Songe for the Wwitch yomap

by
John ¢ Parsons
to |
Candida

MtIn ¥ whom she {8 Incernote®

wWiteh Woman

1 hsar your veice low in the dusk

Like the notee of the harp pley’s “r
That carve the still air
Into & mensuous and su:btle imagel}ioi' sound

ard Ly sgenses ere drownegd

Ry the scent of oleander :nd the musk
Of the datura dimly shining in the dark,
wbile your voice troucles the still air,

and I recalil

An sncient garden @nd = secret c%ll
And youwere- your slant eves and your red heir

rugender dreuams oi Gays beyond despair

And wder youwr esorcery T fere {orth

To fabulousfiends and meadows green with Spring
And caught an the gossamer web of evening

I vchold incredible tuings no peet ever told,

Hight

subtle and amor ou B
ipris ginge her love song on the evening

/8 is heurd the sliengaubious song of the night Lird
/f,ﬂ)o”y “or the pt the licnras

On the damp,lumbent dark

or the eofi disftrous wor

Of murder followily the extingu:shed sperk

Into nothingness,

allwhile {ne subject of rer langorous caress
Dreams d-rkly dreums

AB veysging Decthward ,the transiigured $wan
Sings splendrous msad things,

Drifis deeply down and msets, with fold:d winge

The jewelldd night
Or as the noon bright,desert sun dreams down

Into the sniling ,upturned remnant of a face

ion ia the embodiment of gracs
And sherily slowly in tne guest house in evening

1 dresm afar,

; 1
Iﬁ gon%fe is beautifu 3 a jagu



“ gegking forbidden things on & black star
- throatily lamie
We&‘ Her g%gﬁgée caress,

As strum the stirring croetali (?)

A8 the leopsardsss doth sing,
A8 does the wulture,strident, ery,

So does lem- ¥ lamia strum arnd sing apd cry
As wanton as the setiting of efatar

In #n ensanguined sea,

pear dreadful dark,
1ean over me and press

The curtain of your aweaomertendarness
Againat my mind,
wmothaer of stars, the mecret of your vest maternity

in the infinity

of the deep scented terror of the night
AB echoes long

jpmiats doubtful song,

The ] ool

1 followed & loncly wey
1 followed afirifting star
-nd following ever, & beast benind,

mit the star was iar .nd fer.

I left the cozy coral,
I let't the comfortable land

170 seek siream in the areamy sky
Aind e akirling song g“nheard.

1 Tound ewonderful flower
That mirrored the dr&am in the air,
1 reache@ to gather the flower in

Por my c.ose curling heir

»nd e 1ittle spottea sneke
gtruck I'rom the golden bud ,...
T lollowed & lonely way
with poiecn in wy blood,

Iwalked e dreadful wey

In the jungle,mick apnd blind [ p )
with sguist liesughter overheard 2l 7 OYHY

And & monstrous boast behind

At lmst I turned at bay

on the narrowway 1 trod

And scrgamed aloud at what I saw,
For lo,the boast was God|

with the eyes of ajlaughing girl

And the f lower in his hair

and the spottedsnake about histhroat
and his face wae cruel sndfair,



£
ran -

Do not lument thus,who havé xnown and lost me

with pale pastels and sounds of tuneless lyres,
1 wag the amber girl when you first found me,
The golden boy in the portal of new desires,

1 laqihe Iiuﬁéf..ﬁpring, the mcant of roses,

I was the night, the gerden and I the fire,

vhe rod that wakes, the flower that disposes,

- Vad 5&”{,,,/""1'1;?19 iw, the song, the lyr&,

7 am the Autumy now, wy wind & are bloﬁwing
plogmora of Summer bar-enly tiey blov

jeaveg and desgires and BuIAT hopes foreknowing
f shull be Winter and eilence of the mnow,

still 1 am thine, O strickeén heart to follow
masgt gale and glacier, where I brood along,
pxultant; where all hopes and fears are hollow;
The core of steel within the heart of sione,

7 ,who am black &nd bleak with old disasters,

was ] pot beautiful, zphd am 1 now the lass
Than all the palé and pure and preity masters

That leave you no¥ upon My wilderneas?

Then will you dare me,stinking and pardonic
who called we ,soft and lovely, by my name?
pmbrzce me then and feel my kiss demonic
chatter the glacier and revaal the flame,

Stomehenge

rhe summper thunder chetiers in the west
A8 though
The ghost of Caesar's iron legions go
pehind the hills,

The ancient osks are shadowy and atill,

The mietletoe

subservient in the argent of the glow

of moonlight,mits};he golden sickle'swhim will,

The woods await the thaumaturgic tune

That called the old gods beneath apoungar mMooN,
and will await until the gods come back,

1 knowthey-willsetinn -

They will return,who, going, left the mlow
still circle broken end the d tar black,

g P



The Garden
7R

there is & garden wheré Death has gone to slésp ;... o3PS
park peeth like & pale tired boy nodg dreamily,

anamored __—For he Fmiﬁfmg of her snd doth kesp her luminous blossoms

forever fromd ecay,
There in the dusky day,in the dim eir
preams, like disturbing notaes from 4aecret S8OnLE
simmer and float between beeuty and-oiespair
in en ecstasy no heart endured gor long,
Hit to thiskolden garden all iovas come,

young lovers, happening on eternity
where derk Desth se and dreams, ‘-\M
There venturing sone

are briefly raised beyond desire or pity,

paiged to a pitch of beauty unendured
Ry faint mortality, where sobbi fshakes the

cerden's subtle silence, that jmwured
sieep,from which inhuman lebyrinth
peath sakes. awakes,

" pense (sic)

The night, a huge blesk panther flecked with stars,
Uneasily allows the werm west wind's caress,

The mon,dis‘ggerous goidéen banner,
slightly smiles,

off stage, an orchesira complains of love,

center, e sad-faced ape in clown coature dances s.ow stately circles,

A werewolf, left, singshtucously shorrible small song,
vhile, right, dvampire ,fondline & skull is also sudling,
Alto saxaphone in orchestra (sings)

wiey love,my love, my love,!

werewolf( ings)
noh moonh ,oblique and smiling sinister,

oh bloody promise in tne sk¥,
poh beautiful dancer mine,

petrothed, beloved we- "
(e howlm)

(saxmphone) "My love,my Jove, my love )°

(were wolf) * Rot flesh end go down Kingdom to a}aunken jellied sea

vhere ¥lack stars and wickex|women
real in infamy",

The vampire,smiling still, TEEeEdBia the akull,
which vocalizes in grich deep baritone,
{skull} pelieve we if all thqae enduring young charma, atc"

The ape contiruesfdancing,
(were woli')

anA
H

wo, night of stars toat corjacate likepmn spated in th;i ;hogb of

g#erpent woman suiling sinigter -
0 s1#vely dencer ot the feast to b# - *

(Saxaphone) , "wy love, my love, my love',



= Sorcareér

1 o8& him treada#cxﬁggy path
- pver dark hills, outlined against the sky,
In B‘flappiﬂg coak, a.ntirus sardonic eye

Gleams with a joyoue wrath

Ard he 1ifts his arme and behold

A flight of birds e&ll gola

1n the minmsat carrfing d reams,

gtringe dreamﬁrtsi}n out of Africa and Spain;

Then in *areh voice he mpellsa the sun
snd leaps and dances on ite crimson touch ( 2 tomb),
casting distorted shadows on the moon Kew-Figelky-—

ew risen,
1 see him flincing out his clouk,

That swells and swirls like thick sisoke,

that rushes cutwards andexpaudz
to engulf the houses in all lands,

nak the ‘ ‘ak

ng"b‘:ueegdegth hclt"l!lgﬁggsggbofra his head,

He la ghs uvnd flingsthem outward with all hie might
And sows & inillion stéras upon the night,

Under the Hill

Now ‘while the ie apple grsen
And the wind ig(gtill gnd t% moon ip ripe,

come to the hollow undsr the hiil
while the night is young &nd the evening/# thrills
To the thumr ofdrums apd the sirain-of-gtrihge-- strum of strings

and the shrill cry of theé pipe,

A girl end dgoat are danving there

in the hellow under the hill,

rhe gost is black and the girl isfair,

put hie ayas are gold as her f'lying hair,

vwith the thumfofdrums and the &strum of strings
and the shrill cry of the pipe,

His eyes are yellow and patient and wime

Am ajsnake ispetient, e iswise,

put the golden girl has;demon's syes .
AS sh edand sniles in hispplden eyes .
To thetthump of drums end the strum of stringa _ T
And thdsrill cry oftthqpipe.

Rarciesus
Drug me wit 8
slgvg acti_ng:{gggzoua, eweet,
Co-mingle gin z2nd muek,
Hashiah and amber,
iat wedrink and breathe
Ard hear slow, dsvioue wusic



yntil aroused
o mibtle, langorous mood s,

yUntil 1 see
ochrelle.mﬁazarine andpurple
Ezit MAcivious sounds

vhen 1 shall g0

Through dark and gothic ruins,

crey and golden mist e |

pown to #forest ,-Gheencoeval,green
cresn.. With an old dream

I sh=1l go naked
And magnolia andpleander
patura &ndjasmine,
Whbss blossome will open and vaginelly flower
tn infinitdtime, forjmlativs house,
whose white, subliminal fowers

will caress my breasts

And 1 shall perfums perform stately
phallic arab2sques

In the moonlight,

pale and white

Agtec '
In gfar place,in efiry land
tthere skull face with clawed hend
ponts Death Drums,

1n thigh plece,in sfer lund
where bemk fece with stone knife

prawp thin lines on teut chest
where hot lifspeats Peath Jxuns

In dred place, where dred sun
szolood red , snd & damned race
pgear scaill face beat peath Drums

pndeach foce is skull face

And spit runslirom sharp mouth
in ?iead sun &nd the hot drought
I8 done Death Drums

in sfedkain,in gred feast,in a red paip
wher sd breast with a skull face
feats Death Drums

Haeath Drums
Death prums

;nbat )
gt
g pleé ‘
Not-And more gbuque]a Blydq
~Shov-— Than your Aly smiling, sister,

gee the ebon goats'
Wise, dbbioud yéllov eyes




No more wildly wise
ifhan your wikld, wise eyes, sister,

: Herk, qhuted drum
3@’5 Bats in the wouda below
and what {sic) the lightsthat go
Incessunt too ond fro,

starskhey have cua-s-ught caught, afster,
And their eyem, '

_%ellow and wise,

SpaL —Tat af11 the altar be,
And wifdt the chalice cup 7
wh:t incense ofiered up,
And whnt the altar fire,?

The altar shall be white W7
As your white body,didter 15747
The chalice cup is red

Ag your mouth,sly smiling,

Brighter blood and darkéstre cL&5+72
shall fesd the elter [ire,

! panch

Light and ejrey, bright and fatry
in the glade — how she whiris
Like apsragon of girls,

on the stringss, godsamer things,
leading upward to the wings

In the boughs .

worked by long innwman fingers,

atched by gly ,inhuman eyams,
Eyes c eﬁigégs’wggghing ¥l£&s.
Right foot formrd, left fool buck,
Fleshing curls and dainty face, .

idke alittle painted death,

lowtie spies her drews his breath,
Tiytoes closer, staredenwrapt,

eachesa out e  hands -
\ Jerke gge sggiﬁéﬁf ®

hownr, down,dreadful down

On the unsuapecting clown,
Clickirg fangs end fearful screams
iAnd erlence, and thereafter o

Long, long laughter,

i P

Merlin
red bearded parbarpssa pleeps
In Traumfells (sic) ,whsre the raven keeps
His sentinelehip,nor yet

I= Rol®nd from his tower cose,
Nor Arthur back from Avalen,

The hours darken and the yeare
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The houre darken and the years

bleck with evil thinga
Grow blec hines epawn wonstrouva fears

| ‘%tm?}: ow sle‘ep nith sombre wings,

The sword lies draaming in the stone
Neathpeters over Avelon, .

I wouldtheré were opne man to tell

The evil dresm, thedarkling hell,

To Beixe the m‘ tdfﬁi& the spall,
Ther England!g mighty oaks would sing,

The mistletoe beneath the beugh moon,
Wouid glow &and chant the pruid rune,

The spirit of thecrow corn -
wWouldwelk, tnd greet the morn,

Arcadin
The wood is ahtmul‘l: of shouting anillaughter

t
APa27s5. 80 re ey apd, in, the, sy
II see the rioting elouds go by,
Your hair is dbenner for rally ofk'a.tnbows.

The vjndte afeme wolf with your rollicking sheep, i [

f sunburste are gha$s for your arrows
And meadows marsball and march at your feet,

Flower end feather and fur in wonder

Follow your stride to the singing bea

Amd ocean greets you with murmur end thunder,
With swell of billow and shimmer of 1ea,

Then striding to mountains with sunset f laming
A radient brand in your flaming hair,

with fire and purple, 1 mee you teming
Theprath of winter, the fury of ajr,

Autumn
If all my words were siurs on silver strings,
oceanic jewels, orjlrom the well
Of my heart's blood, there are some things
0f which I could not tell,could never tell,

0I could not tell how autumn sadness gtirs
Sear memories . ard balked desires half kmm’
Or how the summer moon,behind old firs
Boiles sscretly, triumphant and alone,

Or, how fer mountains move mwajesticully
1n événing -shadows when the embers dis,
Or «why the night 1s:8till,or of the fres
7mghs-tum1£’é-¢fj#11d.ge¢se An the sky,
B nbgEesdoed lovas BBsetnerea laropntlintblgy
songs ol -summer islés and silent snow
nd dinm disasters under sullen peasa, "
: ?

f o

s



Ieast could 1 tell you what is in my mind

< - 3eeing your face on mist 1 half forget,
Halh hope,remembaringthe wind |
Stirring your hedr to flames of-old regret, -

Remembered, faraway o L
0r near at hand, forgot ’
You were in every land

wher I am not,

Of-#¢8 1 Ece you walk the wind
Like abenner flying

Where the sun smets,with the day
And the summer dying, |

hair ard lovely limbs | - | o 3
EBS’I ca1ity you o
Fleshing the desperate mescage |
I never knew,

You are on all reoads now
I bhave not taken,
¥ith sllremembered things
lost or forsaken,

With the stars and the hills
And the geese that go

And all thnigs I haveloved

And do not know,

Beloved,1 have not known
That I knew so well,
Being both mine and alone,
Unknown, farewsll,

.- v.
T
i
~ I.V
. %
1 Ay T
,;’t’.' D
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rassion ¥lowers
Where are you going,Mother,Mother
Ry the dark wood stream
wolf whara }ofbane grows and dsedly clover
Ard thy owle eyes gleam

I am gzihering simples,scn, my love
Anid flowers for memories of my daughter
A hepdful of aghes ig all they cover
Rt they will sufiice for those that taught her,

Why do you gother monkshood chilly

And hellebore and laurel cherry

wWhen shew as as fair as thg valley 14illy
And her hair as red ss the rowan barry?
Three timee shecalled on Satan, lover

In the public squere, in the ted Ffire Aight
But once for vengemce to s, her mother,
The herbs 7 gather will sarve,tonight,

AL
-'. -
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King pavid
ot for the gorry carrion that was laid

Bleeding before Judeah for ajhore -
peloved prostitute,nor for the Jdeu lustful dust

That smilem no more on my cerved bed,

Not for the eight left hanging untilirain
washed down the anger of a righteocus god
yor Ahabt's lamentatation for her sons
or Michels golden harvest gone to weed

Not for these dirtied hands, thia blooded robe
This beard blown away in the winds of time

Nor for the pudden lightning long lost

In alien thunder on the distant hills,

« Not even for the tall end headstrongz wan son
Scolwing &and dark and beutiful that 1
S ey ~ spa-aaiing in blood upon, the Hebran (aﬂ plain/

t for one thi oung man's face
U;?éer mad eyes t %t g?;sseu, but never sgpoke,

Neuroeis
0 pale face,dreaming in the dark
Master of webs and silences
Amid luxurjous blossoms of the night
where ghostly long limned spiders slowly stalk
And reach up dubiout feelers to your eyes
Sershely closed,

Festoons of dim evasions by sflark legoon

Ralf truths that fatten on a secret life

And take weak wings andwander with the wind
cone seeking/

0ld lovliness (&ic) overgrown with g audy molde
Ipst poweras, like trunks of blasted treee

old eong@ne hollow hollow in an empty house
Forssken,

A shutter slowly openbgg the wind

And mmething sly looks cut and 18 efraid
Afraid

A-shutier

Cercoming tokens of sgpmrdered spring deep buried
A pele distorted fece upon the night

Master of webs and silences and lies
The night moths flutter around jit like 2 bloom

Slow closing,
Bierce
And now bitterly
T look upen God
Jalda bapth
Ironic,vengeiul and groteaque

He calls himself panche Villa
But I know him



Who 8ot Halpin Fraser
Gnawing his mother's bones in a graveyard

And I em. caught up into heaven alive
Cureing,

Harpcerates afrt
How craftily does this pale &P gapire
To snare geod in wabe,':f. memory

W&%&?em an obligue degire

¥or &n ephemeral nervementts (? moment:s) imrortality

Oudt of fajled lowes, dead loves,dreans gone awry
Like some seeoreature leaving halls of ghell

He builds s=o beautifully the gode must envy
ronmupents 1o his fesr of ghoets and Hell

seeking, forever reking out of mespon

In every fulure splece for the past
Ard in mentte trance transcending reason,

He shall not last, but shel) himegelf outlast,

From unbreached lonlineas (8ic) hies soul foee winging
To undreamed heavens or and {8ic) an unknown doom
Aguinst theheedlessness T hear hin einging
Deep in the darknese o; allittle toor,
- lesbians

I suppose I ghouldhate you,whosefed mouths are sulien
And whose eyes look upon ong eontemptuoisly,

Ave that 1 have known the pain tnd asdnes:

Of lust for that which cahnot be,
Yes, 1 have known unbridled lust andradness,

¥orPERE BoonTs HiRcPaRFIPd oo bacaran, "
And the incredible flower in the ice wildernegs,

Thereiore 1 love You, sisters in damnation,

Whose loves, more crual andtender than my own,
In goft melodious Bongs make incantations
That call théd goddess from the Icenien mea foam,

might Song
I Baw & gypay going
Into dfsctory
A red flower going
On gplack river flowing
Down into hell,

I heard a strange song rising
ut of & primn
A star riming

&%&g?r e’tom:b:md burning

Ch gipsy going
F%omr flowing
Star glowing
what doon ¢ (gic)

11



12
The witch House

I have strayed in & forest enchanted

- “ywhere bale {sic) fire glows
and Tollowed a face, witch haunied

The mad moon Xnove

1 have come to the hostelry of posts
To the Sylvan's (sic) home

here mgels and shadows foregather
A [ary/ 1n blagk foam, |

Yes, where corpsa lights I licker
And witch fires burn

Andndpast unbearably nostalgic
Looms in sdream

vers in the darkness suspended
from the heeven that was and is ended

and the hesven to be
what phantoms I sae,
winged demons like kinge in a story

empires pefore me .
iﬁﬁ T ;’xcegses woo m8 and witch gueens pursus me

1 castles of glass |
Ard the panoplies pess ...
And T struggle with spectres and cobwebs -
1% speek with the moon
Amlnf slyly my shadow hehind me
I8 weaving alioom,

And death,llke the tick oi’ & clock in a boarded up Toom
whispers circle and circle and circle foraver too late and too s=oon,

&

—mreren. EP—y—

yntitled

1 remember

when 1 was gjstar

1n the night

A moving, bubning ember
Anid the bright
Clouds of star lire
Going deathward

o the womrh,

oh moon

Red moon of mrg degire
My sisters & my othere (sic) fire

pown the great hall of heroes
1 the ster geed
vooed the incredible flower

I alone |

need wer
attained Daaimd‘tgg ggrk hou
snd my bride
JI-.Texeaber
1 rememder
when I was a god
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C ‘ 1n my hour
and like a god I died
By the deep waters,crucified

_ Qruciiied,

and 1 dreamed

and the great PoOWers
moved over me

and a veice cried

go free,star,go {rae
ek the dark home
on the wild sky
cood by, star,good by,

songs of for the witch yoman, Poems by John W parsons written irom 1947 to 1352

J 4+ ® vas born in 1914 and died in 1952, Typed from copiasjln the hands of Kenneth
Anger and cameron Feb 25 1962,

s st e p— - v —

ARCAKUM DCCAXRY
(The Ritual of[ﬂtbs shriney
1, the Adept,removing nie sandals, shall é}:roach the surine in a*uood of reveremnce

2. pe mnall kosel and invoke tne juner Gods {and enter the door of the lunar tample)
3 ye shsll invoke the Gods oi wisadom
4, pe shall become jnflamed with sadoration

5, He shell evokethe star of Light

6, WWM%MW He shallreceive
7 He shall worship the shrine ami star

& He snall see the fece of Cod
g He shall rule over the enim:ls and the elemenis

1o He shall receive ithe bleaz-ingsf:i’ Light,

the power ol heaven




