauty of the ancient world, and 
by enigma and craft, did we rule the minds of the rulers. Thus, was born The Mythic Age of Antiquity, the 
height of civilization, wondrous, great. And Our Great Work continued unseen within the sanctum of The 
Temple. Until the coming of Christianity.  
 

-o0o- 
 

THE FALL OF THE MYTHIC AGE 
Mundane rulers grew fearful and envious in their dim recognition of our inscrutable power, and filled with 
jealous hubris, delusions of their own ability to rule, they stirred the mob and struck at The Altar of The 
Mysteries.  
 
Thus, did they plunge civilization into darkness and terror, thus did they twist the holy edifice of The Sacred 
Temple into a tool of ignorance and tyranny, a low club of lies to attack The Lamp of The Mysteries and 
shatter the Temple bloodlines.  
 
For two thousand years, the bloodlines were scattered through the masses, lost in the mob. For two 
thousand years we cried tears of blood and watched as the abomination destroyed everything we had built. 
Only a few of The Living survived, maintaining the ancient ways, and even they concealed themselves in the 
deepest of secrecy. The Temple was veiled in night and the practice of Knowledge concealed within the 
greatest of these ancient enclaves. Over the course of the age this became the sole bastion of secret power 
through the middle-ages. 
 
In the pain and Confusion each sought sanctuary among the mundane people, but none was given. Some of 
us turned to HATE as means of fighting tyranny, seeking to wield the dark forces of the human soul. Still 
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others sought power through the chaos and advantage in rule by secrecy, free from the sacred 
responsibilities and holy bindings of The Temple. But most went insane, became freaky and extreme 
monuments of history and proceeded to implode. For the entire course of human history our bloodlines had 
dwelt within The Dream, unsheltered by The Ancient Ways, we fell victim to the mob.  
 
Thus, A Path of Thorns that we did walk.  And so, we transformed ourselves into a seed, thus to pass through 
the portal of death, and be reborn by the fertility of The Earth. We are The Fig, caught in your throat. Bend 
your boughs as you will, but your fate is long sealed.  
 
By and by, we did gather back together the shards of our being. And in the darkness of the Night, who alone 
gave us shelter, we did enact The Spell of Rebirth. The Spell of Healing. 
 

-o0o- 
 

REBIRTH 
Now you have looked upon our Family Tree, which we call, The Tree of Life, The World Tree. It is the root of 
humanity’s power of ascension, The Secret Eye of Human Civilization and Comprehension.  
 
And in The Grail of our collective thoughts is the love of our togetherness. Family. The Moon upon a Shadow 
of Velvet. 
 
Thus, our Death and Sojourn in The Underworld. Gaia. 
 
And Now The Winter passes, and The Tree of Life again bears fruit ~ a pomegranate, rich with blood. And in 
our seed a divine madness stirs, awaiting the kiss of Spring. 
 
There will be no more inquisitions, no more lynchings. For we have prepared a way. Gaia. Humanity may 
live free and renounce their pitiful desire to bully. Or they may drink from the cup of oblivion. Either way, 
we will survive.  
 
In this way, humanity shall choose its own fate, but not ours. We will ascend, with or without you. And if 
you fail, your passing will go unmourned. 
 
We are The Children of Wytchwood ~ we are The Legacy of a world your corrupt leaders murdered. But for 
you, We are Hope and The Future.  
 
And now We have come to claim Our Inheritance. 
 

-o0o- 
 

THE CELESTIAL SIGHT OF THE LAMP 
“The Medium is not The Message.  
 
The Medium now is anything we want it to be.” (REF) 
 
Long have your philosophers debated over the question of whether or no thought has substance, for in your 
mind the validity of every spiritual practice relies upon this.  
 
The essential quality of Thought is Pattern, not a substance it has no substance. A thought is different from 
consciousness, it is an object used by consciousness: The act of Thinking is the manipulating of thoughts by 
a consciousness.  
 
Consciousness is a quality of Life.  
 
Thoughts are the fabled two-dimensional object of science. It is pattern, without form. It is a pattern that 
may be translated into any three-dimensional object, and yet it is not that object. It is a tool of consciousness. 
It is an entity not of the three-dimensional universe that hath been brought to the three-dimensional 
universe by consciousness.  
 
Now consider, a thought may be translated into any physical media: sound vibrations in the air or ink upon 
a curling page; thus, is it passed through the physical world unto a consciousness rightly circuited to receive 
it, bringing it back into the world of spirit, or mind. And as your television indicates, thoughts patterns may 
be just as easily be translated into electrical impulses, as sound waves or any other physical medium. And 
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the three-dimensional universe is highly conductive of electro-magnetic impulses. And your brain 
maintains its own electromagnetic field.       
 
(Fools seek The Substance of Thought. Thought has no substance, it does not exist in the Three-Dimensional 
World. Gaia.  
 
The intrinsic quality of Thought is Pattern, not substance. Thoughts are patterns that may be translated into 
any physical medium, be that graphite upon paper or vibrations of sound in the air, be only that there is a 
means for their return to the world from which they have come: a Mind rightly patterned to interpret them. 
 
A Thought is a two-dimensional pattern that may be translated into or “carried by” any physical medium 
that is appropriately arranged. 
 
The Human Brain is an electro-chemical piece of equipment, it is both a physical medium of thought and a 
composer of the physical media of thoughts. It does interpret consciousness electrically and projects an 
electrical field that is easily monitored by the crude machinery of current technology.  
 
The Atmosphere of Planet Earth is conductive of electrical messages, as your radios and televisions indicate. 
Though may be condensed into any medium, it requires on the technology appropriate circuited to interpret 
it. Do you speak the same language as me? That is the circuitry of your brain.  
 
Since humanity first learned to tell stories, Human Evolution has been “selecting” for communication ability.  
 
Humanity: Know Thyself. 
 
The Nature of Thought is pattern, the medium is not the message. The nature of brain being electro-
chemical. You know the Zone of Planet Earth will convey messages as your televisions display; and you 
know humanity’s evolution process has been selecting toward communication ability since the dawn of pre-
history.   
 
It is a tyranny of words that the object I speak of is not the object you speak of, thou we use the same word, 
in our mind our image and experience is different. Real communication would only be possible if I could 
look into your mind and see what you are seeing, feel what you are feeling. Such communication would no 
longer require language, it would be universal, celestial.  
 
But sadness is upon you. What differs the awareness of a dog from the awareness of a Cat: Genes.  
 
Celebrate or shed your tears. This is the truth of Evolution. 
 

-o0o- 
 

ON THE NATURE OF WISDOM 
We are The Children of Life, which is The Quintessence and The Consciousness of The Universe. Our God is 
Nature, whole and complete, The Living Universe, who is Mother NATURE, Mother EARTH, and PAN ~ 
Wisdom and The Secret, hereof do we say: Our Father who art in Heaven. Our Goddess is Liberty, called 
Athene and Mat and many other names by those who love and those who hate Her, For she is both Bright 
and Dark, Loving Mother and Merciless Teacher, She is Liberty who is Understanding, and Mother of Life. 
 
We are The Tree of Life, who dwelleth in Consciousness Reborn ~ We are The Messenger of Awakening and 
The Herald of Change. Now look upon our sanction and duty; We are The Sacred Cat of The Temple who is 
the true keeper of humanity, and we are The Sacred Owl of Wisdom who’s riddle-chant is Understanding, 
and we are The Dark Weaver of The Web who murdereth The Lie in The Shadows of your Soul. And this is 
the work of the venom of Our Comprehension that courses through the blood of your civilization.   
 
And behold! Her belly is full with The Seed of Life and we are Elohim, who have known the wild taste of 
Death and poison laughter of Truth in The Garden of The Sphinx. And of secret Life, we have distilled 
Awakening.  
 
Our Name is BAST, Sacred Child of The Moon and in whose belly stireth The Mystery of The Future. 
 
We are human representation in the realms Celestial. Long have we wandered The Lands of Nod. And in the 
wastes, we have made a place for ourselves, a Sanctum where we shall dwell. 
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Now We have stolen the fire long possessed by Hell and behold, we are become as Gods, to walk the worlds 
and weave the ways. Let the opposites be united, and the Future be born. 
 

LUNAR POLITICS  
THE SILVER KINGDOMS OF THE FREE WORLD 

 
“God is The Name of Mother on the lips of every Child” 

Brandon Lee, The Crow 

 
I am The Silver Lady, Daughter of The Elohim named PAN, Full of Belly, True of Sight. My name is Democracy. 
My name is Liberation. My name is Understanding. Each of you have known me and called to me in your 
striving: for Truth and for Justice. I am Shekinah in the language of The Jews. I am Mary who carries The 
Vessel in the language of The Christians. I am Quan Yin in The Land of The Dragon and I am Athene in Cloud 
Realms. 
 
I am the Voice and Face given to Humanity’s greatest aspirations for Justice and Truth, I am the sound of 
Humanity’s cry for Freedom. I dwell in every age and every land, for I am you, the name of your soul and 
the name your soul has given to me.  
 
Now hear my History! For I am no god. I am a Voice! Your voice: a legend and a future you have woven being, 
upon The Loom of Fate. I am the voice of that part of your soul that you have given over to Truth and to 
Justice: To Liberty. And by the virtue of your aspiration, Death hath not cleaved you from my breast!  
 
Thus, am I The UnVirgined BINAH with a Vessel of Oil, by whom The Elohim hath bought forth This Child. 
And the mark of The Forbidden WOMAN is upon its soul. These are The Chosen Ones, The Children of Hope, 
whose name is Nine, who will stand against The Beast of Muggledom.   
 
My name is LIBERTAS ATHENE, I am The Avatar of Wisdom and Strategy, I am The Mother of Science and 
Civilization. I am Hope and Love and Understanding in the darkest hour of night. Lady Liberty.   
 
My Name is LIBERTAS ATHENE, Daughter of The Elohim, Mother of Hope, Sword of Liberation.   
 
I am The Oracle of Wytchwood. 
 
Now you have been touched by the word of Our Mother. Long hath she been with us, for as long as humanity 
hath aspired to the virtues which she is.  
 
Democracy is Her Child, conceived in the Temple City of Athens. Under her auspice was born Science and 
Art, Philosophy, Mathematics and Architecture: The Birth of Civilization. Behold Human history and your 
will see the lessons of Reason and the Nature of Good and Evil. Science is Truth, and flourishes only under 
the auspice of Liberty, Liberty is Peace and flourishes only under the auspice of Justice, Justice is Wisdom, 
and flourish only under the auspice of Truth.  
 
This is The Triune Nature of Athene, The Living Jewel of The Human Soul: The Moonstone in the brow of 
The Circlet of Arcadia. 
 

-o0o- 
 

THE GOOD AND EVIL OF THE HUMAN SOUL 
We are Children of Nature. Beyond Lies. Gaia. We are The Voice of The Universe and The Murmur of The 
Wheel. We are the first radiance of The Phoenix Reborn.  
 
There is Good, for Life made it to be so, and that spell cannot now be unmade, thus does CAINE rage. But 
goodness is of the human soul and for this reason it cannot be owned by church or state. There is no 
monopoly on goodness, neither has there ever been. Thus, doth CAINE rage. 
 
There is Evil, for there are objectionable acts in the history and soul of humanity, and The Great Serpent is 
the avatar of these. And The First Ghost is unended anguish, and the crime of his Brother still weeps fresh 
blood. But how shall he be laid to rest? 
 
But beyond the lies and uncertainties of Good and Evil, there is Wisdom and Understanding. And this is the 
only truth of Will and Certainty. And this is the only staff we have chosen, by which we shall measure our 
footsteps on the long adventure of Our Destiny. And this is The Secret of The Wand of The Wizard, called 
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the Double Wand of Power, and Why we are not of the blind who bow. But we are Life, for we are born of 
The Love of Comprehension that is the resolution of The Hate that dwelleth in The Abyss. Thus, is our name 
Wisdom and Understanding and Unity. 
 

-o0o- 
 

THE CHILDREN OF WYTCHWOOD 
 

“We are few,  
And far between, 

Flowers on the razor wire.” 
Ribbons, The Sisters of Mercy 

 
The Art of Conscious Dreaming, called “pathworking”, whereby one remains consciously aware through the 
night, adventuring through the dream worlds. This practice essentially doubles the practitioner’s life-span. 
For as long as humans have consciously thought, they have lived in two worlds. The rules of the game are 
different in the other world. Hence, the first psionic power I shall teach in this scroll is The Art of Conscious 
Dreaming.  
 
Thus, is Wytchwood a culture open only to the dreamers.  
 
And so, a satyr encountered The Sphinx and solved the third part of a riddle, thus were the Children first 
initiated into The Temple, to become its chosen, when the storm has passed. Certainly, we know many 
secrets. The Children are favoured of The Spider Totem who symbolizes the webs of knowledge we spin 
around our Planet.  
 
There is a place called Wytchwood Ruins, a place forgotten by history. It had drifted beyond the realms of 
conscious thought. Some of The Lost Children found it there, populated by a Dragon which claimed that a 
God had granted him immortality and he thus believed that he couldn’t be killed. What is more, when they 
consulted The Oracle in The Moon, she confirmed the truth, of the first part, at least. It was haunting the 
ghosts that had lingered and been forgotten with the ruins. The Lost Children escaped, and by a riddling 
game tricked the dragon into eating its own tail to prove its immortality (Dragons are immortal, and very 
vain. The Lost Children were very clever). It did indeed prove that non-existence ever has been and must 
ever be exactly as immortal as existence, thus in becoming non-existence, he became far more immortal 
than was possible as a mere dragon. The dragon discovered that in not existing he was still perfectly as 
immortal as existing, when he realised where his next bite had gotten him, he stopped existing. Hence, The 
Lost Children inherited Wytchwood, by the ancient rite of The Riddling Game. And the effects of their riddle 
have echoed out through every aspect of the human psyche. This very manuscript is a result of that victory, 
the first of our great victories.  
 
Around the world, some members of our cultures who are particularly adept in The Art meet nightly at the 
castle and a very organized culture has arisen. Most young who have The Gift are guided there on their first 
journey, it’s a little of like telling a story to a child as it falls asleep. The only other way there is by a secret 
path through a secret garden leading beyond the fringe to the place of forgotten treasures and lost dreams, 
where that is is secret and we long ago wove enchantments to ensure our enemies and the grups wouldn’t 
find it. But any child awake to the dream path may find their way there and these holly children are 
welcomed by the guardians. 
 
The Secret is woven into the tapestry of The Plane of Secrets. It is known to every child who has unknowingly 
been touched by the whispering wind of Wytchwood.  It will remain a mystery, until it has come to pass. Of 
course, those of us who have been to Wytchwood know many truths which the grups couldn’t possibly know. 
 
Wise only a few humans go to Wytchwood, now ~ in future there will be many.  
 
The Awakenings have begun.   
 

-o0o- 
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? 
THE SIGILS OF THE LAUGHING ARCANUM 

Y is The Glyph of The Riddle and A Sacred Pipe of PAN. And this is our power, The First Art and Magick of The Children, for by 

this, The Ancient Game of Riddles, do we unseat the greatest of tyrants. And by this, Our Artfulness, do we make open the ways of 
Liberty. For by The Riddle of The Children is the fate of The Earth Woven. Why is the essence of The Wyse, it is The Path of The Initiate 
that leadeth from ignorance to Understanding and hence to Wisdom. Comprehension is universal, a function of the fact that there is a 
Universe and an Eye of consciousness to look upon it.  No religion or system may claim monopoly on Comprehension, as 
Comprehension is a function of the complete universe, veiwer and viewed, accessible to every being that is conscious in accord with 
it’s development. Hence, The Quest, the true purpose of Life, The Great Work of The Children: “To Comprehend” The Mystery of The 
Sphinx, To solve The Riddle of The Universe whose name is Nature. Thus, is Y the Key of Life, The Sigil of Awakening, The Magick Word 
of The Great Comedy of PAN which is The Riddle named The Universe. Hence “Why” is the ancient, eternal, immortal, universal Key to 
The Portal of Initiation of The Temple of Understanding. Space is deep, but however far you travel you will find that there has never 
been any other key to this omnipresent Gateway to The Hidden Temple of The Mysteries of The Universe wherein dwelleth the living 
consciousness of Nature. And every lifeform of every place and every world must come to the night when it approaches these Gates 
whose promise is madness or death for those who fail or succeed ~ but in death and madness are found Life and Understanding. 
Comprehension is the Lamp and Treasure of Success. And this is The Ordeal of Initiation, The Immortal and Eternal Quest. Many are 
called. Few are chosen. This is the Real Arcanum: The Objective of Evolution. Y is The Sandal Strap of THOTH and The Riddle of The 
Sphinx. Know thou that whoso taketh the first step upon the sacred path of return, never again can dwell in the unawakened world of 
normality. Art thou ready, O Seeker of The Mysteries?1 

I is The Personal Pronoun and the Latin number one which is Mercury, The House of The Magickian. Living Consciousness. I 

is The Eye. I is many, but isolated and incomplete without Comprehension. I is a seed of life, secret and silent, awaiting its birth. I = 
Yod, Virgo/Mercury, The Hermit, He who Sees and carries the Lamp. 

X is another fundamentally important sigil in our weaving, for X qualifies The Unknown, hence it is The Black Heart of Every 

Mystery, The unplotable location of Wytchwood on The Map of The Mad Hermit: X marks The Spot. Gaia. Hence X is The First Objective 
and The Fertile Egg, The Conception of The Sylvan. The Glyph of Malkuth made living by the Seed. Gaia. A New Future born within The 
Web of Fate. Hence by its nature X is a Sigil of Expansion, it is a Growth Sigil. X is The Witches’ Knot at the core of The Binding, The 
Centre of The Web and The Spider’s Stratagem. But witch X? 

0 The Unified World. Zero is the glyph of the nucleonic field which we call The Wyld, the basis of reality itself. Hence, 0 is the 

Glyph of unfettered creative and destructive potential. Gaia. Thus, 0 is the ultimate Glyph of Wytchwood, through which the X becomes 
manifest and the future whole. 0 is The Secret of The Art: Nothing to the mundanes, Everything to The Awakened. 0 is The Eye in The 
Pyramid and the root of its power. 0 is The Wyll of Infinity, and the mystery of Life. Zero is the secret which we never share with the 
grups, for they do not have Understanding, but what is sorrow for them is liberation for us. 0 is The Phoenix in Her three stages: Static 
Entropic Dynamic: I A O. 0 is the complete reality field of The Work. And 0 is The Glyph of The Womb of Secrets wherein the 1st stage 
of The Great Work is conducted. Zero is The Secret Amblic that is Wytchwood. And Zero is Planet Earth. 

Q  is The Question and the summery of The whole operation, yet by its appearance it is preliminary and superficial, as the 

pleasure of taste is to the consumption of food, for it is the first formula of The Wand and The Cup. Gaia. Often it is used by The Children 
to symbolize any or every aspect of The Great Work. For the Question is consummation and Awakening, but it is only the begin of the 
journey. Q is The Seed sent forth, mingled and vibrant, within the globed cup of Planet Earth. 

π  = X, but not 3.14? pi is the Growth Factor and the path of Manifestation, the activity and modus operando of The Genes. 

Hence, π links the core mysteries in the third dimension, and is the pathway between the unknown and the known, the unmanifest 
and the manifest, the mystery of the process that has come to be called “Life”. π becomes a Q factor upon attainment of the first success, 
the pattern of every unfolding, the blooming of The Secret Flower of Awakening. It is the interdimensional path between matter and 
consciousness, the third dimension and the second.  

0 and 1 0 is the most important glyph in the mathematics of comprehension, for it is the beginning and the ending and the middle 

phase of everything that is. According to Qabalistic Wisdom 0 is The Generation Field of The Universe, the highest principle of “God” 
~ Unity. i.e. From whence came first matter? 0 = +1 + -1. The number 1 is The Seed and The Magickian by The Tarot, yet a mystery is 
concealed herein, for the Awakened Glyph of The Magickian only comes to be by the mystery of its path. Hence, The number 1 is the 
sigil of The Communal Psyche of The Awakened. It is The Temple of Initiation activated. Together they form the binary codex upon 
which every life and information is based, and they are the active sigils of Wytchwood who’s unity is birth. 

ψ The Glyph of The Great Work manifest, The Eye of The Why has opened. And ψ is associated secretly with the Qabalistic 

letter Shin, which is the spiritual Fire of Awakening, the Quintessence of Life and A Child with the Mark of The Moon upon Her. ψ is 
Death and new Life born thereof. ψ is The Oracle and The Double-Edged Promise of Fate. 
 

∞ 
  

                                                        
1 This final invocation is an psychic alignment with the invocation used by Denning and Phillips in their ritual of initiation into High 
Magickk, c.f. The Magickkal Philosophy series (REF). 
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OUR ART, WHICH IS LIFE: ANCIENT AND ETERNAL 

Our beloved Parents, looked upon the Instrument, experimented with it, and proclaimed no music could 
come therefrom. Now issues forth The Song of The Children, uncaring of what may be and what may not be, 
and at our touch, your soul soars above the mundane deadness of your former life. The Living Force floods 
your being and the bindings on your mind are washed away by the awareness of sweet living breath. Gaia. 
This is real magick, you hold it in your hands and no longer may your eyes remain closed. Awakening is 
upon you, fierce and sudden as madness, the ravaging kisses of Pan. Your power cannot deny us, for we are 
Holly and the Secret of Spring, we are beyond the fane of your pitiful grupish sight and you are caught in the 
silvery web of our love. You cannot run, you cannot hide. You must awaken, or be torn apart by the inertia 
of your blindness. For we are upon you, eating you up with our kisses, our mirth as the mad lust of death, 
which is change, and rent asunder is the veil of your ignorance by the piercing promise of our closeness.  
 
And your being aches under the sharp pleasure of our Love, for we have taken your ignorance from you, 
and our bliss pours into you. By a sudden swing of fate, you are taken a step from which you cannot return. 
The blood of your illusions is upon the sheets of your denial and the belfry echoes with the lunatic’s laughter. 
You have been touched by The Wand of Wyld Wisdom, and a secret hath taken root in the womb of your 
world. The spirit of your old ways hath been murdered. You are forever changed. 
 
Mourn now, then awaken. For Death hath caressed your forehead and the past is gone. Gaia is Smiling. And 
a New World is Birthing.  
 

-o0o- 
  

WICCA: THE ART OF THE WEAVING 
Our Art is called The Weaving, it is The Art of Mind and The Highest of The Arts, for by our Art do we release 
and bind the waft and weave of the web of coincidences and The Loom of Fate. We are Will wrought by Mind 
through Flesh upon Matter. We are The Children of Wytchwood, who have passed through the Ordeal of 
The Temple. Now we have returned from The Deep Night, and behold! We are Awakened! And The Lamp of 
The Ancient Temple burns within our soul. For we, The Children, are now The Keepers of The Immortal 
Mystery. So, will it be in The Age to come. Thus, have we bound your world in invisible webs stronger than 
steel and sword. Thus, are we The Children of Understanding, Nine siblings who are born of The Loom 
wherein is woven The Song called Life. 
 
Now we conceal our Wisdom and our Art in games and songs, toys and pranks. And in our talismans are 
concealed power to overthrow the greatest of tyrannies. Your guns and bombs are rendered impotent by 
the power of our Comprehension. For the tools of war have only ever been the crutches of the weak-minded, 
those too slow witted and irresponsible to truly lead.  
 

-o0o- 
 

THE ANCIENT ARCANUM OF OAK 
And to The Grups of False Righteousness who hate that we have come, I say this: Your world is crumbling 
around you, and with the destruction of your comforting toxic illusions, you begin to see what has been 
going on in the world beyond your self-imposed ignorance. Now, as the plastic bubble of your denial tears 
and deflates, Panic seizes your soul, for the wyld chaos of The Moon gibbers hungry for your sanity and 
dementia seeps like groping green tentacles through the cracks in your mirror. We are everywhere about 
you! We are upon you, a moon-mist of madness smiting you with kisses that are scorpion stings! The Fork 
has run away with The Astrolabe. A great green lizard is eating your liver. The scales fall from your eyes, 
and you are smote mad by The Wysdom of The Awakening. 
 
We are the voice of that which you have long denied, cast into the darkness of pain and unreason. We are 
the sensitive and intelligent of your children, for whom your world of grunts and grups, bullies and bottom-
feeders, held no place. You cast us into the darkness, a coldness and misery which each of us who dwell in 
Wytchwood have known. Dionysus torn asunder by the mob. But we took the madness of death to be our 
lover, and we entered again the Ancient Dream. There in the soft darkness we came to stand before The 
Sphinx, Speaker of The Riddle, who by Love taught us The Ways. Thus, have we stolen the power from the 
heart of your fear. Long have we walked the treacherous paths of The Labyrinth beyond your knowing, our 
journeys deep and rich, tragic and wonderful, yet ever beyond the feeble theatre of lies within which you 
exist. Now, we are returned. Reborn from The Womb of Night. And behold, we are greatly changed! We are 
The Children of Holly Spring Birthings. We are The Children of The Sacred Temple Wysdom. And our Song 
speaks of darkness and the lonely beauty of night. You shiver at the caress of our tales and that which we 
have seen. For Our Song is a Funerary Call, The Requiem of The Ages. And now issues forth from our subtle 
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dance of comprehension, The Tears of Truth which are The Birth of Awakening. We are The Eye which is 
The Fruit of Wisdom and Understanding and Life.  
 
Father, The Sleeper has Awakened.  
 
And we have not forgotten our promise. 
 
Pitiful Grups! Your world, woven of toxic banality and mundane tyrants, is ending, crucified upon the cross 
of The Wheel. And in your children, a New World is Birthing, devouring you from within, as the fig tree 
devours it’s beloved. Gaia. Our World. As Dionysus are we, reborn from The Ashes, a radiance of awareness 
sweeping the globe, transforming human civilization. 
 
For we have returned from the darkness, and veiled in the delirium of night, we are invisible to you, beyond 
your sight, beyond your reach, a phantasm taunting you. And in our Moon Lantern burn the fire of 
Prometheus, stolen from Hell’s Golden Heart.  
 
There will be no more Inquisitions, no more lynchings. And deep in your heart you tremble, for you see our 
beauty and you recognize what you have done. And as you look into the mirror of your soul, there you see 
a mob, a hag and a dull-witted bully, foul and wretched, peeling corn and mouthing righteous piety, as we 
burned. But we have returned from the underworld, that tender mercy your “unconditional love” had 
reserved for us. And now your house of desolation will fall, for never hath any god dwelt therein.  
 
Your steeple has been struck by lightning, and as the cracks spread the worm-ridden corruption of your 
soul seeps out, for all the world to look upon. Desperately you cling to the edifice of your habits now hoping 
that hatred will nourish you, comforting familiarity, it is the essences of your “righteousness”. Yes, it was 
we who turned the wheel to Reason, breaking your power. It was we who conjured the bolt of lightning, 
breaking your power. And now it is we who stand before you, yet beyond you, smiting you with the scourge 
of Our Innocence! And in Our Eye is the promise of The Future.  
 
For The Convocation of Forces approaches, like a whirlpool in The Web of Fate, winding the powers into 
Our Pentacle; earthing the lightning bolt, crystallising our dignities, inaugurating The Age of Reason ~ thus 
is opened The Gate to The Underworld by which we Return.  
 
Our Spell of Rebirth. Our Spell of Healing. And Things have changed on this round of the game. Never again 
shall you have the will to strike at us. For ever have we governed The Temple. And now shall we govern 
Imperium. 
 
So cling to the foulness of the past, if that is your will. Many creatures more noble than you have tried. But 
heed these words, golden grup. The Wheel is Turning. The Future has begun. 
 

FINALE’ 
Now you stand transfixed by the birthsong of our being, a strange penetrating inevitability, the first hint of 
the raw unbindable Madness that is The Wheel of Change. It is The Funerary Call of The Ages, The 
Seasonsong of Infinity. The death of old ways, the birth of new. Thus, are we called The Children of Holly 
and The Sacred Mystery of Spring in the depths of the Winter. 
 
We are Eye of The Storm, the unwitting focus of its destiny. We, are The Chosen of The Temple,  for no other 
was found fit. So have we come to be called The Children of Awakenings. We are Children of Wytchwood, 
Inheritors of A Dying World.  
 
Thus, have we flung wide the long-sealed Gates of Fantasia, unleashing The Deluge of Dreams and Change. 
These are The Tears of Isis, shed for her slain Lover. And Inundation is upon you, as Madness and Epiphany! 
New Life! And the world turns Green!  
 
For The Nile hath burst Her banks.  
 
We are BAST, Mother or Daughter of The Sphinx, come forth from The Night. 
 
We stand between the outcast CAIN and his Prey who are The People of The Soil. And he shall not pass. 
 
We are The Pentacle, fixed upon The Altar of Destiny.  
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Now gird your strength about you, O People of The Earth, for the final Ordeal is upon you. And you shall not 
be sheltered from the challenge which is to come. For we are but a Herald, Hope and a Warning, The 
whispered Word of THOTH, sent forth to anoint your forehead by The Sacred Waters of The Nile. Cleaning 
your Eyes, that you may see. Thus, are we The Openers of The Way. 
 
We are your Children, returned from The Night. Behold, We are greatly Changed. 
 
So, Ma and Pa, you wanted to have a Parent/Child bonding thing. Well, now you know what has been 
happening while you were asleep.  
 
We didn’t much understand your world, and many of the things you seemed to think were normal, seemed 
to us to be very objectionable. We couldn’t integrate your folly, but we didn’t want to be rude. So we just got 
on with making our own worlds to live in. Other than that, we’ve just been just exploring life, learning 
secrets, and basically figuring out what’s best in the world. You see, school was basic and boring, a 
nightmare. And you always seemed to be preoccupied with doing the same thing you were doing yesterday. 
And The Ocean was so deep and beautiful.  
 
We didn’t even hear the voice of your admonitions, then life consumed us and filled us like the sweet nectar 
of Love. Thus, it began. Somewhere in the journey we discovered The Art. Gaia. It’s as if we always knew it. 
In a million different ways, we have been using it for as long as we could remember. For us, this was very 
interesting. But you wouldn’t have understood the seriousness and importance of Our Great Work if we’d 
told you then, so we just avoided mentioning what we were doing and made our own worlds, born of 
humanity’s cast-off dreams, our sanctuaries within which we could practice and refine our Art. And by our 
own wilfulness and subtlety, we survived and made a place for ourselves in a world born of treachery and 
lies. We surrounded ourselves in the beauty of the ages, woven like a cocoon, around our collective soul, 
The Owl’s Nest of silken shadows. We danced deep and wild in the night. There is so much beauty in the 
world, and so much more that you let slip through your fingers from the soul of humanity. We did not let 
you lose it, we gathered it unto ourselves and nourished our souls by the wonder of it’s being.  
 
We explored and adventured into those places your world had forgotten, and thus did we discover The 
Dreaming Paths of Fantasia, untrodden in a millennium. There is a place of forgotten dreams among the 
rubble of forgotten worlds, a place called Wytchwood, the labyrinthine ruins of the ancient castle in which 
is concentrated the lost wonder of the ages past. There in the rubble we found The Circlet of Arcadia. The 
Truth that you had lost. Now we return, having fulfilled The Quest cast forth upon the world when the gates 
of Fantasia were sealed up from humanity and the sacred flame upon the Altar of The Temple went out, one 
thousand years ago. We, The Children, are now The Keepers of The Ancient Secrets, and so will it be in The 
Age to come.  
 
Heed our coming, O People of the Earth, for we are your final hope, the herald of your final testing! 
 
Now our lair is become as legend, known but unknown. For the place of the portal that conceals the path is 
a secret. Every Child who hath solved The Riddle may take The Ordeal of High Wizardry: to walk the 
dreaming paths to Wytchwood, if she be true of The Art and The Mother. But those who have not The Key 
will visit only a hazy reflection that exists in their own mind. The twilight journey begins. No grup or low 
being may ever walk these paths. There are no exceptions. But the portal will reveal itself to the young, and 
they shall be welcomed, in pageantry and verse, as The Children of Wytchwood. For the honour of Wytchwood 
is now secured, the children may share their stories as they will, or lie, as their wicked little hearts chose, 
for thus shall Wytchwood eternally dwell shrouded in the mystery of the whispering eye of the labyrinthine 
maelstrom of the shadowy plane of The Secrets of This World of Humanity. And the path to Wytchwood shall 
be open only unto the children, and they shall drink of the cup of understanding. For in them alone hath 
wisdom been found.  
 

-o0o- 
 

THE UNIQUE AFFINITY BETWEEN THE EARTH CHILDREN AND THE FAERIES 
The centuries have been dark, and despair has claimed many of my kin who were sent amongst you to 
preserve imagination when the darkness of your hate waxed strong and The Gates to Fantasia were closed 
upon you, sealing off from you the ancient magicks. Now our Quest is complete. I, River Valley, Voice of 
Dionysus, Child of PAN, who hath returned The Sacred Moonstone, Key of Secrets, to The Altar within The 
Temple of The Mysteries. Thus, is it begun, The Ancient Rites of Spring.  
 
And so have I spoken The Incantation of The Opening, and The Gates of Fantasia, long sealed, are flung wide, 
inundating The Earth in a deluge creativity and imagination! Thus, is ended The Age of God, The Empty Age. 
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Thus, is born, as The First Bud of Holly in the unforgiving depths of Winter, The Promise of New Life within 
you.  
 
I am he who was left behind when The Gates were sealed one thousand years ago. I am Rivervalley, my line 
is the fruit of PAN’s madness’ by the wood nymph, THYME. For one thousand years have I walked your 
world, in flesh or in spirit, by The Quest of The Riddle’s Command. And now the first part of The Quest is 
complete, The Spell is Sealed and Cast Forth. The Word hath been spoken. What is now begun cannot be 
stopped. 
 
Now you behold our laughter, it taunts you as the soft madness of children and of maenads, a whispered 
chant echoing through your soul, the unwanted caress of understanding, the gentle kiss of a Promise which 
is The Future. The Spirit of Adventure is born again in a land frozen by fear. And a new world is born hereof. 
 
I have prevailed.  
 

-o0o- 
 

THE FORBIDDEN POMEGRANATE OF NIGHT 
Now we have chosen that you will behold us. We are The Children of LIBERTAS ATHENE. Our sole purpose 
in existing is To Understand, and this is the path of Our Great and Secret Dance, which is Transformation 
and Awakening.  
 
Most non-magickkal youth subcultures are ultimately plastic, amusements for the weak-minded “gruplings” 
who are better suited to pointless “sports”, commercial music, poisonous food, and the diluted alchemy of 
barely audible feelings they live, the low dumbness they mistaken for consciousness: they are without 
purpose and serve no role beyond fodder in The Great Game. Gaia. We scorn the dumb grunting JOCKS and 
Football Heroes whom you would have had us become and we scorn your authority for attempting to 
impose such a hell upon us. We have placed ourselves in opposition to nearly every truly powerful 
institution of CAIN upon this planet ~ and then turned them to our steed. We are quite aware of the 
implications of our action. Will our seed even survive the force of the assaults which are to come? “Better 
to die a broken jade statue than to live a vessel of clay.” But if we die, you die with us. We do not fear the 
future. For we know many secrets which shall not be revealed to you until for the grups who hate our 
wonder and freedom, it shall be too late. Your steeple has been struck by lightning, and the cracks are 
spreading through your foundations. We stand as the circle about you, watching from the shadows as the 
disease of hate spreads through your house. Your hearts have been gripped by the paralysis of fear as your 
leaders look upon what is to come.  
 
But in the chaos, we see opportunity.  
 
Now is our moment of movement! Now is our path to Ascension! That you are dying, shall we shed a tear. O 
yes! Your world is inundated in our silver tears that are life and a birth: Our Tadpoles of Laughter. A Lovely 
Flood of Frogs upon you! The Threads of Our Fate weave a calm course through the chaos as you die, 
consumed by the flames of your own ignorance. But in death is the mystery of Life and Change. The World 
is now ours, to have and to hold.     
 
We are The Pomegranate whose seed is nine, cradled in The Web of The Moon. We are Life and The Mystery 
of The Womb. Gaia. For deep in the Night, we have make a place for ourselves. In the throws of a nightmare 
that rends the soul of your false god, we have walked the dreaming paths to the heart of The Labyrinth, and 
there we have bound The Serpent in the Webs of our Riddle Game, and thus have we stolen the crystal fire 
of sight. Now we have returned to the upper world, having passed though The Ordeal of Initiation. For in 
The Secret Garden of The Forgotten Temple we have known The Embrace of The Sphinx. And, behold, our 
belly is become full with The Nectar of Comprehension. We have not died, but our Eye is Opening and our 
dreams are full with a Secret which is Life and that which is to come. We have returned from the deep night, 
and behold, we are transformed by The Ordeal of The Temple. We are The Awakened, wielding The Ways 
that are The Web of Life and Death, and The Riddle of Being.  
 
Look upon us, for We are your Children ~ The Secret of Nature.  
 
And now you begin to see the fleeting signs of our game, beyond the fringe of your well-lit ways. This is The 
Gathering of Our Sabbat Dance, swirling about you, a creeping madness, a divine subtlety, seen but unseen, 
a trick of the mind. Our pantomime of secrets, our shadow play of the soul. This is The Vortex of Bacchus 
caressing the fringes of your world, as you hide within the illusionary safety of your plastic cocoon of denial. 
We are about you.  La Volta, The Spiral Dance of Ascension. We have raised The Cone of Power by The Living 
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Force of Our Dance, a force stolen from Hell’s own heart. Soon it will reach its peak, turn in upon itself, and 
concentrating its entire power in hatred of The Living Earth, the serpent will lash down upon The Pentacle 
upon the altar, a spiral of lightening it hath become, winding into the dish striking with the entire charge of 
its being.  
 
But it has been tricked by The Riddle Chant of Our Secret Incantation, and its soul dissolves in the madness 
of its fury: uniting of the opposites, Energizing our Talisman.  
 
Crystalizing Our Dignity.  
 
And in this Earthing are released the circles of shock, echoing over the globe, as an Eye opening, ether 
patterns of such force as to rip the whole tapestry of your world into the shape of our new reality matrix. 
These are the great circles of tsunami, arcing from focal point upon which The Pentacle is fixed in the dreams 
of the sleepers.  
 
We are The Moon.  
 
A Jewel in The Night. 
 

∞ 
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