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What isthe O~ T-A:. ?

Che OrdoTempli Ashlart is a Hermetic- Rosicrucian lodge
practicing Ceremonial Magick in the Western Occul‘g
Gradition. Our Theurgy derires fromthe Qlavicles of Sol-

omon and the @abalistic precepts of the Orderof the Golden

Pawn ..~ Without embracing the Lawof Thelema’,we ave
heirs to the Gnostic Gradition of the OrdoTempli Orientis
through thedispensation of ourlate senior advisor,the Hon.

Louis T. Culling.

The Onder is sponsored by the Chuich ofthe Hermetic Scie-

nces,a California religious institution incorporated on
October 23rd,19g70. The Church i5 non-denominational

and does not proselytize a dogma or ‘revelation!:

The Ordolempli Ashtart is secret and Initiatory: Candi-

\da}es must present themselves inperson to the Chapter

House where they wishtoaffiliate and gain theun-

animous approval of the membership whose officers

will then submit their petitions to Grand Lodqe /
Sor§inal acceptance. . /
Che Order offers a Romantic Mystical return tothe

Ancient ideals of personal divinity in harmony with
an ordeved cosmos.We champion IJ{m ian psycholog-
ical concepts over the doctrines of béhkaviorism an

wWe seekctore-establish a link between scienceand

philosophy” by emphisizing a Rational rather
thanan fmpa'rical relation with Mature. We con-

siderWesternTMagickas our cultural counter —

part to the h.i_shcs{- Yoga disciPlines ojflxe Cast.

(brq’no-n'xal meg'lck is Tt a science but rather an

‘Art. 1t combines the lalents o{:he poet, the

dramatist and the artist with the Wisdom

of the Great Philosophers, resulting in the

> witigue practical deve'lopmcnt o

TMan’'s most potent intangible
N Tesource : his creative

i
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The Seventh Ray is free to all Church Members. Others wishing to

receive The Seventh Ray should remit $4.00/year. Please be sure to

include your ZIP code when subscribing or giving a change of address.

Because The Seventh Ray is NOT intended to be a public forum, letters

to the editor will not be published as a general rule, and letters

from non-members will not be answered unless a stamped, self-addressed

envelope is included.

The entire contents of this publication, except where otherwise noted,

is Copyrighted by The Church of the Hermetic Sciences, Inc., and may

not be reprinted or reproduced without authorization.
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TEE BA'AL--ASHTART MYTHOS

AND THE MAGICK OF SOLOMON

NOSCE TE IPSUM

whether or not the Biblical King Solomon ever studied and practiced the

Art of Ceremonial Magick is not a crucial question., Of greater import-

ance are the philosophical-psychological principles behind the legend

of the Momarch-Magus who bound the 'Two-and-seventy rebelious spirits'

in the Vessel of Brass. The multi-level implications of this Arabian

folk-tale and its Biblical origins -- which was the ma jor operative

cosmology behind medieval Ceremonial Magick before the rise (or desent)

of the perverted 'Faustian School'-- should be fascinating to Jungian

and even Freudian psychologists. From a Qabalistic standpoint, the sev-

enty-two spirits of the traditional Goetia are a significant corallary

to the seventy-two letters of the extended Name of God, the SHEMHAMPHOR-

ASCH, from which all the names of the Angels can be derived, implying

an inseperable duality of 'good' and 'evil' throughout the entire Cel-

estial-infernal pantheon., Considering this in light of the Micro-Macro-

cosom dogma, we are presented with the concept of seventy-two greater

and lesser bi-polar archetypes functioning in the Collective and pers-

onal unconscious, The Brass Vessel-- aside from its obvious 'yoni' sym-

bolisem -- then represents the receptacle of the controlled and organ-

ized psyche, The rebelious spirits are summoned to appear by the power

of YHVH ( the ultimate cathexis ), required to render service in accord-

ance with their particular capabilities and then consigned to bondage

in the 'Brass Vessel' where they can cause no harm and from whence they

can be readily called upon when needed, The psychotherapeutic analogy

in the above is inescapable. We have already discussed the philosophic

symbolism of the Triangle of Art ( see T7R vol. 1, no. 2 ) wherein such

entities are commanded to appear by theurgic manipulation of the egra-

gore -- This then is the crux of the Solomonaic system of Magick: pride,

passion, greed and hatred cannot be divorced from their intrinsic count-

erparts, humility, purity, charity and love. They can only be organized
and controlled as essential factors of the balanced personality -- s

sophisticated internalized concept that seems paradoxical with the pop-

ular image of the robed and hooded demonologist intoning his ' infer-
nal conjurationa'.

But why did the Arab Doctors attribute this system to Solomon and why

do we, the foremost modern practitioners of it, call ourselves THE ORDER
OF THE TEMPLE OF ASTARTE ?

The answer to both questions can be found in the Bible. In 1st Kings,

Chapter 11, we read that "Solomon went after Astoreth, the abomination

of the Sidonians.,”

If we put the Biblical account in a broader perspective, we realize that
the patriarchal Levite sect of .. Yatweh was in constant, bitter conflict

with the .,.Ba‘'al--,,Ashtart cult of Canaan. Now it should be understood
that the Religion of Moses was & sect derived from the same mythos as its



rival. Abraham, a Babylonian of Ur, had been blessed by Melchizedek, the

Canaanite King of Jerusalem and a priest of .,.EL, "The Most High God".

( Genesis, Chapter 14) This same ..EL was the fatherof .,.Ba'al and ,%.
Ashtart. In Babylon He was called.. ANU and was the father of .. lshtar.
Space does not permit us speculation on all the factors that aided the
growth of the austere Religion of ,'. Yatweh but the hard, nomadic life of

the Hebrews was certainly one of the foremost., When the wandering 'Habiri'

returned 'home' to Canaan and began the transition from pastoral tribesmen

to agraculturalists and urbanites, before the time of Saul and David, the

religious battle-lines were drawn.

Joshua's attempted genocide of the

Canaanites had not been success-

ful and they still ' abounded in

the land’.,

The new farmers were naturally

attracted to the nature-oriented

intensification rituals of ..Ba'al

and their newly urbanized brethren

were fascinated with the sensual

glamour of ..Ashtart's saturnalian

rites, It was probably at this

point that the first puritanical

'blue laws' of orthodox Judism

appeared.

During the Empire of Solomon, the

socio-economic transition was com-

plete but the religious conflict

had not resulted in a synthesis,

Insted we look back on two spirit-

ually unbalanced cults fighting
for supremacy. The transvestite

priest of .,.Ashtart finding final

exaultation in publically castor-

ating himself is hardly more od-

ious than the levite priest demand-

ing a young woman be stoned to

death for adultery or exacting a

ruinous judgement from a poor

farmer struggling to save his pre-

cious harvest by working on the

Perhaps it was Solomon who attemp-

ted, by his catholic example, to

bring about a mellow fusion of

these seperate cults of .. EL in-

to a pan-semetic polymorphus mon-

otheiem similar to the Hindu re-

ligion of India ? He may well have

built the magnificent Temple at

Jerusalem not only for the Levite

.. Yatweh but for the universal
over-god of all the semites. Why
else did Hiram ofTyre, a !Pagan'
Phoenician ( as was Melchizedek )
"rejoice"TM and say "blessed be the

Lord" before assisting Solomon so

readily ? ( 1lst Kings, Chapt. 5 )
Why is his greatest literary work,

THE SONG OF SOLOMON so pregnant

with the symbols of The Goddess

and why did he construct conspic-

ious Temples to Her 7?7 Even the

Levites conceeded to 'Wisdom of

Solomon' but if the above conject-

ure is true, they hardly under-

stood how wise he really was,..

For in the Celestial Marriage of

~.Ba'al and .,.Ashtart, rituslly
enacted by priest and priestess,

we see a direct analogy to the

Shiva-Shakti congrex of the Tan-

tric adepts, a Magickal formula

of considerable power even in this



faithless modern age -- how much more awesome it must have been in times

when the sanctified celebrants and their congregation believed utterly in

the truth of Devine Possession ? One need only compare the 'Great Rite' in

ite full ancient significance to the Transformation Miracle of the 'Paul-

ian' Mass ( an indirect and passive assumption of god-form ) to realize
why the Art of Magick has been feared and suppressed for so many centuries

in the West. A Solar-cult that castorates its Phallus and transforms its

Bride into a 'Virgin Mother' cannot compete Magickally with a virile and

fertile Sol-Terra mythos. Even though the Paulians adapted Pagan festivals,

embraced anthropomorphism and diefied a vast pantheon of Saints, their

system has no direct, creative link with the deepest and most basic forces

that energize Man and Nature, Like the Levites, theirs is a religion of
"Thou shalt mot" -- and high on the list of 'Thou shalt nots' is the prac-
tice of Magick, 3

We should perhaps digress to caution the casual reader against assuming

from the above that the ORDO TEMPLI ASHTART is anti-Christian, We have the

deepest respect for the teachings of the Master ..Jehusha and we are only

critical of Paul's interpretation of them. The 'knowledgeable' may choose )

to renounce Jesus as a creation of Paul but the wise do not. Not only would

such a renunciation be injurious to the personal egragore, it is historical-

1y unjustified; .. Jehusha never claimed he was God and should not be blam-

ed for the acts of those who postumously diefied him., A study of elementary

Qabalah will quickly resolve any difficulties in understanding this Rosicru-

cian view and lead the student to a full grasp of the significance of what

the Master did say: "I am the Son of Man." Further meditation may even lead

to a revelation o* the link between .. Jehusha and .. Melchizedek -- But
to return to our subject,...

«essA convincing arguement for the actual existance of a Solomonaic proto-

Magickal tradition such as we have described above, can be found in the
SONG OF SOLOMON itself, wherein the mysterious "Shulamite® thrice declares:

"I charge you, oh daughters of Jerusalem, stir not up nor awake love,
until he please." This Psalm may well be a hymn to the Queen of Heaven,.

Perhaps it is the culture-memory of that 'Magickal' religion Solomon tried

to create that comes down to us in the ancient system of Theurgy the Arab-

iansattributed to him ? The essential polymorphism of Magick with ite rich

pantheon of Phoenician, Babylonian and Egyptian entities as personaliszed

male and female aspects of the Qabalistic YHVH -- an all-prevading, trans-

sexual life-force, moral only in its impersonal harmony -- is a far more/.

'‘ELish' conception than the paternal and patriarchal God of Moses,

It might be considered a Cosmic Joke that the great .. EL survived only as

one of the many names attributed to His nomadic step-son and that His daugh-

ter, J.Ashtart, was transformed into ‘'Asteroth', a male demon with bad

breath ! In the words of Khayyam ( out of context ) "Many a cup of this for-
bidden wine will drown the memory of that insolence." -- And Solomon's

Magick is indeed a forbidden wine, The Judeao-Paulian equation, Sex = Evil =
Sex was inculcated in scripture not from the dread of a distant ‘hell’
( the Hebrews did not even have a concept of hell ) but from fear of the
Temple of ..Ashtart around the corner from the Tabernacle. As Wilhelm Reich
theorised and the later Soviet social experiments proved, the power of auth-
oritarianisa depends largley on its ability to channel the sexual aspiretions

of its subjects. The ancient Pagan 'establishment' maintained such control
by sanctifying the sex act with its 'official' priestesses, while the Heb-
rews, later the Paulians and finally the Communists decided to make a ‘sin’
out of it, Needless to say, both extreams are an insult to freedom and dig-
nity.

As a corallary to this sexual negation, the Hebrew ( and later Muslim )
prohabition against ‘graven images', especially anthropomorphic ones, was |
not imposed from any desire to promote a concept of pure monotheism -- as is
usually suppossed -- but rather to restrict the practice of Magick which
depends on such visual links to function effectivliey. As a pragmatic compro-
mise, the Paulians dangled an anthropomorphic carrot to their Pagan converts |
and thus escaped the theological trap by default, For this dubious reason, $
the so-called 'Christian Qebalah' was more Magickal than its non-visual
Hebrew antecedent -- explaining its evolution into the 'Solomonaic' system
we practice today.

Romsntically, we may speculate that this ancient religion of Solomon's may
well have evolved in a manner that the sage old monarch intended, If he was
the first Magus, he may have envisioned a Secret Tradition ggen only to the |

wise which would pgrpetuate the truth he had discovered -- at the spirit |
of Devine Providence within us has many faces, good and evil, male and fe-

male, all reflected in the multi-faceted jewel of the Microcosom, while in

the Macrocosom they are ALL ONE., Perhaps he even understood the Arcanua of
the Celestial Marriage with its ultimate formula: EN TUO TEMPILO...

TU ES DEUS 7@ _@—g :



A TRUE AND FAITHFUL RELATION CF DR,
DEE'S ACTIONS WITH SPIRITS & ETC. is
an impressive morocco bound folio, some
448 pages long, edited and laboriously
prefaced by Meric Cassubon, D.D., pub=-

lished 1659, London -- copies of which
may still be found in the British Mus-
eum and certain private collections,
This volume is the source from which
S.L. MacGregor Mathers derived the
ENOCHIAN SYSTEM of the ORDER OF THE

GOLDEN DAWN in the late 1800's,

The bulk of the text is devoted to scr-

upulous transcripts by Dee of skrying

sessions he and Edward Kelley held over

several years during which various 'en-

tities' delivered the 'Angelic Language'

by a complex process of spelling each

word backwards -- due to the alleged

potency of the lexicon, The "Shew Stone"

was a crystal speculum in which Kelley

visualized Angels, demons and even an

amorous nymphet named "Madimi" ( For a

sample of her conversation, see MAN,

MYTH AND MAGIC, no., 22.)

John Dee, the ‘'Astrologer Royal' to

Queen Elizabeth, was a respected schol-

or of his day, a devotee of Cornelius

Agrippa's Natural Magic, a consumate

cryptographer -- after Trithemius --and

an agent of the British Secret Service,

Edward Kelley, although certainly a ro-

gue, was highly literate and the author

of profound Alchemistical texts,

Notwithstanding the dubious circumstan-

ces surrounding the creation and the cre-

ators of the 'Angelic Lenguage', it still

remains one of the great phenomenon of

the Western Esoteric Tradition, dwarfing

later revelatory works by the internal

evidence of its virtually impossible
ingenuity, We doubt if present-day lin-

guists, even with the aid of computors,

could produce anything to equal it with-

out ranging deep into the Collective

Unconscious -- as we believe Dee and

Kelley must have,

The excerpt we are publishing here be-

gins on page 82 and ends at the bottom

of page 84 in the text. It is one of the

first sessions during which whole ENOCH-

IAN words are delivered. Because the

photostat copy from our microfila will not

permit a second legible reduction, we

have faithfully transcribed it with the

notes and marginal data complete -- as

an impressive glimpse of the actual teca-

nique employed,

To our knowledge, no such detailed

salplin{ has been published since the

original edition over 300 years ago.

RELATION

A TRUE

Dr. DEES o Adions, withfpirits.

Liber Myfteriorum(& Sancti) parallelus Novalifque,
: Lefden M A Y 28. 1583, &

J. and Eo K. fate difcomling of the Nolle Poliwien ADertm
1 Lis grreear henour licoc with us obteined3 by grese goud

a il Weing ot all Staces of he penpie , of chom that esther foc him

1'87) or bear of him, 2id agam how much T was behol fing to God

3 chae hishearee "1 fo fervenily favone me, and that he duth

A fonnch firive to . Lorele and confound the mslice and envie of
)l my Country-men ao.ff me , fou my Letter credn wmning
] or secovening todo Gl beweer fervice hereafier chereby , &e

Suddenly,therefeemed to cuine ot of my Qiatory & Spiratsali

creatires Wkeapietty grle of7 or g yeares ot age, atticedon

lLer Lead with her Far rowled v before,and han :m’.\,,‘_‘ " w? long boliad,w wh e gownof
Sey 5 wooeochans able greem an fved, and wicha crain the tecried o play wpaid down.... .. B3

Iie, and feemed to go ina..d cue behind my books, lyiwig on heaps, the big~a eeenenetnd

the Mhould ever ¢ o1 =tween chem, the books feemed 1o five | .o tuthotenddy, dill... one n
fiom the ouiver, whilefhe patfcd berween hem: AnJ. ol contidared, and., .......... che daw
reports whwh k. K. made untome of this precry musiden, and ....viviiene”

a.10d4 .o Whole maiden are you @ :

A She ceeianes VP bofe man are you? o3 Sl

a. 1 srithe fervant of God boch by my bound dury, and sifo (1 hope) by his Adopeion.
A veyck. .. Yo (Bl be beaten if you tell.

e Aotmet 1 4 frane Mraiden? Give me leave to play in your bofe , my Misther sold mr foe
wea!d come and dwel here. e 3

5. She wencup and down wich moft Lively gefluresofo yo-gfule. playing

and diverletimes another fpakcdtolur‘:r‘(;m the comer of my fludy by s grem
1affe , bur none was feen betide ber felfe. ; : -

. voves, Sball 1 7 1 will (Now ihe fectedto snfwer onein the forelaid Cormey of the Sundy)
1 priy yon let me tarry & linsle [ipcakingto one in the forefaid Corner)

a. Tellme who you are? 3

wwones D pray you let voe play with you a lisrie, and I will toll you wihe | om

8. Inthe name of Jefis then tell me. -

= ”nl Ier('-v'r :!lbo-nm of Jefu, axd1 am & pesv butle Meiden, Madini, I am the
laji but ome el Al tlersciilivemy U bawe lisle Ba!y-che'dien at bawme.

ber folfe,

a. Where it bace?

Ma...d onare vawbirc Ddae!l,F&all be bratie

T & You ol s be Leaten forte'l ng the trwhto thim that love the crmh , e ghe mer

ral emth olr Cicave v 0 be cbediene. §

Biaeavs. Fwarin: yoaB wi'l be dicduent. My Siiers foy shey wnft all comn ond dwollwish you,
e o ldafn



A Grue Relation

Saturday, Aprilis 14, Mane, Cracoviae 1584
o e e e e e e v e e e e

DEE: Oratione Dominica finita & brevi illa oratione Psalmi 33,

Inspecto Chrystallo apparuereutrique GABRIEL & NALVAGE.

KELLEY: They kneel, as if they were in confession one to another,

and....about half a quarter of an hour,

(Prayer) ( GABRIEL....) after me.

O beginning and fountain of wisdom, gird up thy loins in mercy, and

shadow our weskness; be merciful unto us and forgive us our trespasses:

for those that rise up saying there is no God, have risen up against us,

saying, Let us confound them: Our strength is not, neither are our bones

full of marrow, Help therefore O eternal God of mercy; help therefore

O eternal God of salvation: help therefore O eternal God of peace and

comfort, Who is like unto thee in altars of insence? before whom the

Quire of Heaven sing, O Mappa la man hallelujah: Visit us O God with a

comprehending fire, brighter than the Stars in the fourth heaven, Be

merciful unto us and continue with ust for thou art Almighty: To whom

all things of thy brests in Heaven and FEarth, sing glory praise and

honour, Saying, Come, Come, Lord for thy mercy sake., Say so unto God

kneeling,

DEE: I repeated it, kneeling, and E.K. likewise kneeling.

KELLEY: They both kneel down again, and put their foreheads together:

GABRIEL seemeth to sit in a chair on the one side of NALVAGE

about 30 yards off, on NALVAGE his left hand. NALVAGE standeth.

GABRIEL (standing said) e....Thus saith the Lord, Who is he, that dare

resist invincible strength: Seale up the East, Seale up the

South, Seale up the West: and unto the North put three Seales,

KELIEY: Now sitteth NALVAGE in a Chair aside from his round Table, the

Table being somewhat before him,

NALVAGE: .....Name that I point to. ( To E.K. he said so, as concerning

the letters.)

KELIEY: He flung like a thin brightness out of the Stone upon E.K. he

hath his rod, which he took out of his own mouth,

ess@V,..He holdeth up his rod, and saith, I anm the Jjcy, end rejoice in

myself,

KELLEY: He smit the round Tsble with his rod; and it whirled sbout with

a great swiftness, Now that which before se=med to te circular

and plain form, appeareth to be a Glote and round Fall; corpor-

al when it turneth,

NALVAGE: ....Say the last,

DEE: Piamo el.

KELLEY: He striketh the Table now, and though the body seem to turn,

yet the Letter seem to stand still in their places,

Now he plucketh out five Books, as if from under his Chair, and
setteth them down by him; the books be green, bright, and they

be three corned, a clasp.

Sal.... Read backward,..( to E.K.) Everything with us teacheth, Read:

backward, Letter without number,

NALVAGE: .,..Read backward, letter without number, the letters thou
hadst yeaterday.

DEE: After sll read, he proceeded thus:

P The fourth ascending, 97.
A The sixth sscending, 112,

6 I The eigth ascending, °2C7.
P The ninth ascending, 307, Pl1AP,

KELLEY: Now he estriketh it agaim, and it turnetnh,



A

67 - 5 TA.

The numbers after.

I

66 A

A AAI, The first A may be an A an O or an E,

Those are two words,

KELLEY: Now he striketh again,and turneth: his Rod seemeth to be hollow
like a reed.

65 APGOB. Call it Bogpa.

KELLEY: Gabriel falleth down on his face, and lieth prostrate, and
Nalvage holdeth up his Rod all the while,

( Also ) DOS, He pointed beyond him in the upper Circle, it
y - seemeth like a Roman C,

22 LAMAOP, Poamal Od, put out the S,
Make it two words,..It may be all one word with S, or T, but it
would be hard for your understanding.

Make a point between Poamal and Od,

FELLEY: Gabriel lieth prostrate all this while,

63 XVDMOZ. Call it Zome. 
_74, S,ucul/a /\oay



Al Grue Relation

esssWith great difficulty this letter was discerned: Nalvsge

himself said, he knew it rct yet; tut it seemed to E.K. toc be

an X, Nalvage denied it to be an X and said he knew not yet
the mystery: Say the Lord's prayer, for I cannot open it, Al=-
though my power be multiplied, I know not this Letter., At
length he said it was V, \

\

\

KELLEY: I can remember that word well.

NALVAGE: ....Thou shalt not remember it.

62 PEV, It is called Vep.

Make a point there, DEE: A full point ? NALVAGE: No, no, a
stroke,

61 OLOHOL. Call it Loholo.

Long, the first syllable accented.,

KELLEY: Now he striketh the Table.

60 SD. It is the uppermost of Ceall it Ds,

59 SIMAPI. Pronounce it IPAMIS, Make a point at S, the A
pronounced short,

58 LU, Call it UL. DEE: With such sound to U as we pro=-
nounce yew, whereof bows are made,

57 MAPI, E.K. It seemeth to be an e,

Labiis clausis, ( Span ) ( um um )...He hummed twice,
signifying two words more, which

were not to be pronounced till they

were ready in practise (sic.).

DO. OD. As you had before,

KELLEY: Now Gabriel riseth from his lying prostrate,

56 HOTLAB. Call it BALTOH. There is a point,

PAIP, Call it Piap.

KELIEY: Gabriel steppeth up, and seemeth to storm angerly against some-
what,

DEE: Belike some wicked powers would intrude their illusions, or hind-
rances in these actions,

KELLEY: He hath thrown his Dart from him: and it cometh to him agsin,

GAMRIZEL: ....Count the number of words you have received today.

DEE : Sixteen, if Poamal; Od be made two words,

GABRIEL: .,... Be packing, and so many plagues be amongst you more then
your plague watbefore. (sic.)

KXLLEY: He seemeth to storm still,

@ABRIEL: ,...o Come in,

KELIEY: Now there come four more,

@ABRIEL: ....Art not thou Adraman ? Which hast fallen, and hast burst

thy neck four times ? And wilt thou now rise again, and take

part anew ? Go thy way therefore, thou Seducer, enter unto the

fifth torment. Let thy power be less than it is, by as much &as

thou seest number here,

Now they all four .fall down into a pit, or Haitum of the fourd-

ation of the place where they stood.
KELLEY

Nalvage lieth all this while on his face,

eCAL®9
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Quadrants
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Perceptive readers may already have noticed the change in Quadrant orien-

tation on the inside back cover of this issue., After careful consideration,

we have decided to return to the GOLDEN DAWN's Quaternary of Ezekiel, pl-

acing . Auriel, Lady of the Earth, in the North and .. Gabriel, Lady of
the Waters in the West, The temporary change-over to the Quaternary of the
Apostle John was an experimental innovation that seemed to have some merits,

especially in Alchemistical and seasonal symbolism., It placed the primary
elements (Fire and Water) and the secondary elements (Air and Earth) in
balance, Winter, characterized by snow and ice is a cold, wet season; the

alchemical attributes of 'Water' and the color 'blue’ seemed more appropri-
ate to North than ‘'green'. From a practical standpoint this set-up enabled

us to perform our Communion of the Elements ceremony deosil rather than

widershins, the celebrant receiving the Host in the West, followed by the

reception of the Eucharist in the North in a 'Sun-wise' circumambulation.

At the time we assumed that the reason why 'Earth' had been allocated to

the North was that Gnostic philosophy equated the Earth ( i.e., the physi-

cal sphere ) with 'evil', a negative concept perpetuated by medieval Christ-
ian mystics who, in their turn concieved of ‘'the North' as the geographic

origin of evil Z e.g. the cold north wind, viking raiders, gnomes, trolls,
etc, ). Feeling that this conception had out-lived its validity, we were
not reluctant tc abandon it. The change was in compasg orientation only;

all other attributes remained the same,

If the above considerations were valid -- and in varying degrees they are

-- why have we now decided to discontinue the innovation 7

For several reasons: Sor, Ariel meditated on the protlem and realiged that

a traditional geographic orientation may well pre-date the influance cf

Gnostic and certain%y SEEistian pkilosophy. With intuitive brilliance, slte
envisioned ancient Palestine where the Mediterranean lies to the West

(Water) with the green hills of Lebanon (Earth)to the North. In the Soutk
is the fiery Negeb and from the Zast blow the hot winds from the arid

lands across the Jordan. TLis led us to the discovery that the 'Northe
Evil' equation could have had an "1d Testament origin (Jeremiah, 1-14) a&lsc

rrevious to tie Gnostics and Christians, Fra, Ferseus and Sor, Kallah then

produced a Qabahlistic analysis of the Pentagram Ritual ( T7R-2-3 ) which
revealed that neither Quaternary followed the sequence of the Tetragram-

naton but considering the subjective dynamics of the ritual, its culmin-

ation in the North Quadrant was an important consideration, Bill Gray ad-

vised that the change put us out of synchronization with his Circle and

other GOLDEN DAWN Tradition enclaves; a point we did not take lightly --

and this brought us to re-think the elemental balance proposition., Elements

in perfect equalibrium are static. Perhaps the imbalance of the original

Juaternary was. intended to impell rotation ? Finally, we discovered that
we could perform our Communion deosil with the OGD Quaternary through the

simple expedient of having the celebrants receive the Host in the North as

the first station, moving around the Circle to culminate the first phase

of the Rite with the reception of the Eucharist in the West,

In spite of the controversy and the temporary strain on the astral that

the experiment generated, we feel we have gained more through our mistake

than we lost, It made us look deeper into the majestic philosophy behind

our ancient traditions and gave us an insight into relationships that are

too often taken as arbitrary and performed by rote. Now when we circum-

ambulate Solomon's Great Circle, we ars more in tune with its ancient
origins ard its eternal Cosmic design,



T4,TfucLion

Escaring from tle caverns, Adamson finds

SYNOPSIS OF THE STORY THUS FAR: himself in an ever-dark forest where he
3 s meets a passionate virgin and is stalked

Afflicted with the incurable disease, by a mysierious creatige known only as
Contemporary Socialitis, Enoch Adam- '"The Beett'eoes

son chances upon the eccentric old

shopkeeper, Hermes Trismegistus, who

nledges Aim to go in quest of his

destiny in the OLAN YETZIRAH, Under

the shop is a vast catacombe leading

to the TENPLE OF MALKUTH, gateway to

the Astral Plane...Trismegistus has

outfitted Addamson for his journey in

the costume and accouterments of the

Fool in the Tarot. He charges him to

search for the Horn of the Unicorn,

the Feather of the Phoeniz and the

Bye of the Bgsilisk. Giving him a

tclisman to protect him in the Land

of the Gnomes, the old Magus opens

the door to the Path of Tau and push-

es Adameon through. The door closes

behind Aim and disappears.) Adamson is
trapped In the endless caverns....

Discovering that the satchel tied

to Ris staff contains a Nagick Wand,

Dagger, Cup, Pentacle and o flask of

wine and loaf of bread which wonder-

ously replentish themselves, he pres-

ses on with new hope, coming to the

POOL OF TINE, As he navigates the

stepping stones across the Pool, time

slows down to @ geological rather

than a biological frame of referance

and he Aos entered the dimension of

the Karth Klementals -~ the Gnomes...

0;pturod and bound, he ie& taken to

the ThArone-Cavern of old King Ghobd,

who Aomnors the taltsman Adamson car-

ries and agrees to aid him in his

search., The Xing tells him that he

must re-cross the Pool and jcllcu t*r

path that leads out of the lUnderu-rld

through the Forest of Fear, to the

Colossus of Yesod. Xing Ghod gives

Addansen a gift that will help him if
he te 'Nester of his dreams’ and then
opeedes Rim on Ais wey....

Ademsen oresses the Pool of Time

end follews she Gaome’'s directione
but beyond the Pool, the natural lum-

inesenees oS the caverns beginms to

wein and ke soon finds himself in

derknese. Ne then discovers that his

Neagick VWand i a source of light but

before he cen proceed much farther,

en earthquake seals the tunnel bdehind
Rim and he finds Aimsclf trapped on a

ledge adbove @ bottomless crevasse....

Onone Ling's gift, a small
léen spider, does not seen helpful

w8, while ssleep on the ledge, he
dreems he 18 & child again, facing a

similer cravasse in the cellar of his

Jently home =~ across which the sezx-

Jeontasy archesype 'Panther Woman'
beckens. There 18 a spider wedb acrcss

sAts dream-chgsm and little Ennch

nekes Ais way Bcross it....

. e wakes to discover the ¢-lien

epider gome but, a# Rhe remcx!rs his

dreem, @ silver wed materigiizes o.t

eerese the oravesse bey>ni tne lei.-

" @ond e 18 on Ais way once mcre,....



Chapter Chree : TheForest of Fear
urridly Adamson made a sling for his staff out of his belt,

clenched the glowing Wand in his teeth and lowered himself

over the edge into the strong but yielding strands. He rol-

led over, tangled the point of his staff and nearly lost
his precious Wand. He jounced like a bobbin as he fought to

right himself, It took several minutes of frantic experimen-

tation to learn how to negotiate the net but he finally

mastered the art and made it to the far ledge, swinging down

to feel so0lid rock under his boots, Here the tunnel floor

was more even and he could travel rapidly.

The passage went on and on, twisting, turning and slanting gradually

upward. Adamson pushed on faster as he realized his Wand was beginning to

dim out, He shook it as if it was a defective flashlight, muttering, "Come

on, light up." But the flame only flickered lower. "What-the-devil's the

matter with you?" he said -- and instantly regretted it for the Wand sud-

denly winked out, leaving him in total darkness, Overcoming fear and frus-

tration, he continued on, feeling his way along the left wall. Something

flapped by his ear with a high-pitched squeek -- a bat! Adamson took heart;

the presense of bats was like sighting land birds at sea. The entrance was

not too far away. As he stumbled and groped his way forward, the asending

grade became steeper and he was now aware of a low moaning sound bringing

with it a fresher smell to the dank air. He tripped over something springy;

it was a tree root, Then he looked up to see the silver cresent of the
new Moon riding high in the stars and he heard the rustle of wind in the

tree tops.

Adamson scrambled up through the tangled roots of the burrow, coming

out under the bowl of a giant oak tree atop a grassy hillock, He stood up

and brushed himself off, looking down to see a foot path leading across

a small moon-washed meadow and on into the endless darkness of a great
forest,

There was a brooding meloncholia over the landscape that made him un-

easy. Some inarticulate instinct warned him against following that path

into the dark woods even before he heard the screaming roar., It was a dis-

tant sound, carried on the night wind over tke tree tops; a snarling wail
that sent a shiver up his spine, Something was out there -- hunting. Adam-

son recalled that most predators were nocturnal, It would perhaps be safer

to lay-up in the top of a tree and wait for morning. ¥With this thought in

mind he turned to investigate the great oak behind him and was about to

climb up into its lower branches when he heard a young girl's voice call-

ing to him from the meadow: "Hello there! Are you going to Yesod?"
Adamson stared in mute surprise as she trotted up the path toward him.

She must have come out of the depths of the dark forest and certainly she

had heard that creature's roar but her exprescsion was innocently cheerful,

Hardly older than sixteen, she was tall with snort-cropred silver-btlond

hair and the face of a young goddess -- which was disturbingly familiar,

Her only garment was a long purple shawl thrown carelessly over one shoul-

der. She halted in front of him and caught her breath, flipping her hair
out of her eyes with a toss of her head. "You are going to Yesod, aren't
you?" she said.

"I guess I am," Adamson said., "Were you expecting me?"

"Yes; I'm your guide. My name's Virginiaj what's yours?"

"Enoch." he said, "Enoch Adamson.," He struggled to recall where he

had seen her face and suddenly realized that Virginia's classic features
were identical, in a smaller, younger mold, to those of the mighty female

archetype he had encountered in his dream of the spider web., "You remind
me of a woman I met in a dream," he said. "But she was older and a lot

bigger."

"Were you a child in your dream? Did she tease you?" Virginia asked.
"Yes -- and yes." he admitted with embarrassment,

She nodded knowingly. "That was my mother, She has a thing about little

boys. You'll meet her again in Yesod -- Just remember, she's not as big

as she looks and you're bigger than you think you are,"
Adamson changed the subject:"Aren't you afrasid to be out alone in these

woods at night?"

"Around here its glways night and there is nothing in the forest to be
afraid of-- except 'Tfiz—figist'.' she said.

"Was that 'The Beast' that I just heard?"

"Yes, that's how I knew you were here, He announced your arrival,
Enoch, .

I'm on the menu in, Adamson thought. "You're the guide; can this

'Beast' be avolded?”TM
"I'm afraid not,"” she said. "But he's really not so bad when you get

to know him -- Come on, let's go."



"I can hardly wait." he said under his breath, lossening his Dagger

in its sheath as he followed her down the hill on the path toward the

Forest of Fear,
As they neared the dark stand of oaks at the edge of the forest, he

tried to make some sense Qut of her cheerfully fatalistic declaration

that 'The Beast' could not be avoided. He had no desire to play Androcles

with the creature who had uttered that bellowing shreik -- which Virginia

claimed was voiced 'to announce his arrival'., The Gnomes had called this

ever-dark woodland "The PForest of Fear" and had told him that he was "wel-

come to it." As they passed between the first gnarled tree trunks, beneath

the canopy of dark foliage and on into the depths where the moonlight

could hardly penetrate, he began to understand what the original meaning

of FEAR really was: fear of the stalker on one's track and the ambush

lieing ahead, fear of the saber-tooth and the cave-bear -- But why wasn't

Virginia afraid? Did she serve this 'Beast' as an acolyte? Was she the

‘Vestal Virgin' of some primative cult that worshiped such creatures --
and were compelled to provide them with sacrificial victims?

He tried to put such thoughts out of his mind but the morbid trend

eersisted: she was his "guide to Yesod"TM where she had said he would meet

her mother" -- but her mother was a dream-phantom. Was Yesod a place of

the living or of the dead? While he walked Ee untied his satchel from the
knob of his staff and secured it to his belt so that he could wield the
metal-shod ivory shaft as a weapon., He hefted it, discovering that it was

a natural javelin, Adamson was at least determined that he would not go

like a lamb to the slaughter.
Virginia looked back over her shoulder. "Don't get too far behind,

Enoch, I wouldn't want to lose you."

I'11 bet you wouldn't, he said to himself as he quickened his pace.

Either she cou see in the dark or she knew the woods like the back of
her hand, he thought. He was straining to keep up with her and was nearly

winded while her bare feet seemed to skip over the rough trail as if it

was a garden walk,.,..

Suddenly there was a thrashing sound in a thicket beside the path and

something sprang out at them! Adamson whirled and threw his staff point-

foremost, pinning the animal to a tree trunk, Virginia shrieked and rush-

ed to the stricken creature, falling on her knees and sobbing., Adamson

looked down over her shoulder to see what had attacked them, The large

wounded eyes of a yearling doe stared up at him from Virginia's blood-

smeared breast, "She was my friend." the girl said., "Why did you do it?"

Adamson felt sick, "It was too quick." he said. "I'm sorry."

The 1ife went out of the doe's eyes when he pulled his staff from her

heart. Tenderly Virginia layed the young deer's carcass on a bed of tufted

grass, making a cryptic sign over it. "Sleep well, little sister." she

whispered while Adamson wiped the warm blood off his staff with a handfull

of leaves, Virginia got up stiffly. "We'd better be going." she said in a

dead voice. Silently Adamson fell into step behind her; his thoughts re-

turned to a squrriel he had shot during the Summer he'd turned fourteen.

He had cried then, He wanted very much to tell Virginia about it -- but

this was not the time,

The path wound its way along the contour of a ridgeline, dipping down

into saddlebacks but generally following the highground., He estimated that

they had covered about three miles when she stopred in a small clearing

and suggested a rest. Wearily he sat down on a large deadfall and peeled
off his left boot to hike his sock up before the budding blister he had
aquired got any worse, The forest was strangley silent. The frogs down in
the creek bottom had stopped their chorus and even the crickets had ceased
chirping. Virginia stood poised like a statue of Diana, listening for some-
thing on the night wind...

Then they both heard it; a crackling of branches down in the bracken.,
A large animal was paralleling their course, following them along the creek

bottom, "Is that your 'Beast'?"” Adamson said.
*Your Beast, och.," she corrected.

"CTumsy brute, I disown him." he said-- and he wondered Jjust how big
the animal would have to be to make as much noise as a man? "You knew he
was down there all along?" he said.

"0Of course. Where else would he be?" she replied.
Adamson decided to end the game, "I want to know what this 'Beast' is

and why you aren't afraid of it." he demanded.
Virginia sat down on the log beside him and layed her hand on his arm,

Her fingernails bit through his sleeve and he could fecl her shudder as
she looked down at the dried blood on her bosom, "Enoch, you know what it

is better than I 40 -- and I am afraid of it now."
"That makes two of us.”" he sald, putting an arm around her, "I really

am sorry about the deer,"he added.



"I wish I could believe that." she said.

He told her about the squirrel, struggling for the right words to ex-

press his feelings -- "It was the only thing I ever killed-- until now,"

he concluded.

She moved closer, pressing warm against him, "I feel safer."” she said,

turning her lips up to his, He kissed her hesitantly, expecting only ten-

derness but her tounge darted in his mouth., The purple shawl slid off her

shoulder and for several moments they were merged together as she silent-

ly communicated her surrender,..

"Not with that thing down there stalking us." he said,

"Yes, before we have to face it -- please.,"

"Virginia, you're just a kid." he said. Her eyes reminded him of the

doe, She was too young and innocent, too easily hurt, -

"Don't you want me?" she said, still pressing close,

"Have you ever—-?7"

"No, but I'll have to soon, I'd rather it be here, now,"

Adamson stiffened inadvertanly. His mother had been so emphatically

simplistic about the difference between 'nice girls' and 'bad girls' that
he was unable to cope with the complex reality of a 'bad' nice-girl or a

'nice' bad-girl. The dychotomy of such situations profoundly disturbed him.

"Not like this.” he said, picking up her shawl and covering her with it.
He tried to pat her shoulder but she moved away, sitting with her face

turned from him,

He stood up. "I don't want to take advantage of you.,”
She gave him an angry glance. "Don't say that -- even if you mean it."

She got to her feet stiffly and carefully adjusted her msy garment as

if she had just aquired a sense of modesty. "Come on," she said, "We have

to cross the ford before the Moon sets,”

Adamson followed her again, still wary, still expecting a trap but

his emotions were in turmoil, Somehow he felt he had failed her and that

she was now the intended victim of whateverit was that stalked them, The
trail was all downhill now, moving on a converging course with the creek

bottom, Every so often she would raise her hand to call a halt and they

would listen -~ Each time they heard the same snapping and crackling of

branches from below. Adamson's legs were turning numb and he felt an empty-

ness in his stomach., This was crazy; they were walking right into it...
It was damp and darker down in the bottom and the brush was thicker,

He could smell water ahead. Suddenly there was a scream; a human screanm,

It came again and this time it was articulate: “Helg!'

"He's in the quicksand!" Virginia said, "Burry!
They rushed down to the ford where the moonlight was brighter over the

open water and then up stream along the bank to the boggy brim of a broad

slough. The spongy carpet of interwoven vegatation quaked under their feet

as they looked at the man wallowing out in the middle of the gray muck, He
was already buried to his armpits, "Help me!" he shouted,

"Stop fighting it!" Adamson yelled and then looked about for a dead

branch to extend out to him, Fis staff was far too short, There was noth-

ing available and he could see that the fellow was not going to float

quietly while he went back into the woods to cut a pole. "Quick, give me
your shawl," he said to Virginia, Without hesitation she removed it and

he tried throwing it out; the first time with no success but on the second

attempt the muddy end flipped out within the victim's grasp, He sieged the

cloth in a death grip with both hands. Adamson and Virginia heaved on the

taut fabric together, stumbling backwards in the springy bog, but they

couldn't budge him an inch, Adamson cursed under his breath: "The bastard's
kicking. I know he is!" Then he bellowed: "Don't move your legs! Just hang
on!" They got a new grip and tried again; this time the mud opened up with
an obscene sound and they dragged him ashore, After gasping and sputtering
for a moment, he gave them a broad grin that showed perfect teeth and get-

ting tc his feet with a certain squishy grace, he doffed his muddy hat to
themo

"H'cone Nosméda, at your service." he said, giving Adamson only a cur-
sory glance and then staring at Virginia, "I'm forever in your debt." His
voice was deep with a liquid accent, Middle Eastern, Adamson supposed, to
match his aquiline features, swarthy complexion and black spade beard. The
rest of him was a solid mass of muck, "Where is it safe to have a wash?"
Nosmada said, still eyeing the girl,

"Up by the ford." she said in a small voice, looking at him like a
bird watching a snake. Adamson picked up her muddy shawl and handed it to

her. His touch on her arm seemed to break the spell and she fumbled to

cover herself with the clean end of the purpie wrap.

Above the ford they found a deep still-water pool where Nosmada prompt-

ly stripped to the buff and jumped in then dragged his clothes in to wash

the muck out of them, "Come in, little pidgeon, the water is delightful,”

he said with his teeth flashing at Virginia who was kneeling by the bank

trying to wash her shawl without taking it off, Adamson, still worried



about 'The Beast', was standing back from the pool, his staff at the
ready, with an eye upstream,

Virginia squeeled when Nosmada pulled her head-over-heels into the

pool, She came up sputtering and his deep laugh boomed as he ducked her

again, Adamson was exasperated. "Cut out the horse-play.” he said, "Don't

you know there's a big animal out there?"

Nosmada laughed again, "You mean the one who roars like this-- " he

stood up, half out of the water, filled his massive chest with air, cup-

ped his hands to his mouth and gave voice to a roaring shriek that was

utterly unhuman. Adamson was unnerved. Nosmada chuckled. "I was once the

geek in my uncle's carnival. You should see me eat a live chicken.,”

"I'd rather not."” Adamson said. So Nosmada was 'The Beast' -- Did

Virginia know him? It seemed as if she might, Adamson thought. She was gig-

gling out in the pool, trying to squirm out of his grasp. Nosmada submer-

ged behind her-- then she shot up out of the water with an indignant scre-

ech, He came up grinning but she slapped him and scrambled up on the bank,

running to Adamson. She huddled in the blond youth's arms, pouting.

“"He doesn't know when to stop." she said, looking back at Nosmada who
had emerged, still smiling, to dress,

"Did you know he was 'The Beast'?" Adamson asked her,

“Of course not -- but he certainly is!" and them she added: "Even if

he is handsome,"
“"Nosmada adjusted his costume with smug awareness of her stolen glances

in his direction. He was outfitted in black and red from boots to slouch

hat; black tights, a wide silver-bossed black belt, a black leather vest

over a Spanish shirt of blood-red silk and a short black cape with a crim-

son lining, He was armed with a long poinard, silver-hilted with the pom-

mel cast in the likeness of a skull, in a scabbard at his belt. A five-

pointed silver star hung around his neck on a chaim but Adamson noted that

the star was upsidedown, "Just who-in-hell are you?" Adamson said. "And

what are you doing here?”

Nosmada did not seem offended. "I might ask you the same questions

but in so much as you did assist me out of the mud, I shall be first to

declare -- I am the son of the Great Kalazar, King of all the Albainian
Gypsies; albeit on the wrong side of the blanket, Because of the unfortun-

ate circumstances of my birth and the conditions in Eastern Europe, my

patrimony has been denied me and I must live by my wits,"TM he informed.
"And a knowledge of certain skills not taught in your schools.” he added
in a lower tone.

“But how did you get here?" Adamson said, releasing Virginia who went
to the bank to retrieve her shawl,

Nosmada sat down on a mossy rock and drew his dagger to wipe the gleam-

ing blade on dry leaves, "I had been in England for some years when I de-
cided to take up the study of Satanism.” he continued, "Not seriously, mind

you, but for amusement and profit." Fe paused until Virginia returned, "I
had gathered an intimate group of 'students' in Liverpool; an excellent

cast for an 'art film' I was paid handsomely not to release, I was plan-

ning a second ‘production' but then I chanced to meet a real Sorcerer, the
Master Sebastian Drew."

"A real sorcerer?"” Virginia said, "Did he have pointed ears?"
*Slightly pointed, yes." Nosmada conceecded, watching her eyes widen,

“I had read of his deeds but I had thought him dead over & hundred years

-« yet there he was, a shopkeeper in the slums of Liverpool, He promised

me powers even 1 had never dreamed of!"
"This sounds familiar." Adamson said. "Was there a Temple down under

the cellar?"

"Yes, indeed there was," Nosmada said.” We desended into the sewers

to reach it; Drew, myself and the girl --"
"A girl%' Virginia said, fascinated,
"One of my recent initiates.” he explained. "Delightful creature, ut-

terll trusting and fully developed at sixteen., She had no living relatives,"
You bastard."” Adamson said under his breath.
"Wasn't she afreid?” Virginia asked.

"I bad given her a 'magic potion' to bolster her courage." the Gypsy

"You filthy bastard.” Adamson whispered,
Nosmada pretended not to hear him as he continued: "We reached the

Secret Chapel and prepared to perform the Black Mass, The girl was our liv-
ing altar, our offering to Satan -- after which I was to sign The Pact.”

*Did the devil really come?” Virginia said,
"In more ways than one."” he said but she was so engrossed in the tale

that the joke was lost on her, "No sooner had we defiled the Host than we
heard a great clap of thunder and the ancient stone floor cracked open like
an eggshell! Up he rose with a cloud of sulphur and brimstone, seven feet
t=1l, black as ink and endowded like a stallion.”



"Did he have horns and a tail?" Virginis was entranced; her voice seem-
ed to come from a distance,

"Certainly. His head was that of a monstrous goat with hooves and a

tail to match but his hands were like the talons of a vulture, He went

straight-way to the girl and ravished her upon the altar, His laughter drown-

ed out her cries but from her willing posture we assumed they were not en-

tirley expressions of pain -- and yet, at the climactic thrust, she died.,"

Virginia let out her pent-up breath and seemed to shrink smaller in her

shawl, She was like a puppet whose strings had suddenly been cut,

"Then Satan turned to me and gripred my left arm with his talons, A

fierce cold froze through to my bones and his slit-eyes seared into my brain.

'That bitch was no virgin!' he told me, 'She was a whore of the gutters!'

en SebT could hardly speak to tell him I had not known this -- but ebastian
Drew interceeded: 'It is a new_age, Master, Nowadays a nubial virgin is as

rare as a hippo |, e
"1'm a vgrgin.H Virginia said in a small voice,
Adamson flashed her a hard look, "Don't advertise it."
Nosmada noted the by-play with a 1lift of one eyebrow then continued:

"Satan agreed to spare my life on the condition that I would spend a year

in his service at the time and place of his choosing, I had no choice but

to agree, He placed this ring on my left index finger and then, with another

clap of thunder, he was gone.," Nosmada held up his hand so that the moon-

light reflected on a massive silver ring, its setting enclosing a satyr's
head carved in black onyx., "It cannot be removed until I have completed my

service," he explained.

"But how did you get here?" Adamson asked in a sour voice, He needed to

know but he didn't want to,

"I'm coming to that, It was most curious -- You see the Devil vanished

without a trace. The floor was sealed up as if it had never been breached

and even the wounds his claws had inflicted on the girl's body had myster-

iously healed, although she was quite dead. There was only a faint stench

of brimstone hanging in the cold air. Drew and I dispossed of the body =--
I shall not upset you with the details of that --and then we made our way

back into the sewers, It must have rained up in the city during our ceremony

because the huge tunnel was now a rushing torrent, Drew stopped along the

ledge and bade me look down at the flotsom drifting by. There was a score

of broken and discarded toys; dolls, a doll house, play-money strewn like

leaves everywhere and a golden paper crown all bobbing in the filth, 'Be-

hold the river of your dreams,' Drew said. 'Now be on your way to find the
Throne of Saturn.' He must have hit me a mighty blow from bebhind, 1 remem-
ber looking down into the sewage -- but nothing more until I awoke on the
bank of thgs creek in thie Dark Country with that ridiculous paper crown
on my head!TM

Adamson believed less than half of Nosmada's story but the account of

falling into the sewer secmed convincing. "Why did you give your geek yell?"
For the first time the Gypsy's eyes went narrow with hatred. "Blind

rage.," he said, "Drew betrayed me from the first."TM Then he smiled. "Now

tell me about yourself.,"

"I think I'11l save it for a better time." Adamson told him and then to

Virginia: "Let's be going." He took her arm and helped her up, turning away

from Nosmada but she slipped out of his grasp. :

"We have to take him with us as far as The Great Tau, Enoch. Those are

my Mother's instructions,"

"And mother knows best." Nosmada said with a grin as he rose to join

them,

With Virginia in the lead, they crossed the ford and followed the path

uphill, After they had hiked over the crest of the ridge, the forest began

to thin out into highland scrub dotting rugged moorland. The new Moon was
low on the horizon now, casting its cold light over a tortured landscape

where wind-twisted sentinels of oek and ash clenched the stark outcropings
of rock with taloned roots. Down in a deep revinme to their left, the creek

cut its way through a bed of tumbled boulders, its rushing voice heard
feintly under the moan of a steady north wind that chilled their faces,

Several hundred meters to the northwest, over the rocky heath and up

atop a barren knoll they saw a strange monolith skylined against the stars;
a single upright stone pillar supporting a horizontal slab which formed a
huge 'T' shaped dolmen standing alone on the crest., The silver sickle of

the setting Moon hung just above it, "The Great Tau."” Virginia said,
But from further down into the saddleback that led up to the knoll, the

Moon's crescent appeared under the overhanging arm of the Tau, Nosmada drew
his breath sharply with a sudden realization., "See what symbol it forms!"
he said. "The Throne of Saturn.”

"If you say so." Adamson said. He had no knowledge of astrological sym-
bology but the singular conjunction of the Moon and the monolith did seexm
to evoke a sinistar portent,

TO BE CONTINUED = 9
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS:

Yuletide festivities were held on tke night of the Sclstice at Granc Lodge,

pot-luck with the main attraction, a turkey provided by Fra., Proteus. The

actual ceremony is being held over until the 26th of January -- when Sor,

Ariel will again roll out the cameras for the 'Winter Segment' of the epic,

o'« FERAFERIA production. The rushes from 'Autumn' were quite artistic... Fra.

Tyr has moved down from the Bay Area and is now on active status..... Fra.

Perseus and Sor. Kallah have gone temporarily inactive to wrap up some pres-

sing academic work....Fra. Nimrod took a bad fall recently and broke his

knee cap. The cast will be perserved as an example of Qabalistic graphiti...

e+« QADESH LODGE seems to be undergoing some problems and may move its loc-

ation, More on this next issue,..GRAND LODGE will open a major recruiting

%rive in the Spring. We do have openings for qualified applicants in the

.A. area,

ANNOUNRCEMENTS:

In a recent issue of a 'Neo-Pagan' variety magazine, we discovered that

art work from a SEVENTH RAY cover had been directly reproduced as an illus-

tration for an article on 'Household AltarsY, We ask readers of T7R to
please send us sample copies of any publication they receive that has pla-

gerized our journal, We assure you that you will not be involved in any sub--

sequent action by merely forwarding such material to us,

AWARDS:

Elevated to Practicus, 29 Dec., 1973 Sor,., Athena,

flevated to Zelator, 29 Dec., 1973 Fra. Tyr.

ROTES:

As everyone knows, we are unusually late with this issue -- even with the
Yuletide confusion, et al., We apologize but we were holding publication

for a sensational feature that we thought we would have ready. We couldn't
hold any longer and went to press without it. The Gods willing, next issue
of T7R will contain something that will be remembered as long as there is
a Western Tradition.
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MEMBERSHEIP NEWS:

Yuletide festivities were held on tke night of the Solstice at Grane Lodge.

pot-luck with the main attraction, a turkey provided by Fra. Proteus. The

actual cere is being held over until the 26th of January -- when Sor.

Ariel will :::1: roll out the cameras for the 'Winter Segment' of the epic,
o'« FERAFERIA production. The rushes from 'Autumn' were quite artistic... Fra.

Tyr has novcd down from the Bay Area and is now on active status,.... Fra.
Perseus and Sor, Kallah have gone temporarily inactive to wrap up some pres-

sing .cadclic wOork....Fra. Nimrod took a bad fall recently and broke his

knee « The cast will be perserved as an example of Qabalistic graphiti...
eos LODGE seems to be undergoing some problems and may move its loc-

ation, More on this next issue,..GRAND LODGE will open a major recruiting

%rive in the Spring. We do have openings for qualified applicants in the

+A. area,

ANNQUNCEMENTS:

In a recent issue of a *Neo-Pagan' variety magazine, we discovered that

art work from a SEVENTH RAY cover had been direc reproduced as an illus-

tration for an article on 'Household AltarsY, nnk readers of T7R to
piease send us sample copies of any publication they receive that has pla-

gerized our journal, We assure you that you will not be involved in any sub--

sequent action by merely forwarding such materiasl to us,

AVWARDS;
Elevated to Practicus, 29 Dec., 1973 Sor, Athensa,

Elevated to Zelator, 29 Dec., 1973 Fra. Tyr.

NOTES:

As everyone knows, we are unusually late with this issue ~- even with the
Yuletide eanfusion et al, We apologize but we were holding publication
for a sensational toaturo that we thought we would have ready. We couldn't
hold any longer and went to press without it, The Gods willing, next issue
of T7R will contain something that will be remembered as long as there is
a Westerm Traditiom.
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