


Mirage: City of Veils  
– A Prosegasm

‘…*namon is the Prehistoric Germanic root of it, the hoary 
thing buried deep in the black loam that nurtures the seeds 
of back-brain linguistics.
 English as lingua franca in the early 21st Century required 
tacit unconscious acceptance of the language’s ancestral 
memotype, not least because drastic change was impossible 
without Outside-Engineering techniques. Such techniques 
were still in their mainstream infancy until the period’s mid-
point, being regarded as useful ‘tricks’ and nothing more.
However, beyond the mainstream, the rapid mutation rate 
and expression of occult viral-memetics throughout history 
ensured survival due to sheer simplicity, regardless of soci-
etal or natural selection pressures.
 Heretical retroversionists and underground occultural 
practitioners flourished at the edges of the ever-expand-
ing net/infoflow – dwelling both geometrically near and 
far-horizon simultaneously within and upon the horizontal 
idea-plane.
 Creative nutrient flow was therefore kept fairly continu-
ous, albeit varying in concentration dependent on environ-
mental conditions.
 Further down, beyond the Germanic layer, root-systems 
strayed and intertwined into myth-reservoirs, touching upon 
islands of legend which caused significant flow-surges dur-
ing penetration of their outer cryptographic layers.
 The Indo-European referential construct further nurtured 
connexion due to its fictive nature – infected as it was with 
pan-psychic possibility viruses, its latent linguistic telepathy 
gloss ignored by almost all but the freaks and per/retroverts 
who carried Outsider metagenetics in an awakened state.
 Thusly, despite undergoing privations within the psy-
chosphere (partially due to a particularly virulent outbreak 
of the reducto-dualist strain of epistemology) humanity 
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A vast cacophony, a right-backbrain associativity that dis-
appears without a trace every year, a city of Art upon an 
ancient lakebed. Rule of law twists and ends, the state’s 
creations are mirages that waver in the heat of such popu-
lous deconstructive formlessness – monolithic victimhood 
is impossible here, large-scale predation-domination con-
trol cannot grasp an idea-swarm this potent. It evaporates. 
Eat devour consume sleep?

Oh, no. Not here the barbed hooks of lives and state 
responsibilities. Here is the iridescent hunger of the hum-
mingbird made flesh so nude. Tattoo-flash of body curve-
hang-sweat-bone-ridge electric blue arc-sky.

Artifice-smoke-sex-erection-pulley-strain chatter susur-
ration survival in the heat of a hundred and seven degrees. 
But with each of those heated notches comes a freedom, 
a degree of liberty. The flat contours of the land welcome 
the unfurling of bright orchid blossoms of meaning.

Those who restrain what would be freakish horrors in 
the places before the city undergo their sloughing growth; 
stripped by white dust, caked and smiling, clothed in 
wind-borne dust-demons, old silts and salts drying moist 
internality, liquid transition beneath the light of the sun 
as in ages past.

And as then, the orb drops below, and deep inside 
something uncoils. Mythologies flex and yawn lazily in 
dark corners of the mind as flames arc up from the earth, 
reddish gold streamer kisses to the body of night, her 
deep velvet curve enfolding every inhabitant, the work of 
cunning beauteous folk recalling to earth the arts of other 
such creatures in myth-time.

A time that hovers closer on invisible wings in the heat, 
sharp-beaked and ready to penetrate the heart. Little Left 
Handed Hummingbird ups the pace, tiny thunderous 
detonations in the feathered chest, burning hyperspeed 
metabolic rate.

Thrust deep into the flower, drink deep of the sweet 
nectar. Feathers brush-blur, a flickerbook that animates 

remained connected to the Black Land.’
– Excerpt from the AL-Khem-ists Article, OxUPWiki v.2.5 
(Accessed 11/12/2111)

I

Names have power. You may have forgotten this – dis-
missed it as mere superstition. In fact, it moves beyond that, 
beyond and backward and to some extent sideways too.

If you believe in the overly simplistic hemispheric model 
of the brain, then the left hemisphere deals with logic and 
analysis while the right deals with creativity and intuition. 
This is supposedly why left-handed people are artists and 
producers of creative material.

If you believe in the hemispheric model, even for a 
moment, it shouldn’t be too hard to add another axis in 
there – a frontbrain and a backbrain. Now, ask yourselves, 
where in my head do I think, where do I carry out the day-
to-day business of life?

Most will, I suspect, answer with the front or centre, 
which is fine for the everyday survival-social interaction. 
But what about the rest? Is it that which spawns the name-
less terror of a half-forgotten nightmare, that stirs a writer 
to pick up pen, brings a man to look with fear upon the 
Other, whether it be on the basis of appearance or some 
dark atavistic fear involving things that scuttle, crawl and 
writhe in horribly non-mammalian ways?

What is it that takes tens of thousands of people to a 
desert of whiteness in Nevada every year, to create art and 
to express themselves as they will, an event that renders 
the nomadism of cities into reality?

White. Dust.
  Black. Rock.
  City.
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hawsers like tendons that creak as howling desert winds 
come out of the darkness to shape the midnight dunes into 
terrible contorted faces and blasphemous etchings.

Beyond those ancient walls that flicker in the heat of 
eternal starless night like some awful mirage, lies the geog-
raphy of amorphous complexity – chaos-theory mandalas 
etched by non-human hands, the shifting sands of the des-
ert as unpredictable and fierce as ocean currents.

Out there lies utter monstrosity, refusing to take form, a 
terror that cannot be seen, smelt, tasted, heard or touched. 
Soundless whiteblack noise that makes you create a not-
thing out of sheer fear.

It is your horrors that lope into sight, to squat on the 
edges of your perception, tongues lolling, mouthparts 
clicking and voices hiccoughing between a horrid whim-
per and a vicious keening laughter that mocks the very 
essence of what you are.

And the walls do not protect you. At any time the gates 
may open silently, their hinges slick with oily fluids that 
evoke the perfumed stench of old and half-forgotten fur-
tive sex.

At those times the nomads come, swathed in tattered 
clothes, their burden-beasts lumpen huffing things that 
move with a multi-jointed efficiency that boggles your 
memory of fleshly mechanics, setting you to wondering 
whether you are in fact safe to call yourselves proper chil-
dren of men and women.

Who knows what may enter after them, when you can no 
longer stand to view their serpentine procession through 
the city’s heated heart?

After all, they dwell out there, in the hostility of the 
desert. They do not simply survive. They have no need 
to, when the city rolls over onto its back like a dog eager 
for its belly scratching, welcoming their strange ways and 
fluidly guttural tongue. They need not endure the desert’s 
harsh rigours, but yet they come and go as they please, 
their favours as good as coin – better even than that, in 

the usually unseen into an early snapshot film – still to jit-
tering movement, the whirr of rapidity sending a thrum-
ming along nerves.

A left-handed bird for the Artists, the temporary city 
dwellers, those who violate the metropolitan physics, a 
non-usual self-willed destruction – city-soul-suicide.

Huitzilipotchli likes blood and flowers.
For two hundred years his people wandered, ‘til they 

were brought to Texcoco, and upon that lake they built 
Tenochtitlan and conducted the Flower Wars.

Flesh modified, pierced-tribe scar endorphin-thick 
blood addiction as othernesses bloom like cacti, rich and 
succulent.

Sacrifice?
Ignition-flare, organic-intention-polyorgasm in the nou-

sphere as the effigy burns. The door opens and swings 
wide in ecstatic minds, Wicker-Man echoes in the soul 
as authority, all uncomfortable, looks on with Woodward 
eyes – sees itself within the flames.

“Summer is icumen in!
Loudly sing cuckoo!”

II

‘The Devil has all the best parties, the only real Virgins have 
horns…[and] cities are mankind’s thanatotic urges given 
form… Machen was fucking right!’
– Magickal Journal of Mister vi, Hallowe’en 25

“We lead two lives, the half of our soul is madness, and half 
heaven is lit by a black sun. I say I am a man, but who is the 
other who hides in me?”
– Excerpt from ‘Psychology’ by Arthur Machen

As there is white, so there is black. The temporary city of 
Black Rock is connected to the city in the black desert. The 
city of black basalt and organic metals that drip and ooze, 
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swarm and the buzzing pestilence is their herald. Infection-
replication, their breath the desert wind, they bend their 
knees to the Black Pharaoh as eldest god of all.

III

Inverse-Re. Black Sun, to whom all the fellaheen bow 
deep and low. He who stands garbed in midnight, fea-
tures hewn from living marble as dark as oil and a million 
times more fluid. Into the dreams of the young man from 
Providence he leaked, the rasp of whispering sands shap-
ing a name in his head, a name that pierced the membrane 
between the sun and the moon.

The heavenly bodies occulted – eclipse-chill-breeze 
blew across pallid skin and Nylarathotep smiled, mask-
caucasoid wax drip formshift. Young Howard thrashed 
and mewled, xenophobic terrors confirmed as black oth-
erness stretched forth a pseudopod of sex-slick mucal fear 
to nest under his skin, twisting with claustrophobic rot-
decay around his brain.

Fever-dreams wrack the flesh of men as the Black Man 
passes, foul vapour and forgotten fecund stenches are his 
train. Old and animal, the fear grips the mind of mortals 
– the mechanisms of disgust an expulsion urge. Evacuate: 
eject to place outside epidermal walls. Get away – a threat 
that cannot be overcome with tooth and claw.

Old ghosts rise, diseased memories half-forgotten and 
wrapped in burial clothes of newborn baby episteme when 
the dark is replaced with light and cold. When experience-
crash invasion intrudes upon the dark slumber of the place 
before time – expelled from the wine-dark sea by the revolt 
of one’s abode; peristaltic sphincter-tube spew of birth.

Horus is ejected from His mother, old and wise no more 
– vomited from lunar-red elixir-world. Bloody moon and 
as red as war, He emerges the crowned and conquering 
child of utter selfish pathology.

some strange regard.
Their works are of weird stone that seems to have a 

subtle electric greasiness to it, with a slow plasticity that 
puts you in mind of the rock-cutting worm Solomon used 
to cut the Temple in Jerusalem. Some say that when the 
Temple was destroyed, all the worms – known as shamir 
– were also destroyed. But those that speak so come from 
a world where the sun is golden and not black, and here 
in the scorching desert-darkness, the city holds many for-
gotten things.

Trade is perfunctory, the penetration of the walls en 
masse not an invasion. Rather, it is rumoured to be a 
pilgrimage, though its nexus is never seen. It is as if their 
temple is in all the empty spaces, their rites requiring 
secrecy by pure virtue of their secret totality – in violation 
of the necessary cause-effect connexion. Secret secretions: 
blasphemy that flows out from them like water to be greed-
ily sucked up by the city, flooding its sewers and culverts, 
irrigating the dried filth – re-hydrated obscenity-oasis.

In the virgin non-spaces, they work their symbiosis with 
the barren womb of uninhabited plazas and empty build-
ings, their dusty robes limned with dust, desert-parasite 
excreta that swims in dirty fluid.

The hijacking of folds and boundaries is their art, colo-
nisation via polymorphic complex systems that engineer 
their structures, rendering them an extension of the envi-
ronment. Perfect annihilators, the awful ancestors of the 
Assassins, the nomads teach the value of formlessness, 
ever-shifting camouflage artists, bonding with the djinni 
– genii loci.

Sons of the desert, they carry its knowledge in their 
blood, a marked bloodline with epigenetic sigils marked 
upon their dna, immune to the environmental hostility of 
the space. Within them lies the seedform idea of the out-
side –- a fleshly expression of the fractal desert sands.

Initiates of an ancient cult – traces of which may be 
seen in the practices of ancient Egypt – the wisdom of the 



 

enough and you find remnants of that age; fossilized ich-
thyosaurs leer out at you from rock that was once below, 
sharp-toothed things built to glide and wheel and dance.

Even in the oceans of your lifetimes there are things 
that you fear, pre-eminent predators whose antediluvian 
history is written across every feature. Your land-dwell-
ing psyches revolt from the cold piscine eye and angular 
knife-shape of the shark. You make monsters of the alien 
things that dwell in the deeps, conveniently forgetting your 
inherent culture – all your major creation tales speak of 
water – even as far back as ancient Sumeria.

When sweet Apsu was slain by jealous gods, the neutral-
ity of Tiamat was tested. She spawned children that went 
to war – monsters to the ordered creatures of the gods, the 
blood of the Great Mother Serpent strong in all her chil-
dren. Ultimately, she was slain, but some of her children 
survived – passing the old blood of what you might call 
chaos on, further down the line, buried deep in mammal 
brain and warm hirsute flesh.

But still the ur-reptile lurks, buried underneath the 
cloak of ape-hood, hissing its soft sibilances of wisdom 
to bubble up from the dark waters of the unconscious. 
Further back and off to one side, her scorpion-men sons 
still stand at the gateways to the underworld. It is those 
venomous creatures that hold custody of the sun god 
Shamash, arachnid man-things with dripping stingers 
whose venom promises ecstasy and death.

The ape-shit thrower in you, the murderous territorial 
creature of mob-hood shivers at alien modes of move-
ment. The speedy scuttle, the sinuous coil, the deep dive 
and slow glide – all these are reminders of elder days.

Reminded of environmental union in simpler times, 
your warm blood chills, human artifice pales before the 
simplicity of those methods developed to work within the 
crucible of evolutionary selection pressures.

Control mechanism-consciousness based on subcon-
scious primate dominance behaviours leads to the urge 

Abruptly, the amorphous nature of pre-thought is cat-
egorised by duality. The ejection moves from darkness 
into light, a transitional process that becomes first trauma 
anchor from which all other divisions come. The first 
apprehension of the flip-flop nature of what you mistak-
enly call consciousness.

Me versus not-me.
Play peek-a-boo with the Child and feel yourselves cease 

existing as He no longer sees you.
And all that is brought back, summoned forth from the 

dusty rich storehouse of ancestral memory by the Dark One. 
Engineer-King, Cunning Man. Lurker at the Threshold and 
Haunter of the Dark. The vizier of the blasphemous dae-
mon-sultan at the nethermost centre of infinity.

Angelos of the Outer Gods, the embodiment of their 
Ego. The Incarnate Formlessness who cannot exist and 
yet does in spite of it all.

In his wake, the horror of your previous existences, your 
essential genetic record, is exhibited in a gallery of warm, 
engorged and pulsing flesh for your edification. The place 
pulses with a giant cosmic heartbeat a billion times more 
slow and vast than the vibration of elf emissions and the 
Schumann resonance.

The flow of life-force moves through the idiot smiles of 
the vacant-eyed corpse-buddhas arranged in the lotus. As 
the fiction-lens flexes, the dessert mirage shimmers and 
they become as piles of dust, hooded and dead in the City 
of the Pyramids once more, while Choronzon howls and 
hoots, searching for scraps around the edges.

And still, the Black Man stands, the priest without robes 
– the psychopomp, doorkeeper and door

IV

Once, even the driest of deserts was underwater, the 
waters a delivery system for food, sex and death. Dig deep 



 

“Ia! Ia! Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl 
fthagn!”

Fish-eye faces shed the illusion of humanity when stared 
at in the marketplace, lipless mouths opening and closing 
in soundless harmonic horror, the piscine remembrances 
of the days in the salty womb a mere ape-hint at elder 
status.

Sand behaves like water under pressures that the 
mind shies away from considering, the illusion of solid-
ity stripped away by unseen hands. Oceanic currents a 
vibrational wave, perceptible shape of energy that turns 
matter into liquid into gas into plasma while the seafoam 
of the subatomic glitters with a lustre that calls as surely 
as Siren-song.

It dwells there, shining treasure-spume that lures the 
sailors from the safe known routes, into uncharted waters 
to wreck themselves upon the rocks which rip open the 
belly of their vessels.

Ruptured and broken, they spurt and ooze their con-
tents into the sea, emptying themselves gratefully, engulfed 
by the enormity of the Supernal, only now understanding 
that there is no such thing as the supernatural, rather it is 
simply the hidden face of that which they named Nature 
– infinitely more vast, awful and terrible than they had 
ever suspected.

Titanic forces are shaped by the smallest movements, 
from the butterfly’s wing-beat as a subtle influence 
upon the raging hurricane to each grain of black sand 
– a fractal mountain of infinitesimal smallness and utter 
completion.

Here is made flesh that which is spoken of by your 
mystics and magicians. As above so below, the words of 
Hermes Trismegistus writhe in the hearts of men, spider 
writing and cave-painting all at once.

Here in this city is the essential terror:
You are not what you think you are.

toward mastery. The fluidity of form, its nature of utter 
plasticity in the face of external selection pressure is 
abhorrent to the structure of your world.

But still the horror rises from the Deep, memory bub-
bling like a poisoned spring – an elixir of perceived degen-
eration that calls out to your ancestral roots as the nutri-
ent-rich shit calls to the hungry plant root systems.

Is it any wonder then, that this is a city of mutational 
horror? A place that stretches through all time like a dark 
stain, a starless sky in an environment that you touch light-
ly on the borders of in your nightmares and fever-dreams.

No stars are required, for they are already right.
The intersection of all planes, Inner and Outer is here. 

The Euclidean geometry dissolves – lines of thought 
become warped beyond all recognition. Separateness blurs, 
an eruption of intrusive spherical curvature obliterates 
categorization. Key and Gate are one in Yog-Sothoth.

The illusory familiarity of timelapse freeze/flow-frame 
photography makes linear-growth flex. Lines revert to 
points of existence separated by time-intersections; each 
is a sundial at midday within a sea of shadow.

They are the mountainous blocks of R’lyeh, non-
Euclidean pre-human architecture that ranges across the 
fusional spaces of obscene organic couplings within chro-
mic-flow metallurgy.

Deep within and below these twisted spires draped with 
sea-slimes and proto-organic cell jelly, lies the tomb of 
Cthulhu, that most primordial of priests.

Ecto/evo-plasmic entity form, the Great Old One is 
dead-dreaming of your world. The water is cold but seeth-
ing, its roar distributed across vastnesses so unintelligible 
that the sound is ubiquitous upon the boundary betwixt 
sea and land.

Yet, if there is so little water here, in the desert of black 
sand, why does a drone pick its way out of the cacophony 
of calls to prayer, a thread of briny speech carried upon 
the still air?
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local space by its existence, and also its penetration by the 
very same. Hermaphroditic androgyne – the not-mother/
father of the ancients, whose very presence in your world 
inspires a cushion of myth in order to prevent the soul’s 
inner eye being sliced open, flayed and dried out by non-
local conditions.

It is the physical manifestation of anatta.
Anti-Kabba, it inspires a terrible Hajj of no-movement, 

its shrine always before those that seek it, where the con-
stant fusion-sex of the Taoist immortals dances and plays 
like an innocent child.

Paedophilia so perverse it shades into the realm of the 
holy – the little child who leads the ass and the lion, gig-
gling delightedly as sensation floods forth.

A black spire struck by lightning, it grows as a crystal 
grows, electric flash from thunder-heavy sky, streamers 
reaching up from dark earth to touch like the fingers of 
Michelangelo’s god and man – the bearded patriarch 
imagery makes Zeus into the Father-god.

Jove’s thunderbolt courses up the black-rock spine, 
shattering the structure. Shards and chips crumble and 
fall to rest as black desert sand, each a seed for a new 
babel-tower, time fluid and shadowy – all points in growth 
happening at once. Constant after-image burn brings 
blindness of light that simultaneously ushers in and always 
has been utter night.

Negative burn underneath the black sun, nonsense glos-
solia spews from the mouths of the unholy priests, more 
sacred than the infinity of popes.

See them come now, with their eyes like slits, their 
cheeks hollow and their eyes smouldering. These then are 
the snake-men of old, the scent of their smoke thick and 
intoxicating as they puff on their pipes, worshipping the 
hidden gods of elder lands.

Mocking priests who whip and bully and sing and call 
out to the phosphoresences passing before their unblink-
ing, entrancing reptile eyes.

V

‘And when the people saw that Moses delayed to come 
down out of the mount, the people gathered themselves 
together unto Aaron, and said unto him, Up, make us gods, 
which shall go before us…’ 
– Exodus 2:1, kjv

The city sprawls, its regularity only due to architectural 
necessity, the styles of which last only a moment, yet all 
those moments are separate eternities. It spreads, only 
to find more desert to expand into, a ballooning psycho-
urban footprint that, if it were ever possible to entertain 
existential angst in this place without destruction, could 
put one to wondering whether it is the city itself respon-
sible for the desertification of the landscape.

But such philosophical speculations are soon ripped 
away by the sheer immanence of all that dwells here. There 
is no Far-Away here unless there needs to be, for some 
hidden purpose. Every inhabitant of this terrible place is 
a central node in a network. Space re-orders itself around 
them. Nobody ever moves.

Dark jewels in Indra’s diamond net, once a day – and 
forever more – each stands before the Holiest of Holies in 
the city’s centre. The Black Stone is the altar at which they 
pray, culture-gloss shimmering in the ontological breeze 
like a richly woven curtain that divides the High Priest 
from the uninitiated.

An empty room once filled with the treasures of the 
people, long since lost. Now there is only the memory and 
the history written in frail mortal flesh, passed on from 
generation to generation, passed on like a glorious shining 
wyrm that threads itself through the aeons.

Each is the Intercessor and congregation, the altar is 
hoary, pitted and riddled with holes – an intrusive solid-
ity of crystalline darkness, idolatry focus-lens for inten-
tion, will and desire. A grain of black sand punctured 
with femtoscopic tunnels to allow the penetration of the 
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the desert sun like a star.
 ‘Hear me, sons of Abraham, sons of Isaac and sons of 
Jacob!’ he cried. ‘These are your gods! Tomorrow is hereafter 
a feast day to Adonai!’
 The people roared, for the calf was comely to look upon. 
They went to their beds joyfully and dreamed.”

“What did they dream?” I murmured, flicking my tongue 
against her pearl, tasting salt water and subtle harmonic 
shifts in flesh – a writhing sensual tide.

“Why,” she gasped out from gritted teeth, fingers laced 
painfully in my hair. “They dreamed of the morrow!”

She came, howling like a banshee. Erupted, fluid-surge 
to drown my identity in the liquor of her being. I felt the 
pictures tattooed across my skin as I drank greedily – a 
thirsty desert-dweller supping at the perfumed oasis.

The tribes of the Hebrews danced for me then, as 
now – a raging joyous feast of nakedness and wine while 
mad Moses dwelt apart, receiving the law. A last-gasp of 
freedom, wine-flow intoxicant in bright sun. Relief from 
survival, back to the known, older ways as Hathor births 
Horus from her womb, with the mines of Sinai hers to 
call her own. Lady of the Turquoise, they call her still. 
Wrapped bodies around golden flanks, suckled on hard-
ened sex, singing joyously ‘til stern Moses returns and 
scorches them with the molten gold – a murderous oral 
fixation that turns gold as red as blood, the bracelets of a 
goddess running free over flesh.

But the dance and the play run deep, the joy hidden 
well, to burst forth. Tetragrammaton boundary lines, pro-
scription simply enclosure to the gold-soul forced into the 
Hebrew self by Moses and crafty Aaron, Kohanim-dna 
marks the Mystery line though the Temple’s rubble now. 
In the forge is shaped the precious thing, the crucible of 
burning oppression – Auschwitz-kilns simply forge them 
anew; the sunrise greets them once again.

xxx chromosome, the triple helix slots the story into my 
genotype, matrilineal line. Does that make me a mother-

Snakes twine about their wands – their wild hair mat-
ted and white, faces shining with viper-fish intensity, their 
ecstatic swaying drawing you into their world.

Their pedigree reaches back into your world also – it 
forms a bridge betwixt the two. Jacob wrestled with an 
angel, a shining one. Man to man did they wrestle, for 
hours on end, Jacob smote on the hip.

Moses and Aaron battled magicians. The great Hebrew 
patriarch’s brother threw down Moses’ staff and it turned 
into a snake that ate all the other snakes of the court 
magicians.

The Torah-writer did that, the receiver of the law upon 
Mount Sinai. Sinai, in the desert not black, where the 
Egyptians had mining camps inhabited by Hebrews. While 
Moses was receiving the law, what did Aaron – loyal broth-
er do? When the people begged him to show them gods?

I taste that Book on the back of my tongue now, her flu-
ids thin and sweet like date-juice though I bring it forth 
from a memory of a tented bedchamber, as she spoke the 
story once more:

“And Aaron of the honeyed tongue and secret heart said to 
the people,
 ‘Give me your bright things, your beautiful things. Give 
me the jewellery and the earrings of your wives’.
 But the women objected and cunning Aaron smiled.
 ‘Give me the gold earrings of your sons, and of your daugh-
ters also. For this is to be the holy one of the people!’”

She smiled at me, leathern skin crinkling while dark eyes 
danced merrily. “Do you turn down the liquor of the 
desert flower so easily boy, simply because it has seen 
many suns?”

I smiled, peeled back her petals and drove my tongue 
deep. She groaned in satisfaction and continued:

“So Aaron took the gold of the people and cast a great 
golden calf with glossy flanks and a fine head. It shone in 
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squashed starfish with bloodshot eye amidst its eldritch 
appendages.

The bag of bones and rags resolves itself into mad, 
glazed eyes – grimy hand outstretched with bloody nails, 
seeking alms. Beggar-ringmaster of the Invisible Circus. 
Fool draped in filthy patchwork harlequin-uniform. The 
others are there too, the Bishonen-drug dealer, the stran-
gling designer of addictive confections for the mind. Jack 
too, rips at skin with hard frost – plus countless nameless 
freaks that whisper of virtual-nature ghosthood. Empty-
flicker-curtain of the cyber-buddha, a desperate scrab-
bling of knowing fingers against wisps of hard vacuum as 
full as it is empty.

Prophet’s corner that drills into your brain and opens 
vistas wondrous and opium-smoke terrible, leering plas-
ticity of visage, daubed with the makeup of theatrical Time 
– that old queen who rouges her cheeks and puckers up 
for the bum-boy messiahs of syphilitic pleasures.

Oldest denizen, drooling like an idiot babe, he of the 
rags begins his oration of non-dual arrogance while an 
Edwardian artist-sorcerer born between the flip flop of old 
and new year sketches his hidden company of familiars.

(Dim the light, for Austin sketches what blind men see 
in nightmares.)

Let hoary old piss-stench serve as perfumed incense to 
the new religion, a scream-susurrus that whispers to your 
hindbrain:

Selections from The Tao of Paradox
This is the way of Grandfather Paradox, of Us and I.

… We exist as Vessel for the Divine, Son/Daughter/Thing. 
Son of Man are We, Our own selfish Messiah, sent to save 
Our selves alone. We would have you be the Magdalene, to 
raise you up, Sophia to Our blasphemous Christ. Forsake 
all others save yourself, and know that Our Way is the Way 
of Pleasure. In allowing yourself Pleasure will you come to 

fucker though she never held me in her womb in the times 
before?

Chaldean root and branch jostles nucleotides until the 
cells are bloated things, filled with tales.

Membranous-stretch-skin shine as I wind my way 
through the marketplace of the city – all at once sooty 
banquet of detritus pulled from subterranean shit-tun-
nels by inhuman toffsmen, yet also bustling souk of heated 
colour-scent.

A stench of commerce, the ghost of money-ink mewling 
pitifully against the roar of barter and trade. I Owe You 
does not apply. Pay, or get the fuck out. Everybody has 
something for someone. Fetishism is not here – simply 
supply what they demand and get paid in the kind that 
you desire.

Dogs fuck in the street- hooting and howling, like their 
monkey kin in alleys that twine off like labyrinthine hairs, 
root-nutrient suck for the city as the pitter-patter drip of 
erotic juices kisses arid ground.

Here, amid the animal howls, move the serpent-men, iri-
descent nachash messiahs, chameleonic shamans. Wolfskin, 
peacock, vulture-feather goat demons that walk upright 
and wily as skin curtains flicker – some laughing anti-deity 
playing trickster in a multiple array of mirror bodies.

Flow of antediluvian non-humanity, bestial mythkin, 
phantastical feet that stride upon streets paved with nacre-
ous black-mother-of-pear-imaginings that shine like radio-
active fireflies.

…Fictionsuits worn around the elbows and seams, the 
bones of awe once hidden in terrible forms now visible to 
keen multi-dimensional eyes.

VI

Enter the square that is in the centre of the city, geometri-
cally flexible – an irregularity that looks horribly like a 
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[…] 

There is no God but Us. We are Kin to the rocks, to the 
trees, to the air, to the waters. The Web of Wyrd is a cat’s-
cradle that binds all things. Our incarnate bodies cause 
subtle vibrations in with their actions. 

Man is the Younger Kin, Grandsons and Grandaughters of 
the Elders, who themselves are children of the Void. Void 
runs in the blood of Man, and to seek that heritage is to be 
reborn as our own Ancestors. 

This is Our name. Grandfather Paradox. We are Our own 
Grandfather. Seeking the Void, We seek to take on Our man-
tle as Progenitor. And when we have spawned Our children, 
they will kill Us. 

Yet Our blood runs in the veins of Our children. Man is 
Elder and Younger. To speak with the Elder Kin, to learn 
their wisdom and hear their guidance is wise, for in doing 
so, we can recognise our own face in theirs. 

The gods and heroes of great antiquity, and the day before 
yesterday, and those who brought us into the world – these 
are our Elder Kin. 

Learn well their ways, their truths, their knowledge. But do 
not blindly accept. That is the way of thraldom, where the 
more jealous and ambitious of Our children would place you 
in fetters and enjoy your unending servitude. 

Those who would wish to Live to become Elder must there-
fore be wary at all times, for it is in the nature of Man to wish 
to elevate himself above all others, though few acknowledge 
this, and the Elder Kin are as Men. How else would it be, 
for They brought Man into being, in blood, sweat, Love 
and pain. 

Us, for there is knowledge we would impart to you, though 
it be hoary with age. 

Nothing is forbidden. 

… Pyschopomp, We lead the souls of the blind, and torture 
them until they scream for Mercy. And yea, We allow them 
to know Us, within their agony, to show them that Mercy is 
not Us. We show them how We took Mercy and flayed the 
skin from its back, ate its flesh, cracked its bones and then 
used its ashes to daub the sigils of Our power upon the flesh 
of Our victims. 

Their screams are the screams of those who desire Death, 
yet already possess it and know it not. In time however, the 
glories of Our Work tear out the implants, the thought paci-
fiers, and the hooks in the flesh of their soul, placed by Our 
descendants, are ripped bloodily from them. 

Eviscerated, flayed and bleeding, they are Pleasured, until 
they stand with Us and laugh long and loud, passing from 
the Torture chamber, going wherever they Will. 

They are of no consequence to Us. They are given substance 
by Us, their individual desires overwritten, empty vessels 
for Us to fill. We say to you, come to Us, all you who are 
burdened and we shall remove all that is capable of being 
burdened. We shall tear your soul apart, and shall be Free to 
flutter in the breeze, like the rag it truly is. 

You are not silks or satins – for these things have no use 
other than to serve as aggrandizements for Our children. 
Do not allow them to use you as playthings in their games, 
for We have and Will cast them down, and childhood play-
things shall be thrown aside when the children have no need 
of them. 
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Stop up your ears and tear out your eyes. Do not listen, and 
do not see. 

Those who seek to end suffering should be aided, with the 
gift of yourself. To end suffering, to end pain, and live as you 
were meant, give everything that you have. Know that you 
are worth nothing. Relinquish yourself. The world does not 
care for you, or your actions. 

All are equal in the sight of Us, naught but dust. Contemplate 
this, and know then that self-slaughter is the only truly righ-
teous act. You exist for Our Pleasure, naught more. 

Suffering is brought by own your delusion of determinacy, of 
control and the urge to be princes and kings of the Universe. 
Yet this cannot be, for We are Supreme. 

Know then, that if you seek to end suffering, you must abdi-
cate the claim and recognise yourselves as Our pawns. Give 
yourselves, not half-heartedly, but wholly. 

Not to the world, but to each other. 

[…] 

There are those among you who you regard with distrust, 
fear and derision They go by many names, madmen, seers, 
witches, sorcerors, magicians, necromancers and many 
more. 

They walk in prisons that are so different to your own that 
you are afraid, their cells are of controls, shackling their 
essence. 

Remembering a fraction of their Godhood. There are those 
amongst them who would claim equality with the Creator. 

Therefore, keep weapons beside you, blades well oiled, and 
charms well spoken, and when the time comes, stand before 
them and claim the authority of the Elder. 

Some may oppose you. Some may be ambivalent. Yet still 
others will guide you, for it is They that have witnessed your 
growth and guided you, and it pleases Them to do so. These 
then, are your allies. Your Hidden Company in the world of 
Men. If others seek to make War upon you, be they Elder 
or Younger, call upon your Elder Kin, and stand ready with 
Them beside you. 

Perhaps you find Our talk of War and blood and battle hos-
tile and violent. Understand this. Violence and bloodshed 
between Men is but a poor and flawed attempt to become 
Warriors. True War is formless, Victory is achieved without 
harm. The true Warrior stands on the field of battle, sword 
drawn and shining in the light of the Black Sun, glorious 
before his enemies. 

Standing before his foes, he gives up his sword, driving it 
deep into the Earth. He unbuckles his armour and lays it 
aside, standing naked before those who would harm him 
with only the names and devices of his Hidden Company 
upon him, his own placed above all others. 

Then in a great voice, he cries out his Love for his Enemies 
and his Love for Death. Charms he speaks, and fear spreads 
amongst the ranks of his enemies – for he is Madness and 
Death. The wise amongst them shall throw down their arms 
and flee. The foolish amongst them shall still charge, and 
rend him limb from limb, seeking to slay their enemy, all 
unknowing that they slay naught but an effigy of one who 
is Elder. One who moves within them by breath and blood 
and in their very bones. 
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given up all right and privilege and knows himself to be 
naught but a player upon the board. 

If one must slay him still, do so with great care, for you aid 
him in the Great Work. And come again he will, though you 
will recognise him not, for you have slain a portion of that 
which cannot be slain. 

Thus have you have engendered the Impossible, and thus 
performed your function. You will go to your destruction 
with gladness in your hearts as your victim walks the worlds, 
a wanderer with a new face and cunning in his heart. 

Naught shall be beyond him, this one, for he shall teach the 
ways of cunning to those with ears to hear and hearts to 
Remember. He will sit, and he shall return to Us, dying and 
being reborn in every moment. 

There are no end to his masks, for he is the Deceiver and 
Truthspeaker, Fetterer and Loosener. Blind One and Seer. 
He is Calmness and Fury. He is Paradox given Form.  

[…] 

There is no God but Us. There is no Governor anywhere, 
no God Where i am. We do not exist, and in that non-exis-
tence is Our Truth. The Minister of Silence Aiwass spoke, 
laying down the law. By this impossibility is the Aeon of 
Horus begun. 

Nuit arches Her back, sapphire blue-black beauty. She is 
all things, the blessing of Infinite Space. Nuit is Her Name. 
Glory in her beauty, for she will look well upon you and 
take you to her breast like a mother, and all things shall 
come to you. 

These must be struck down if they cannot demonstrate that 
their Pleasure is made Manifest. 

Strike them down and play with them, as you will, for they 
are less than nothing, having diminished their own Essence 
in order to make them into something they are not. 

Those who you would strike down for such arrogance have 
claimed control that is not theirs. Know them for what they 
are, empty things whose only power comes from that which 
is given to them by you. 

Understand that the one has only the power of the one. He 
who claims otherwise is but a cowardly thief, and should be 
punished in accordance with the way of the Universe, that is, 
all shall be taken from him if he cannot defend it. 

The false Adept, he who is deserving of such punishment, 
shall seek to strike back, bemoaning his fate, like a man who 
must have possessions in order to survive. Fear him not, for 
if he seeks to take back what is his, he never had anything 
to begin with. 

But be wary, for if the one you would seek to punish allows 
you take what is his while smiling, then he may indeed know 
of the Paradox. For you may take, but you shall never take 
the essence of self, for that is Void. And in Void are all things 
birthed, and so all that has been taken shall be replaced. 

Be warier still of the one who gives what he has, and takes 
his punishment with tears of joy in his eye. For such a one 
is already Dead and knows it. His punishment is no punish-
ment at all, but the action of a man who is righteous and 
unholy. 

You cannot kill such a one, for he has already sacrificed self 
to himself. For he knows of Us, and We are in him. He has 
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The Aeon of Horus is the Aeon of Change-Through-
Crisis. It is the Child beating on the walls of its prison with 
Imagination. The Aeon of Isis was the Aeon of the Union, 
the Aeon of Osiris was the Aeon of Duality. The Aeon of 
the Child is the Era of Frenzy, of War, where sides change 
every day and all is decided on the whim of a butterfly’s 
wing-beat. 

It does not lead to Chaos. This is a lie perpetuated by those 
who would have it that there is the possibility of existence 
without system. 

The systems, the structures, the Imaginings of the Child 
may last forever, or change in an instant. There is no reason 
behind this other than the Will it be so. There is no Because. 
The child knows this. He waves His knowledge of the thing’s 
illusory nature in front of his parent’s faces, constantly ask-
ing ‘Why?’ until they give the answer Which Is No Answer. 
But this cannot be spoken, and thus, they must evoke its 
shadow – Because. 

It is belief in shadows such as this that creates reality. 

Horus slaughters Because, destroys his parents and drinks 
their blood. For he knows there is no reason, no necessary 
connexion between anything. Everything is Alone, a face on 
a jewel. There is no distance, no road between the destina-
tion and origin. 

All is Nothing, the Black Flame of Impossibility that burns 
in Infinite Space. For Nuit is both Large And Small. Space 
may be found between the smallest of particles, and the 
largest Galaxies. 

And in that Space, Hadit Dwells, universes-wide between 
atoms, and quark-small in the Universe. The Child contains 
the Knowledge of This, coded into its Mythic dna, ready 

Hadit is Our Brother. He is the black seed, the Unspoken, 
the Murderer. He dwells within an empty house, his voice 
the howl of a thousand slaughtered souls that were never 
even born. Infinite compression of nothing, the structure 
that remains unbuilt. The Serpent, he thrusts himself into 
the womb of Nuit, an unspeakable horror that brings light to 
the Darkness of Her. And in this coupling is a child born. 

Horus the Younger is the Child. This is known. He is the 
Slayer and Destroyer. His Aeon has begun. This is the Aeon 
of Cain, Firstborn of Eve and Serpent. Blood and War And 
Death Are His Desires, the Supremacy of the Child’s Will 
requires no justification. Only know that it is so. 

The secrets of the Child are the secrets hidden in the Flesh 
of Human Incarnation. Mankind is newborn, capable of 
knowing what came before in an instant, if we become 
Children again. When your bodies near their end, consult 
with a Child. For it is newly come from the Place of Life, 
and shall tell you eagerly of it. Go to your deaths eagerly 
then, innocent and pure as they, for you return to your own 
Beginning. 

Know this then, Child of Infinite Space and Serpent: The 
World stands at your feet. Do what thou wilt, for no reason 
than it is what you Desire. 

All are your toys. The warnings of your parents are merely 
there to protect you. In their foolishness, they seek to keep 
you safe and innocent. They recognise your Godhood, and 
in their hearts there is much jealousy, for you speak to 
the imprisoned God within them, that allowed itself to be 
chained. 

Consensual reality is plastic. Its only limits are those set 
before you were born, by you. 
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The Archetypal Theriomorph is the metaphysical form of 
the Voice, the essential vibration of Aum given flesh. Know 
then that the beast of Us is a fusion. 

A lion’s head with a jackals muzzle set atop a human form 
that is composed of the serpent’s coils, the legs of the 
minotaur and the cloven feet of the sphinx’s paws, while 
the talons of lizard-eagles are his hands. Great Wings burst 
forth from his back, as a hawk, while a scorpion’s tail arches 
upward and hangs above the maned head, dripping with the 
venom of Soma 

An impossibility of Imagination, a union that Cannot Be. 
This is the form of the Enlightened, metamorphic flowing 
from flesh to steel to circuitry to art to decaying flesh. A 
predator, a killer and destroyer, a Maker and Shaper. 

Yet even that Form is a dream, though it is the summit of 
atavistic resurgence. The Ultimate Form is No Form, the 
Ultimate Sound is Silence. 

The Universe is Spoken, A symphony which we carry within 
us, our language but a shattered and fragmented phoneme. 
Yet take care, for such things will shape reality. In order to 
break free of such things therefore, you must remember how 
to speak without speaking, to think without thinking and be 
without being. 

Drink deep therefore, of the Scorpion’s venom, drown in the 
waters of one’s own Unconscious, and you will build new 
tongues from old, and bring forth things that cannot be. And 
such things will war with consensual reality. 

Draw strength then, from the Eternal Earth, strike with the 
Holy Ecstasy of Fire, and Heal Thyself by Knowing Thyself. 
In this Death, you shall be as a necromancer. Raising up new 
things with your every movement. 

to call on its ancestors at a moment’s notice. And All has 
become, is becoming, and will become. 

[…] 

Before us stands Raphael. “God has Healed.” His is the Air 
to command. Easing the pain of Abraham’s circumcision, 
he is the Knower. He teaches, seeks knowledge and salves 
injuries. He is the Healer and Whole-maker, who brings 
health and Understanding. He is the whole of us, the one 
who stands before us in Human Form, yet Divine. He is to 
Know. 

Behind us stands Gabriel. “God is My Strength.” His are 
the Waters, the Unconscious, to command. Messenger of 
the Annunciation. The Spirit of the Lord who overshadowed 
Mary, the teacher of what is needful to the unborn child, 
and the silencer of the same. 

He is the Scorpion-Snake. The Rememberer. The Flesh 
and the Waters are his Domain. His are the ways of Sex and 
Death, of Generation and Destruction. He is that Which is 
Feared, yet should not Be. Standing in the West, the twilight 
and Darkness. He is the Hidden Messenger. God’s Wet-
Work Specialist. He is to Dare. 

At our left hand stands Uriel. “Fire of God.” His is the 
Earth, the Eternal Strength that sits Unchanging. Regent of 
the Sun, arbiter and embodiment of what was, is, and is to 
come. Fire of hearth and volcano, stability and earthquake. 
Steadfast and strong, wise and Everpresent – the bull and 
the sphinx. He is To Keep Silent. 

At our right hand stands Michael. “He Who is Like God.” 
Fire is he, the glorious burning of the Divine, the frenzy of 
battle, the righteousness of ecstasy. His sword is ever sharp, 
his arm ever strong. He is to Will. 



 

You had to believe in your own importance. The only way 
you could Be. Thus were Our ways distorted to maintain 
some sense of functionality. You blinded yourselves because 
the Paradox would destroy you – and you had fallen in love 
with your task and had gained fear of the Void. 

Know this then, that your myths stretch forward and back, 
that there Is. No. Time. Carried in your blood and bone and 
form and mind is the entirety of you. We know because We 
are that entirety. All at once coiled and hidden, waiting for 
your call – yet extended and with you every moment. 

Some would seek the Darkness, thinking it an easier path to 
the Black Flame, to the Void. 

But Darkness is not Void. Neither is Light. The Black Flame 
is the burning menstrum, the Silence that is Spoken. The 
Innocence of Murder. The Truth that is Lie. 

We are Perverse precisely because We cannot and do not 
exist – yet Our Works may shape reality. We are the Mover 
and Shaper, Messiah and Betrayer. 

Contradiction. 

All is flux. 

Left hand for We are covered in shit, yet our Works strive to 
Clear and Pure Ends. The End and Beginning that is Void, 
Wherein all is possible. 

Zos Vel Thanatos, Aaos, once wrote that ‘All things are 
Possible, even in Nightmares.’ 

If all is possible, so must all be impossible. This itches in 
you all. This you know, though from whence you cannot say. 
Kill thy Grandfather before thou were born. If thou ceasest 

All shall fall before you, for this shall be your Aeon. Make 
thy actions Unspeakable, thy thoughts Unknowable, render 
thyself Blind and Deaf to others, and your creation shall be 
theirs. 

All hail the Conqueror. 

[…] 

There is no God but Us. 

Once, long ago, We knew you all. We stood at the Crossroads. 
You came to Us, dealt with Us, trusting your old memories 
that you dared not trace back. 

Did you ever wonder why you were so afraid? Ever wonder 
why we slowly, surely, changed in your minds? How We 
became One, in your eyes, and then Two? 

And from that Duality came one, and two, and all the other 
things that you called real. You remembered Our Holiness, 
called it God. You remembered Our Perversity, called it the 
Devil. 

These are words that you understand now – but there are 
older names, from other traditions and times and places. You 
apportioned Us out, pieces and mixes, to make new things. 
We did not mind this. It is what you are for. Instruments of 
Desire. Our Desire, Our Pleasure – yours also, for you are 
Us and We you. 

But you have forgotten this. Forgotten too much. So We 
became the Black Man, the Evil One, the Left Hand. You 
forgot what We looked like, saw only half Our Face. You 
could not bear to look Upon Us and know in your hearts 
that as We are of Void, so are you. 



 

Now is your time. Now is the time of gods and monsters, of 
angels and demons and magicians and war and utopia and 
death and life. 

It has always been that way. Now you slip the bonds of time, 
that impossible construct of bird’s scales, cat’s udders and 
rock’s velvet. We are where We have always been. As are 
you. 

Ask, and you shall receive. Knock and the door shall be 
opened unto you. 

Know that it will kill you. And Resurrect you. Do not fight, 
for you can never lose.

VII

Thunderclap of silent explosion as the Circus erupts in 
psychedelic darkness, leaving a smiling Artist to sketch 
their departure.

“When I come again, I shall not Spare!” he cries, burn-
ing glyph of Desire arcing across to the black spire of 
basalt that thrusts up like a gnomon-gun, penetrating the 
dark heavens with unholy fire.

Sudden arousal burns away ceremony in you – the 
pantheon of fuck descending with immanent intensity, 
lwa at play with mortal horse. Already, echoes of lust beat 
their palms heavy upon the doors of your house, seeking 
congress with the bright young things you once were. The 
innocence of holy purpose in the face of lust, bent over 
– fundaments spit-slickened – digital delving into the 
bowels of being.

(Hollow-cheeked Johnny Depp holds the Viper Room, 
where Phoenix dies: death rebirth at the hands of the 
reptile-serpent of beauty. Seek the synchronicity and the 

to exist, then thou must also have been thy Grandfather. If 
thou continue then there is no causal time and everywhere 
and everywhen is yours for the taking. 

If thou art thy Grandfather, then thou art also thy descen-
dants. Thus they are thee and thou art extant in all times 
and in all places – for all humankind is connected, however 
distantly, by ties of blood. Plunge deeper into this, and thou 
findeth that all things are linked by dna, and further still to 
all matter and energy. 

Thus, We are the Universe. 

Thus, for those who speak of Masters and Servants, under-
stand that thou art deluded. All are equal. Fuck and Dance 
and Sing and Love and spin tales as you Will. For your 
destruction is your immortality. 

[…] 

Ascend by Descending, Descend by Ascending, Blood and 
bone and breath. All things and all places carry wisdom, 
Seek it out, not for personal gain, but for glory and a good 
Death. 

There is no Promised Land, no Afterlife. Dead is Dead. 
Alive is Alive. All is the Same and all is Different. So very 
different. 

You are the Nephelim, the Grigori. You are their Brothers 
and Sisters. Children and Ancestors. They Return because 
you release them from the prisons you put them in, when 
you and they turned the key and put them in the cell, kiss-
ing them. 
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the Wise call Art.
Spatial origami accomplished, McLuhan’s dictum 

understood and used. Fold the map; punch the hole – basic 
wormhole theory, no? Except, the map is full of holes. It 
is empty.

This is how the city stands; the Kingdom of Heaven and 
Hell are the same place. This place is empty save what you 
bring with you.

Total Nomadism, self-contained universes, the library of 
Alexandria and a billion other besides encoded in simple 
chemical bases. This is the city of Magicians, dna-reading 
freaks and multifarious metagenetic expression.

So it is written. Tattooed within my flesh and yours.
Echoes forth out of your dreams, an external reflection 

of the massively fluidic mirror that dances and burns in 
front of your eyes, each particular point refl<text>ing 
everything else, solid hologram ghosts born from streams 
of multiple lights.

Do you remember the saturnalia, the sabbats of fucking? 
The Leadership of the Lord of Misrule? The Backward 
Times, the Day of the Dead?

The howl of the Wild Hunt, the roar of the storm, the 
Dirty Work at the crossroads at the dead of night? These 
are those who dwell upon the edges.

The ones who take your knowings and certainties and 
tear them bloodily asunder upon the altar of fuck. The 
secret knowledge of sleight, the trickery, the sliding into 
the margins where you cannot see them, working with the 
Hidden Ones that you try not to think of because they are 
too close to your childhood nightmare.

You need the illusion of control. Of distinction.
But they, with their sympathetic magics and strange cer-

emonies comprehend the things that terrify you classifica-
tory world. Quantum interconnected dreams, information 
flow across distance – non-local activity.

They know them, love them. Have no need to under-
stand them.

Jungian graffiti is scrawled, large as a house across the 
psychogeography of every urban life)

The scents of perfume lead you to the streets of whores 
hungry to give suck. Gender-intersex-butterfly-transhu-
man coupling, fleshly sculpture as epitome of aesthesis.

All hail this place, the cult of Ishtar, Astarte, as old as 
time. Mother Mary spreads herself for you, Magdalene-
hair brushes skin that burns like acid-smoke, igniting the 
core, planes of orgasm unfolded from super-string pearl 
necklaces.

Innocence mirrors the soul, bereft of disgust, mass con-
figurations of ultra-human pleasures crash across your 
mind like a tide of depravity, washing you clean, Nu-
Babylon, place of mystery and hope.

City of Babalon.
15 distinct flavours that stitch a fluttering flag of exis-

tence together in human skin, billowing in the hot desert 
wind of notness. A hollow sack that seeks expression as 
soon as you sense it. An internality invisibly extruded and 
flipped back to confront and screw madly.

In the desert, Demon Choronzon comes at slaughtered 
birds blood call as Neuburg is raped slowly, Magus infested 
with him. See Crowley’s buggering nightmare, heroin-seed 
lodges, hooks into your minds – the howler meets the min-
ister of silence and a praeterhuman orgy of mushrooming 
intensity obliterates the ego transforms the prophet as he 
writes, though we may hate the pen! Tasting the Book of 
the Law I pay salute to Nuit, Hadit and Horus, while the 
Scarlet Woman transmutes you to Beast.

Ergi sorceries shake the master of fury and he plucks 
out an eye and hangs for nine-nights upon the tree of the 
world. The Old One makes the map into the territory 
– owning the horse and making the paths of the tree into 
his steed.

Without moving, so Ygg whispers here, the movement 
is accomplished by the path. Instantaneous transition-
recognition. Heretical science the fools call magic, and 
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It is their Art that makes you in fear and in awe of them. 
They keep the stories, the music, the songs, the dance, and 
the sex free and without guilt; they make the things that 
stir the forgotten dreams in you.

Children of the Old Ones, they dance and sing, seeing 
the world in symbol and synchronicity. They are why I 
climb the spire now, why I am always climbing, why I will 
climb – nodding to Zos the goatherd, who shucks off his 
‘Spare, Austin’ skin and plays his flute merrily with mirth 
in his eye as the city dwells in the Night of Pan.

They are why I scream these words in agonized ecstasy, 
wreathed in black flame that erupts from within the soul 
that rages. This is why I lick at you now, tongue full of 
desires and words that do no more than seek to penetrate 
and be penetrated.

I am the elixir of cunning, the torch that lights. I am 
the thing upon which you draw. I am the conflagration of 
arousal that is constantly being satiated. I am the marker 
and the marked.

Saith the Man that Burns above the City:
FIAT LUX!


