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The Cup, The Sword, 4nd The (rux Ansats
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BY J Pbarsons,

Introduction
I€ it is possible to characterize an age with a word; ours might be called the age of
need, In the midst of riched, thereis not satisfactoin or content, bveforethe mightiest

science and technology the basic questions @ unanswered, the basic problems unsolved.with
every possibility of sexdal qualification, there is a lust that is unquenched, a desire

unfuifilied,
Religion and old truths in robes gaudy or severe,struggles in vain against s spiritual
sterility, speaks windily in empty words that fall én empty hearts , cults flourish, and

grow ridiculous, andfall away - social philodophies, conceived in the 1ftiest idealism,
are twisted, distorted,aborted before birth, |

All,all withers before the flame of an awful desire, inarticulate and unapprehended, $he
that is like to bumm up the world., And all over the world there is despair for the present

andfear for the future, because of a need, a desire that is not known,

And what is this desire ? It is the disire to know ourseives, to know our brothers, end
to know God. Lot in the barren reaches of intellectual speculation or the sterile webs of
metsphgsical logic, but in the varm understanding depths of human emotion, end in the

golden heights of spiritual comiunion,
To know ourselves - the wondrous micorcosmic ¢reation - to dare the abysses and the hell:

to span the oceans,explore the continents, scale the mountains and achieve tne constellat-
ions that shine within our own being. To know our brotners, to lovr and be loved - to
understand, (h ¥od, to understend, to dislove tie malice and the fear and in laughter and
in tears to embrace and Cry my Bmther, oh my brother,

To know God, to know that awful serenity (7 severity T) that mekes even the flowers to
blossom and the birds to sing; to stand naked befLore the terror and ee#s ecstasy of eternity

y before the total love that is Godi




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

goddess
That being that is half beast andhalf ged cries out "what is men ?" and the answersg,oh

the answers.

"It is a slave, an ape, a machine, a damned so

¥hat indeed is man, this portent that has appesred among us? Wwhat is his origin,and

what his destiny ? Vas he not formed from the starg dust, f rom the bebulae,out of the
syns ? I8 he not bom of the ocean, with the wind andthe rain and the shout of thunder

in his voice ? Do not all deeps and all heights meet ih him, abyss unto abyss? Is
there not fire in his heart and laughter andterror about him who is beloved by life and

death ?
what is the enormous curieeity and the undatiable lust that has made gods and kings

end creeds, andunmadc them - broken toys on the dump heap of time ?

Wnat indeed is this , who can go so high, andso very low - who ‘has grubbed in &ll
gutters, cried out on &£ll crosses,terrorized on all thromes - this god from the de:ths,
this beast from the stars, this wonder and terror calied man?

Vhexe shall we seek the euswer? why, it is everywhere e in everything he does, in

what he makes, in what he thinks -~ assuredly - but in these thingshis back is tumed.

but when we loox inito the secret heart - the symbols, into the passionsof sorcery and

sancfity end the passion that transcends .both of these ~ then we may see the "stuff
thal dreams aremed: of", the wmatrix of the maker of gods. The irinity.

that pitiable nonsense veils the face oi this enomous mystery, With onegrest sweep
let us brush away the trash of centaries, and behold the unveiled wonder; Ior here is
the spotheosis of man, the Cup, the Sword and the Crux Ansata, Isis, (siris,borus, joly
GChost, Fether, and Son, the veritable nameof God,

The CQup, the holy grasl, the Cup of Babalon,.\ WOMAN, and the etemal force embodied
in woman, the heart ofnature - dark womb of stm.

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

The Crux Ansata, pooped cross of life,. symbol of the two combined in the creative

ecstasy that is God, and prefiguring the child that is the perfect fruit of that union,
Here is the basic trinity, Upon its splendid structure ef-shame have been bung all



ornamentsiof ghame and folly, of trickery and gelf deceit, TFor it 18 only with clear and

unselfconscious eyes that wemay look on the forces that made and move us, That which is
cod is eternsal and chengeléess, but truly we have made its images in our own 1mage,
distérting in partiality andpre judice, in fear aendgreed, &éven as thepe things distort the

light withan,

This is my thesis -~ thet by nowing and understenaing of these yhings two forces Wwe
may unite them in ourselves into a third, vhich is Gody

thig is the hidd.n knowledge, the gecpet doctrine known tO almost every savage,
preserved in tie cccult schools of history, and well nigh lost to modern man, nd I

pelieve thol tins knowledge ~roperly applied, will not be without somevalue. T believe

that we pavelaken refuge from & religion that was intolerably corrupt end sanctimonious,

in & meterialism which, without spirituel values,is equally borren, It is my desire to
indictse sn approach, based upon & Very ancient concept, whereby & mature andhealtny

minded person - e€ven & sceptical person ~ Wmay find spiritual end enmotional significeance.
S
[ erz aware tnat such an approach must) be simpie, sndl hove chosen fundamental concept

thet are extremely simple, heving been originelly conceived by persons with al. the
S

wisdom of simplicdty. 1 zm &180 AWETE that a philosophy based on frankiy gexual concenpt
wey pecffengivein certain quarters. it is certainly not Wy intention to offend, but T
rust point out thal sersons uasble Or mwilling to see the vonder eng beeauty of sex, £nG
of tnat which lies beyond SseX, &IE mainly responsible for the confusion and mltimate

destruction of the relicious ideal,

1
| THE - CUP
BABALON the beautiful, the Great whore BABALON, riding ihe star beast, and drunken oOn

the blood of saints, Genetrix ~ Matrix - Mother of Stars - what an image of fear and

wonder] Scorn mot — mock not - for the Cup that she beareth is the Holy Grsal, andibe

name Whore is also holy.

For is not BABALOR the whole of Bature - ondis not the Cup she beareth That in which

maiden’
all things are conceived? verily She is the ster goddess, 'warden most perfect, lady of

light", the “"aes born smd star begotten” of whom Sappho hymned? And is not BABALON



Woman, the beloved whore, who gives all that she is, anduses all of a man? Verily, she is
that accursed angel in whom is all dammation and all redemption, for in her is all power
given,

‘And from that Cup flow the rivers of life, andits foam is the foam of the milky way, that
bears the wonderful seed of stars. And from these waters rises tall and etemal the tree of!

life, the world ash,
What scurrilous blasphemy, what incredible effrontery, that would insult the whole of
nature wkth a doctrineof immaculate conception, a degraded sneer at woman, and the wonderful

process by which men are borm., What foul comniving mind would stoop to forge such chains
for woman J
In thebeginning was the matriarchy - the asge of Isis, age upon age slowly unfolding in

which woman, recipient of the mystery of creation, was also thePriestess of the tribe,

Sorceress, seeress, keeper of tue keys of birth, healing and death, her achitype is Isis,
veiled upon a turone, I do not think she was that clubwoman, motner of weepinglittle boys,
who is the ferocious would be matriarch of today,

I see her ampie breasted, large thewed,black maned, eyes flashing with battle, tendSig
vith love and withdrawn in mystery as she fulfilled the needs of herself , her mate, her
¢children end her tribe, I do not think she was frigid, or sterile, as are the modemn
priestesses of the free life,

it wes she who sat at the temple gate by the waters of Babylon andgave herself to a

stamger, HNot to oneman did she give herself in that rite, but to all! men, andtherefore to

God. And how much greater is her service that that of those nuns who deny men and therefore

God in their lack of charity,
Look upon her now in her nakedneéa, this glorious whore called woman., Behold her
chanting a war cry, riding a steed of the Sagas - Semiramis, Vicingetorix- Brumhil, Is she
not admirable? )
Behold her in the chambers of the night, her cheeks flushed, her eyes lagre, her mouth |

moist with honey and sweet with fire, giving the eécatasy and anguish of her body utterly in

love, 1Is she not magnificent)
Follow ber into the temple of the forest, and see by what wondercus rites she invokes the

—-



godhead upon the ribe. Where is pale, sad, chaste jary in comparison with ihis vision? Why

if they came to crycify ghried her son, she would seize a sword and slay until men ran
serezming before that fury. That, or of need be nail him up with her own hends. who has

conjured up this meek, mewling, pipsquesk of a woman, from what pot of cabbage soup?
surely some tradesman with the soul of a piss cart (7 T)e

For there is & woman that will suck a men's soul down to hell, and utterly destroy bim,
sgve he be a man indeéd. Is she not & demon. Verily she is a demon from the deepest pit,

and none but the Magien King , master of thesword of will, shall ever call her mate. It 1is

a subtiety of the Cup that it conguers by ylielding, andyields to conquer, and thus for
every goddess there is & demon adverse, Even ashigh as the head in heaven, thus far down

go the roots in hell, andthis is theblessedness of the true saint, thelover of BABALON,

has
that-pasachieved the merriage of heaven andhell.

There is the law for the 1ittle ones of earth, andit 1is written, "Thou shalt not
transgress". But BABALON 18 beyond the Law and the assembly, end who would win her must

| also
trensgress the low, and win to the solitude of enarchy end darkmess. Fee it is written

ch women, into what dark and awful bondage have you gone down - the dupe of priests, the
tool of knaves, the slave of fools - in thename of propriety - of virtue - of male
superiority. What fireshavelighted your shame - the stakes, the chains, the whips; whet
gutters have known yourd .egradation, and what guilded breeding pens! And, worst shame of
all ~ you yourself have maintained that rotcen tissue of pretences, to the enslavement of
yourself mnd your sisters., And what a terrible revenge you havetaken - you, who hold the

keys of life and death. HOW blind wasman in his fblly end how he has sufiered for it.
pat all these things, d.egradation, vengeance, folly, are but ¢loud shadows across the
face of the eternal women that 1is BARALON, 1t isshe who reigns in the heart of every

vomen and who is the desire of every man. Therefore I say, Invoke Her!
Envis%n her, this mighty woman-this goddess-this “circle ofstars of whom our Father is

but the younger brother®, Imagine her, whose song is the song of the sea, whose heart is
the heart of the earth, she at vhoselanghter the flowers blossom in the spring, at -whose

touch the earth is medd fertile; All to her- fear her not - for is she not woman —tender
mysterious-slluring- she is the easence of woman~-raised {? 7} to her own power, set loose

in herself; (Next page scored through, remainder epparently not writtem. T)
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The Angel and the swords

e S E—— —

1. How paraliseis mede of vhat isi
A. Love being en overflowing of fulness, receiving a sort of giving, and happiness a

o Measure of adequacy {7 T)

B, TYouth being & period of exploration of what is, with due ebnsideration for the
' | nysteries.

¢, Haturity being & period for enjoying what is, end to hell with the mysteries,

pD. Age beinggd & period for the enjoyment of the mysteries.,

E. And paradise consisting of being altogether what we are. -

1I. How Bell is made of what is not.

4. Fate being & yearning of emptiness, fear a sort of premature rejectlon, snd wisery
¢ measure of inadeguacy.

3. Youtkb being & period ol rejection of what is in favour of what should be, or in
reaction against the same,

¢, Maturity being the deepening conviction that it is not worth theprice, and the

determination that others ahall pay this price in full,
D. age being the periof of hating end beinghated.
£. snd Hell consisting of beiné other — less than we are.
I1I. The Angel being the image of God.
i, Our perents being theonly Gods we knov.
B, ind in ourselves We deeply desire to please.
¢, The Jews have made an image of God tnat speaks, saying HThou shalt noth.
D. '[his is our God.

£, Deing our parents God.
F. And shall be our childrents Cod.

Ge sg:mg w1n sweat ghalt thou labour, in sin teke thy pleasure, in SOTTOW bear and
bring forth. Thou shalt hate thy geed, thy seed shall hate thee. In unlove {? T)
shalt thou be thy not self. Ken. Bolls

LV. The sword being the law set everyway against the gate of paradise,

4. Nen being set against himgelf, thelaw is also set against itself.

B, Thelaw of nature against the law.of man, ‘

¢, The law of matter against the law of spirit,



-  gome saying that if Life - Death, then not life - not deatb. Lpnis shows the

formula of the Christiams. (Victim).

Fe éor that if God is crucified, then to be crucified is to be God. Thisbelng the

formula of the Jews {Scapegoat) .

o, That matter - mother, andmp irit alone avails. fhe formula of mysticism, (Priest
of géd - fem (sic T) daughter. ) |

H. Thet spirit - father, ond matter alone avails, The formula of science {Priest of

nature = M. son }

Vi, The gate of paradise being so narrow that only one at a time may pess through.,

A. Though it is by two that an entrance 1is effected

R, Still it is thetotal self only discovered by the self which must pass into many
mirrors.

C. So those who would leed the miltitudes to Paradise, and those who vouldsave the

many are deluded.
D. The see themselvesin others, but fail to see the others in themseives.

£, AS one cryingpesce,unknowing that his own conceelec hatred is war.
7. Or one crying war, and thereby seeking to slay the night monsters of his dsrk sel

ViI. Yet again, the angel is death, and his sword time,

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

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

o, vet they will mask for fools, and walk in dreams

D. Bat for the whole self death is a guard against not life, eandtime a guard ﬁgams
unchnange .
E. When the bowl is broken, andwhen the cord is loosed, all seives rejected and

renounced put off their averse mesks and sit in judgement
F. This is the judgement; sll are begutiful, and no payment was necessaly. this is ¢
the last of the hells,

VIII. Pasturing upen theuplandmeadows of eternity
A. Come unto me, my demons, at 1ast we will tke off the msker masks.

B. Unmasked there your names were need and desire, Here there is no need nor desire
. ) 3

and your nemes are being apd going, the two ( ? tranitives) of love.

ol Aty
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tﬁyﬂnnwood Star
Vhat becomes of the star that burms so fiercely in some adolescent horizons % It

falls surely, but is it extinguished ? pPassionate amt maudllin, ambitious and naive,
egotistical and seifless, criminel amitranscenaental, it bums beneath the waters, and

these waters are exceedingly bitter,

And what is this star tut the human passions energissed by the heroi¢ myth until they
burn with an abnormal lkght - imagination fueled by passion until it eems coruscates
(? T) in the octave {? T) scale - &n ultra viclet as spiritual passion, in the visibile
range as genius, an&hn.the infra~dark a criminality, psychosis and disease,

Passion roused to the pitch of the heroic cen be tolerated in our own culture, only

1s
when it is sublimated, (and even then considerably diluted, in art), ihe heroic anti-

L
gocial in every sense of our use of thﬁ;rord. It is anti-collective, anti-democratic,
anti-communal, 1t is dangerous, ﬁdisruptive,often disastrous in terms of our social

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

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

S S A

IV
If the kmowledge of Lucifer is thekmowledge of pell, then the essence of dammation

is th#belief that hell is not hell, and the continual disappointment and frustration of
discovering anew tinat it realy is; andbf having somehow to explain the fact with

i
palliative (? T) plstitudes, The damned find hell where they seek paradise, end find

paradise only where they fear hell,
Then theonly possible comfort to the dammed is this kmowledge, squarely faced and

never forgotten; that hell is Hell, The transcendent end quixotic paradox that Hell is

also Paradise pertains only to the Herovic,

Bell consists of the submission of the hrroic ideal to .convention or security, to

fear or self induigence, or to any illusion of the partial self which is inferior to

the total self,
The heroic ideal is the aspiration to tranacend limitations - by love and understandgn

~ by pssion and violence, by will and discipline - by all and any means that will
achieve the knowledge and libexration of the total self.
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we are the witchcraft, We are therldest organization in th+orld vhen man was
born, we were. Ve sang the first cradle song. #fe healed4iu the first wound, we
comforted the first terror. Wwe were the guardians against the parkness, the Helpers on
the reft Band padh Side, Rock drawings in the Pyranees remember us, and little clay
images, made for an o0ld purpose when the world was new. “ur hand was on thtiold stone
circles, the monolith, the dolmen, and the druid osk,

Wie sang the first hunting songs, we made the first crops to grow; when man stood
naked before the Powers that made him, we sang the first chant of terror and wonder.We
wooed among the Pyramids, watched Bgypt rise end fell, ruled for a space in Chaldea and
Babylon, the Magian Kings., We sat among the secret asseﬁablies of Israel, end danced the
wild and the stately dances in the sacred grove& of Greecs,

In China end Yucatam, in Kensas and Lurdistan we are one, All organisalions have
known us, no organisation is of us; wvhen there is too much organisation we depart. e &
are on the side of man, of life, andf'of the individual, “herefore we are against

|
religion, morality and government. Therefore our namwe is Lucifer,

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

Sometimes we move openly, sometimes#.n silence and}m decret. Liight and]day are one to
us, calm and storm, seasons and the cycles of man, ell these things are one,for vwe are ¢
at the roots., Supplicant we stand before the rowers of Life and Death, end are heard o:
these Powers, andavail, Our way is the secret way, the unknown directiom. Qur way is
th;\ way of the serpent in the underbrush, our knowledge is in thejeyes of goats and of

women,

It is our own force that sometimes shifts jeweled coils and masters (? T) mighty
pinions in the breaét of man; our Power is one with the Power that causes the God to
stir 'in the heart of the seed, asnd the bud to burst into blossom and fruit; and wheneve:
a man‘\:nd a woman are united in ope substance, our power im that substance.

Mer.in was of us, andawain and #rthur, Rabelais and Catullus,Gilles de Retz and
Jehanne d'Arc, De ’E(»lensia ,Johgnas Dee,Cagliosiroy Francis Hepburmm and Gellis Duncan,

Swinburne and &liphas Levi, am?rnany another, bard, Magus, poet martyr known and unknowr
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that caerried our banners against the enemy multiform and ubiquitous, the Church and

\ . -
the State. And when that vermin of Hell that is cslled the Christian Church held all

th
the west in a slavery of sin anqdeath.anﬂ terror, we, and we alone brought hope tc the

neart of man, despite the dungeon and the stake,
2

we are the Witchcraft, and although ondmay not know another, yet we are united by

an indisgsoluble bond.}dnd when the high wild cry of the eagle sounds in your mind,

know that you are not alonq&n your desire for freedoms; And when the howl of the wolf
echoes in the forests of your night, kmow that therg are those who also prowl., And

when the weys of your fellows about you seem the ways of idiocy and madness, know
that there are alsc others who have seen and judged - and acted,
MHow know that the power that we serve lies in the heart of every man znd vomesn as
the tree lives in the seed. 4 nd to be with us, you heve but to call upon that rowver,
and you are &s one of us, 4nd when our Power and our Joy have come Upon you, you may

go forth and do your will emong men, and none shall B8y you nay, And if it be your
will, you ##ii- shall ¢o your will secretly, and if it be your will, you will do your
will openly, as your will,

Therefore 1lift up your hearts saying, "I am a men" or "I am a woman", znd the Powver
of Life is mine! and in the Power of Life you shall live end love, accepting nof
resiriction and placing no restriction, freely and granting freedom. ind it may be in
the bounty of life you shall see the IOVﬁbf life shine in the eyes on;other, and the
iust of life burn upon nis brow, an%}hus you tvo shall taele great joy together. ind it
may be in good fortune you may find a number such: anéshare your joy in secret feastiiyg
end rejoicing and all.ménner‘of lovemaking and festival, Or it may be that at hazard
and danger you will teach the Joyous power to men; as your wills move you.

And this is well so long as you remember one thing, There tan be no restriction.
The Power of Life is not restricted; it kmows its own way, but no mind knows that way. |
Therefore in yourself practice all the giv:i.ngEad teking of freedom that is consistent
with life,far thereby alon%can you remain in our joy,

Pain is. ferror is, loss and loneliness and agony of heart and spirit, even unto
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peath, For this is théﬁateway to the kingdom of Pen.
Our:way is not for all men. There are those who are 80 constricted and sick in

themselves that the thought of their own freedom is a horror, and that of others a

fierce pain; so that they would enslave all men. And these you should shun, or, if you
must, destroy them as you will kmow how, for this also is bounty.

hor think the life fepee power should manifest in those who have no trouble or
turmoil, for these may be mere dumb cattle, innocents out of season, Rather does the
power often show the most where conflict rages, since at emy timm, aanespecially in a
false civilization, the way mst be won through., Surrender is disaster, The other

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

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

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

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

of some culture, is iways different from the accepted values ami alledged truths of

the culture., 4his truth is theu ii*ritating, annoying, upsetting, andhighly dangerous.
The dilemma then is this: should one tell thetruth, invoke the hostility of the

public and the possible destruction of oneself and ones hopes, or should one disguise

and palliate his truth, ta:ing the equsl risk that it will be obscured to futility, or

even utterly lost,
Further, iu his anelysis, the adept must ask if, in his desire to tell an unpleasant
truth, there is an element of sado-mascchise that moves towards martyrdom and massacre.
Equally, in his desire to hedge, he must enquire if there is e secret desire to
propitiate, to conform, to suck the golden tit of the world, amd to hell with truth.
In either of these extremes there is much precedent and considerable cempany, none of

.
i

which appsars to have accomplished much either in terms of human betterment or of real !

self improvement., History is a long testament to the fact that men will not tell the

truth about themselves and will not listen when it is told.
0f course the ideal is a balemce between thetwo extremes; but how to achieve that
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balance when we ourselves are the unbalanced producis of an unbalancead culture? Through

suffering, experiment, gnelysis, andthe exercise of will we canc.ome to a knowledge and

understanding of ourselves, sand of the things that have thwarted and distorted us. But
we cannot so easily undo that thwarting and distorting.

Even in our attempts té attain balance in ourselves endour environment, we find
ourselves tempted and traped by the hatred, the fear, and the desire for the disastrous
effects of our own training, Learning most bitterly the dangers inherent in romantic
idesiisation and projection in religion and life, we react into tl;e structures
(7 strictness T) of scientiflc materialism, only to find that we have samzl tanecusly
destroyed the romentic-creative impulse that gave us spiritual life, worse =« arising
from tais grave like a troll's ghost we see the malignant pseudo religions of state and
science, and the erid moralities of freethinking and liberalism,

Here, then, is our lmpasse, mhe enormously dynamic forces within us will always

continue to create mnd d-stroy. If they do mot fumction under our understanding and

will they wili create monsiers and destroy our most beloved hopes.
The recurring (% T) problem of tue ad:pt is then exactly this < to discover

adequate forms in which these forces can fumction comstructively . above all else he =mue

must recognize the magnitude of ihe forces, andof the forms reguired to contain and

direct them.

The great ercor of society lies int.his fact., that these forces, being sirong anad

dangerous, are therefore evil things that should beignored or destroyed, usually to tne
tregic cost of :i.x_mumerable persons, Being ignored, they accumulate force undergrouud
until they bresk out in ravening chaos, and in the futile attempts to destroy them,

cruelty sndterror are loosed upon the world.

T+ would seem obvious that the forms of ‘the western world are inadequate to cope
vith the forces of the human psyche. One after another they have broken down with ever
gcruing dividends of violence, deceigtand human misery. Men seems unable to eontain
either his love or his hate ~ they tumn monstrous and rend him,

So the adpets must turm again to the fountain of life, andits veiling magick from
whence come allr eligion, all science, all philosophy, and all.creative Iorce,
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