Hi Runar,
93
It would be interesting to compare Linda's work with yours; starting with Amprodias.  Curiously enough, she only becomes interested in the Qliphotic houses of 231, which is probably more negatively revealing on her part.   However, we'll put her text in Blue and yours in Red.  And I'll add my own experience with Amprodias (sort of) as well.  But also note the brilliant images she comes up with, which have a genius unto themselves.
	





 

     "A, the heart of IAO, dwelleth in ecstasy in the secret place of the thunders. Between Asar and Asi he abideth in joy." 

Aleister Crowley, Liber CCXXXI 
 
     "The eleventh path or kala is attributed the element Air and its negative aspect is the demon or shadow known as Amprodias . . . This shadow may be evoked by vibrating the name Amprodias in the key of 'E' (Note 1: This should rise from a barely audible susurration to a piercing whistle as of air being forced along a narrow pipe.) . . ." 

     "The sigil of Amprodias exhibits a gaping mouth typical of the uterus which utters the Word . . . " 

Kenneth Grant, Nightside of Eden 

Amprodias:
I become ill and dizzy as I just start thinking and calling that name. I am immediately drawn into the sphere and I hear my calling is changing instantly, I hear myself chanting in ways I never have done before, it gets melodramatic and tinged with a parody that is not humorous at all, but serious.
The Irrational taken to the extreme results in perfect freedom, with the ability to perceive pure essence, and to extend consciousness into outré realities.
In the Tunnel of Amprodias we are able to mind-meld with transhuman entities, and to "speak in tongues. Here is true laughter, which is the safeguard of sanity; here is healthy release of tension through the bioenergetic circuit of excitation> tension> release> relaxation> JOY! Here is freedom of thought, energy, courage, and the independence to pursue one's Will. 
 

pj comment: It is interesting that both of you are dealing with the idea of laughter and its function.  Runar, you seem to have an intellectual "parody" or black humor associated with this that you also don't enjoy.  Linda enjoys it a bit more, which I would suspect is unbalanced in that she doesn't bother to contemplate the 'dayside' path in its relation as found in 231.  This is something that Kenneth Grant also misses with both Grant and Falorio being way too concerned with extra-terrestrial intelligences rather than with praeter-human.

 
To add my own experience with Amprodias and it's relational dayside path together into the mix.  I was seeking a path that combined both sides of the Tree as I felt the two expressed a singular meld:

 
I walked past the 'A' to a tower with someone in a window andsomeone pionted for me to go up.  But I didn't like the tower.  [] there was a field of swastikas around me; but I decided to saty armed with the one from my astral temple that was onmy belt.

Instead of going up the tower, Iwent tothe cross-beam of the 'A' and a door opened with a soldier armed with a sword.  My initial reaction was that I didn't like this andI would need to fight or banish.  Then I said tomyself 'wait fool the atu is Air-the Sword' and I embraced the sentry.

And I knew I had absorbed him, but I needed tocommunciate, so we separated.  And I asked for instruction.  He said that I was too obvious [I can't remember the actual word used] and that I needed to learn to lurk andwithdraw.  I imlored for more information and he said that I needed to be more subtle in the way I clowned around.

I understood and offerred my thanks and quit my asana with less than five minutes to go on a forty minute timer.

===

By implication here and I am writing this comment as I present this post to the group, there is a deceptive cleverness that is interestingly enough well employed in the situation with HOOR, which at the moment, unless Dave went away for the weekend, has been used well with a lesson learned long ago in my unconscious and that I couldn't see until this moment...at least in this relation.

But also here the same energy; an irony of sorts.

I fall.
It darkens. I sense the Black lodge is close, and there is something very known about this current. I sense treason, deceit and separateness. Each man for himself. Alone. Therefore is each man a fool among fools here. For every friend is a possible enemy.
There is no will here as far as I can feel, and therefore the actions that spring naturally out of this current is marked by basic instincts and survivalism. All is reduced to a minimal as futility is condemning all actions to foolishness. 
There is silence here. Amprodias doesnt want to talk but awaits the first move from me. (As if he could say something wrong and as such suffer the possibility of becoming announced the fool.) 
The image is of the Void from which all manifestation proceeds, disguised as Nyarlathotep - Mad God of the Necronomicon/ Lovecraft mythos, Dark-starred Crawling Chaos at the heart of matter lurking just beyond the brink of rational consciousness -- Messenger, and Servant, of the Great Old Ones. Here is the Black Hole at the center of the Universe where lies the Great Inane, surrounded by idiot flute players piping the quixotic music of the spheres, as reality, that primal slime, the nuclear chaos of Yog-Sothoth churning beyond human space-time froths into existence. 
The quintile mathematical traditions of the Great Old Ones have transformed the swastika into an inverted five-armed Dorje thunderbolt streaking through the Void, rupturing seamless reality with high voltage electrical blasts. Mole-like hands of the Faceless One, Wordless Utterer, the Voice of Silence, dig deep, penetrating the caverns of the mind with wormlike tendrils, dragging consciousness into Vishudda Chakra to be torn apart by mindless whirlings. This Daäthian violet Gateway to the Inner Void is infested with the nether and averse aspects of erstwhile beguiling fairies. Vampyres, they haunt these chasms of inner space, imprisoning the minds of foolhardy magicians in transparent cells floating through the Void like immense soap bubbles blown by the Fool of the dayside Tarot. 
 

The fool is the first who breaks the silence and acts out of anything not selfish. 
I think this is boredom inc. & co. Here is seriousness so accumulated that it must be called loud. Stiff upper lips galore. The pomp of the Black Lodge consists of a pride and selfimportance so nauseating that it screams for a joker. A fool. Like the self, which is the truly despised here. The source of individuation, that which makes one different and outstanding. Here the only acceptable selfishness is the instant ego satisfier, and their empty selves are satisfied insofar they can go on being empty. Emptyness is bliss and there is safety in having no value at the core. Its so safe that its possible to invest pride in it.
 

The trance of this tunnel is "The Universal Joke," i.e.: There is no meaning in existence, the universe is pure caprice,  it is nothing more nor less than an immense practical joke played on its hapless victims.   Here, the irrational, taken to the limits of absurdity results in perfect freedom. "Loosening the girders of the soul," the normal chains of cause-effect that bind us to mundane reality, that bind us into the conscious life of the human species, no longer obtain. Thus we float airily above reality freed of prejudice, unclouded by illusion, and able to objectively perceive pure Essence. 
Comments: 
Janteloven (The Law of Jante) seems to have its origin here in this reality. Janteloven was released in 1933 by Danish/Norwegian author Aksel Sandemose as a satiric depiction of the conformity pressure that he was struggling with in those days. This Law goes:
1. You shall not think that you are special.
2. You shall not think that you are of the same standing as us.
3. You shall not think that you are smarter than us.
4. Don't fancy yourself as being better than us.
5. You shall not think that you know more than us.
6. You shall not think that you are more important than us.
7. You shall not think that you are good at anything.
8. You shall not laugh at us.
9. You shall not think that anyone cares about you.
10. You shall not think that you can teach us anything.
This Law makes a startling relation to known teachings within Thelema. I refer particularly to "Pity not the fallen", which together with Liber Libraes point 5 & 6 teaches a very different way of not becoming seduced by comparison by anyone below, and taking that serious would also avoid one to violate the Jante Law. 
LIBER LIBRAE : 5. Yet, oh aspirant, let thy victories bring thee not Vanity, for with increase of Knowledge should come increase of Wisdom. He who knoweth little, thinketh he knoweth much; but he who knoweth much hath learned his own ignorance. Seest thou a man wise in his own conceit? There is more hope of a fool, than of him.
6. Be not hasty to condemn others; how knowest thou that in their place, thou couldest have resisted the temptation? And even were it so, why shouldst thou despise one who is weaker than thyself?
 

A need to work with the energies of Amprodias may be signaled by our experience of sorrow at the cruelty of Nature, by our feeling of despair at its inherent meaninglessness, and by our lacking of perspective and humor when faced with grim reality. On the other end of the scale we may encounter in ourselves or others feelings of contempt for the unenlightened masses, a detachment from ordinary human sorrows, and aloofness from mundane concerns. Thus feeling bored, stuck, restless, and rootless, yet fearing change, we feel apprehension of the future which results in blind clinging to the security of mundane routine. 
So what this mean all together ? Is there no true place for pride and joy of own genious in Thelema? Of course there is, whenever feeling the pride, go on express it, but this work points at the mechanisms that makes it difficult and the obvious mistakes is to compare the unique with the unique and comparison itself, because Hadit is unique inhimself and in ourselves. The first benefit from Pity not the Fallen is the avoidance of investing the selfesteem in just feeling better than the scum. The great point have always been feeling and being good, not being better than.

Too much unbalanced working here may ultimately result in fragmentation of the ego, in brain-fevered deliriums, perhaps addictions to hyped-up, hypertrophied manic states, which result in high blood pressure, burn out, and exhaustion, especially of the type associated with the effects of repeated extraterrestrial contacts upon the human nervous system.
Yet if allowed to flow unimpeded by such destructive attitudes, the energy of this 11th Tunnel accelerates our vibratory vitality, enabling us to glimpse alien consciousnesses resident in parallel dimensions, operating at such velocities that we are normally unaware of their existence. Through such accelerated vibratory consciousness, we achieve greatly heightened powers of perception, giving insight into outré mathematics and alternative non-Euclidean geometries and transdimensional realities.
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For more on Amprodias, here's Motta's skrying of it:

15 August 1969 e.v.
 

   11.52 LT.
[1] Start preparations for Invocation of Aleph. 
 

   About 12LT: It was rather easy to ‘go in’. As soon as Hexagram of Air was traced, in fact.
[2] Stepped out of the lip of a precipice into the precipice. I was suspended in air. Water far below. A figure started forming before me. Banished it by the Pentagram of Spirit (intuition; normally, should have been of Air), since I am the Fool. (The figure seemed to be The Fool of the Tarot, but A.C.’s.) Very hard to remain in vision: light of lamp no help at all; it disturbed. But I got a feeling of balance and quiet, of being still, and of Equilibrium between the Abysses. Came back; will don robe and invoke Genii.
 

   About 12.25 LT (August 16, of course, now
[3]); finished invoking Geni. Seems to me achieved it. Will write certain Names on the Page of the Seal: Word of Air, Name of King of Air. Tendency to pronounce word NAGAOKA while invoking the Geni. Why?
[4]
 

   (There follow two numerical analyses of the word in question, both omitted.)
 

   Note: Darkness during Geni Invocation. Started by Banishing Pentagram of Spirit and of Air; then, after already in vision, used Invoking Pentagram of Air.
 

   About 12.50 LT, or 0.50 LT: After invocation of the Geni of the Qliphah. Invoked: Saw a dark tempestuous horizon, as of storm, and remembered Aleph means thunderbolt. But it so happens I like thunderbolts and storms! Kept invoking; a mouth appeared to devour me. I called it brother, my brother in NUIT; and the verse came: “Let there be no difference”, etc. This gave origin to what I felt to be a rather maudlin state- like one who has eaten well and is digesting. I reacted, therefore; on this plane, the Geni must serve me. I called again. Suddenly came the impulse- no, before this, having evoked once more, I felt the Geni was manifest. Also, I became conscious that “I” am a Play of the Waters- my existence is a Point- Event. “If I were a dog, I should bark,” as King Lamus says. But since I am what I am, I must act my part, regardless. But no effort is necessary. I am what I am by necessity.
[5] All I have to do is use my faculties, calmly and quietly.
 

   Then came the impulse to recite A ka dua, then to say ABRAHADABRA 11 times. For I must pay homage to Him who gave us Liber AL. But even in this no strain is needed. The Law shall be established because it shall. Nature- NUIT- has willed it, and has manifested Heru-ra-ha (just as I am manifested as MRM, a writer- producer
[6], etc.) to give it to mankind. No stress is necessary. Things will go because they’ll go. It will all come to pass. 
 

   So I came back and anointed the Seal and put it away with the other. (I ‘got eaten’ by Amprodias…)
[7]
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Here's Paul Thomas' skrying of Aleph...
An. XCIX Sol in 13°  Taurus
02/25/04 ev 
Mercury 1702 hrs.
 Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.
Showered and robed with Spells and 'A Ka Dua'. Lit 5 candles; four at each quarter and one upon the altar. Performed the rituals XXV (Liber XXV, The Star Ruby), V (Liber V vel Reguli), and Fire Opal invoking Air. Verse 0 of 231 after invocation to IAO. 13 minutes in asana. Into astral temple. Created Sigil above altar. Pushed it. Nothing. Pushed again and nothing. Assumed HPK on Crocodile and pushed again. I am skimming over a body of water on the crocodile. I banish water and am now in the Air. God-form continues. I call to the Genii of Aleph. I see a green figure in the distance. It is the Fool. He is flying about performing aerobatics. I greet him and give him his sigil. He laughs very immature and child-like. Continues his air-dancing. I constrain him with his sigil. He is disappointed that he has to stop 'playing'. We fly down to a clearing of grass in a beautiful bright forest. We sit and talk. I assume the standard form of my Body of Light. I ask for a lesson. He explains the Fool as being, in a sense, Two. The Fool that indulges in Life without restraint, the ignorant one. Then there is the Fool, who, knowing his true nature, indulges in Life without restraint. (This suggests the 2=0 formula) I ask about Harpocrates. The Genii tells me that HPK is like a fetus in an egg. (From here on I have a separate vision corresponding to what the Genii says.) Soon the egg will hatch and the baby will grow and mature. (I 'see' HPK growing into Horus the Elder.) I ask if HPK is the subconscious. The Genii says that HPK controls the subconscious, or is master of it. As the Silent Self, HPK is Innocent- the 'things' he does that cause conflict in my consciousness are not intended out of malice. They are Willed, but not meant to harm me. He is a Child that needs to grow, i.e. more of the Self will become un-silent. More was said in that regard, but I cannot recall. Memory fails to explain the Lesson as it was taught by the Genii. He instructs me to listen to the Silent Self when it at times is not silent. Listen to the thoughts, feelings and perceptions that are not a result of my conscious intention. These are messages from my Silent Self. When asked how to proceed, the Genii replied that I must behave like the Fool! Not literally, of course, otherwise everyone would assume me insane and this would cause unnecessary dis-ease. For the next 5 minutes or so the Genii and I 'played' together in the forest. Great joy was felt and my physical body wanted to smile. I noted that during the lesson, my physical body became very solid, dense; like a rock. The Genii said this was the natural result of my Body of Light being in Pure Air. 
Love is the law, love under will.
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Runar’s skrying of Aa'au-IAO-ua'aa:

The scene is immediately filled with light and lightness. Yes, here is will and courage. The feeling is now distinct. I am alone, but what 

loneliness!!! I am filled with myself, my own shining content. And the 

world outside is one of wonder, there may be great things to meet, to touch and feel.

The fool is what it used to be. Identical with immediate and spontanious action. He is not aware of consequences. He talks and acts and doesnt care if it makes sense. But the genuine fool acts directly from the seat of wisdom. He is the carnate vehicle of wisdom , intuition and the eye of self, and he is therefore always the fastest. But if he misses he is a greater fool. Living closest to the instinct and intuition, the fool doesnt hesitate. And the result: He becomes a Hero or a confirmed fool.

Comments:

Selfish: This area does have different opinions of what is selfish. Spinoza writes well about two variants of egoism, while I think the difference as put up by these two zones are divided by the agendas of the body and spirit; the mechanic shells, and the living genius.

A Fool or a Hero? Despite the fool doesn’t listen to anyone than his own source, he certainly brings in the competitive element, by being better than something else, even if it in the first place was just about being better than himself. So conclusionally; I cannot see any absolute moral advice which should help one through this dilemma, but to remain aware of the circumstances and navigate as best one can in accordance with Will.

Ryan’s Skrying of Aleph

(Fool Atu)

2:45pm-4:24pm

Placed fool Atu on altar.

Opened temple with the Star Ruby and Reguli.  Invoked Air using the Fire Opal.  Sat in dragon asana with Fool Atu in front of me.  Entered my astral temple and recited line 0 from Liber 231 and drew sigil.  Made sign of Harpcrates and entered sigil.  

Immediately I was standing on a lily on the Nile, yet in the mid air of a vast space.  There was the sensation of being in a sensory deprivation chamber.  I felt light and solid at the same time, yet I could see color in the atmosphere.  Azure blue combined with a hint of aqua green.

Comment: This corresponds with the colors assigned to the path of Aleph in 777 on both the queen and emperor scales.  The fool is often associated with the un-born, also the Nile and the amniotic fluid.  The experience of sense deprivation is appropriate to this.  This also suggests the cosmic egg in Egyptian, Greek, and Hindu creation myths.  Also the fool is assigned zero, similar in shape to an egg; but it is Aleph and is assigned to the number one in Hebrew gematria.  This would signify the one indistinguishable, essence of all existence, signified by zero since it possesses no particularities due to its single nature.  Also the Fool is attributed to air; this corresponds with the sense of un-bounded space experienced in the vision.  I must add that there was a sense of fertility in this vision, or pure chance, or potential so to speak, yet without any clear manifestation.

I did not find the Genie right away.  I resumed my regular astral form and noticed that there were no visible limits such as a horizon to this realm, yet illusory looking images would pop up and disappear.  

Comment: Again this re-affirms my previous comments, but now we can see that this essence, while being no-thing in particular contains infinite potential as signified by the varied yet unstable forms encountered in the vision.

There was a sense of being in a sphere with no tangible boundaries.  I drew the sigil in the air and called for the Genie.  He appeared as a laughing boy with pointy ears and greenish face having shinning eyes of mirth, slightly slitted.  Again I could not get a tangible image of his body; his face took up most of my view.  I made the sign of Harpocrates and the sigil much to the pleasure of this so called Genie and he grew larger and clearer.  He told me the things I wanted to know without me having to ask.  He said he is the Tao on the verge/urge to motion.  The fertility of no-thing.  He provides the impulse to act without formulating the specifics of that act.  

Comment: To me this suggests substance without direction.  The unstable nature and self-annihilating properties reminds me of the un-stability of quantum mechanics that is the basis of visible matter.   

Similar to Frater 493’s experiment, the Genie stated that there were two types of fools, both lusting and enjoying all things, yet one was refined and the other was confined.  The refinement is an irrigation of this impulse in such a way that the purity of that impulse remains un-hindered.  He also explained that he is the no-thing that goes, the creative aspect of no-thingness in the process of motion itself, yet the motion is not yet manifest.  

He explained that he is not the infinite in its most undifferentiated form, but a slight step below it.  I asked for a vision that would reveal his nature:

I saw blackness mixed with a latent light energy which took the form of reddish maroon hairs jagged like electric arcs, latent yet practically emerging within.  Then there was a storm cloud with its particles moving on the verge of a storm with great speed.  

Then a vacuum like image full of intangible movement, canceling itself out, particles of undifferentiated and unintelligible matter appearing and disappearing, giving a sense of subtle motion to this form of vacuum.  Then a wall of air forming into a face like a spout, pouting lips and blowing air.  

I also saw two giant rows of hissing cobras.  The Genie said that they were not related to him but can result from his action.  

I asked how to better control my mind and unconscious impulses, he told me that he did not know, but I could learn how by observing and understanding my inner impulses.  This could be done by paying attention to my thoughts, or to simply sit and observe external scenes and events and then notice my own behavior.  As I increase my understanding of this ‘flow’ I can increase my control and develop an ability to direct it’s current.  

Then we both flew around together in the air, swirling and leaving a spiral rainbow trail in the air behind us.  He wanted me to stay and ‘fool around,’ but I told him I had to go and record the experience.  

I found the sigil in the air, traveled through it to my astral temple; I then left the temple, returned to my physical temple and body.  Made the sign of silence.  
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There's a bit more that I would like to mention on Amprodias.
Aleph is compared with Tzaddi in Liber 231.
a   Aa'au-iao-ua'aa [a'a=Ayin ] .      .      .      .      .   :Amprodias

j     Xan-theta-asteransh-koppa-ist [sh koppa = sh, q] :Tzuflifu
Both letters in the Mercury house are swastikas.  But in the Qliphotic house, Amprodias is either serpentine or lizard-like with what seems an open mouth (or mouth agape) in graphic presentation and Tzaddi looks a bit like an Egyptian Pharoah or a clown. :-)
The Aleph swastika is spinning widershins and is to be compared to this Pharoah.  Amprodias is compared to a deosil swastika with a lightening flash in one of its quarters and the letters B, O and N in the other three quarters.  This box seems like the design on a cubed altar.  And it seems Amprodias a protoplasmic image of some primordial form of life.  As if the altar was the structure with which to house the evolution of the image.
The Pharoah then seems the evolved creature from the primordial substance and his connection with the widdershins swaskika carries an involutionary feeling for me.
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It seems next then to take the Tzaddi sigils as they are directly compared to the Aleph sigils.  And interestingly enough, the letters Aleph and Tzaddi do have a similarity in shape.  I'll put Runar's skrying in Red again, with Falorio in Blue and a former student of mine, I'll put that skrying in Green (I am using the Aleph skrying, followed by the Tzaddi work).  My comments and skrying will be in black.  [As a note, my skryings were done in '95 & '96ev]
Paul Thomas from his website, we'll put in brown.
And finally, Motta's we'll put in lavender.
 

9/22/02ev Aleph sigil in the mercury column - the bent cross looking one

I have the impression it’s a unification of the Elements fully.  I saw something like a shield, all of the Elements together like a weapon, a single directed force but also strong in patience, silence.  There was something about a rocking chair, how doing nothing seemingly can actually be doing a lot.  My second trip with this sigil was a little more involved.  The first thing I saw reminded me of the money tree flowers that my Grandma used to have in her house - a barren money looking tree on the top of a hill.  And since these trees are not literally made out of money, it’s a literal disappointment, if all you went to the top of the hill for was the money you thought would be on the money tree.  After that the memory of a debate J and I had engaged in on the myth of the guy that has to push a rock up a hill came flooding into it all.  J thought it was a fitting description for life, pointless ordeal after ordeal, but the argument was that there is a point.  And even if the point is to reach the top of a hill where there’s a fake money tree or this empty throne idea from Liber 481 does it really matter what’s at the top?  Isn’t the action and attitude the most important thing?  The letters H-A-R were spelled out for me.  I thought initially it was a phonetic "Ra" backwards, but then later in perhaps a shortened form of Harpocrates, silence, joy - the Wise Fool and not the folly fool.  The last thing I saw were the recorders from school, which I initially took as a hint that I was getting off track and thinking about work.  However, I recalled the Fool is walking along playing a flute.  That’s as far as I’ve gotten on that, but I’ll continue on soon.
 
5/24/02 - Tzaddi

I’ve been scrying the Tzaddi sigil, in Mercury, looks like a swastika and the first session brought out that old tune of "I fought the law and the law won" along with a chess piece, pawn I think.  That seemed to be an excellent description of going against the tide.  The next session involved the numbers 289, on the side of a face and something about swimming.  I added the numbers together (3+8+9) yielding 20 working out nicely into a 2 and 0.  I did also then try looking at the Hebrew letters that correspond to those numbers coming up with G, Ch and T but that didn’t make much sense.  The swimming however makes total sense as that is one of the activities on my summer agenda and that would seem to be a personal connection to the question.  I also looked for correspondences to the actual letters on the sigil, B, O and N per some of the ideas I was getting out of Grant’s book, but didn’t come up with much on that idea.  Another scrying session brought the image of an elderly hand, like a grandma, outstretching that hand and leading me to an elegant tea party with pretty teacups and classical music going on in the background.  It felt sophisticated.  I connected the tea with "T" for Tzaddi.  The last session involved seeing a vacuum like paint brush thing drawing a line followed by seeing the Statue of Liberty.  I asked the Statue about the sigil and her mouth opened roaring at first before turning into a fiber-optic flower.  The last thing was a podium with a sign-in book. The only thing written in the book was a "T".  Rather than Tzaddi my feeling was more on Tau/cross, Saturn, time and its constraints.  There’s been a lot of that around here lately. 
 

Note immediately below, Runar getting the feeling of being locked up, fortified; very Saturnine as is the ending of my former student's skrying.  But there is a contrast in my former student's skrying.  The statue of liberty holds a light against the tyranny of an emperor.  The image then requires that knowledge that "Every man and every woman is a star."
 

TZUFLIFLU

 

Chanting seems moderate.

The fall is at hand. Now out of hand.

..............

Time and time again. Nothing happens.

.....................

This working isnt gong well at all.

The spirits presence if being here at all is like a hard wall.

Yes, thats what they are, appearing to me as a resistance.

Mute, but observant and evaluating.

They are difficult here.Tthey seem very fortified and locked up.

What is really going on here?

After some time i understand it is the Kings wolf pack who is "resting" here,or rather is ready to do something.

There is an own consensus here; pack mind.

they guard their positions with the means found needed,

and the first and most obvious mean is of course the withhelding of 

information.

Which means darkness for you and light for the pack.

And now the solipsissimus is just a member of this gang.
 

Runar uses an interesting word here...not actually a word, but a foolish word depicting a fool...solipsissimus...and an obvious allusion to Aleph.  But there is very much an authoritative idea happening...Tzaddi being the Emperor Atu.
 
But he is not alone, and many other will find this place inspiring, as it provides food and wages.

But now as i recognize this den, I realize that Kinghood isnt just a Man, but particularly also these men.

It is these who make him, uphold him in loyality, because he maybe once made them.

The silent and disciplined power bureacrazy. Ready to laugh at the next single genius.

Or tear the next loony solipsissimus to shreads and food.

For know that United we stand and divided we fall.

Upon these do the King pose as the single man of undivided will.
 

Again, I can't help seeing the contrast against the star and the " royal subjects"  in an emperor's domain.

 

XAN theta ASTERANSh Koppa IST.

 

Agreement ! Truce!

In agreement we unite as well as in sex.

When the shadow copies you, your presence is real.

When the shadow follows you as a costly robe,

that is of the signs of a King.

What violence could possibly be behind the last image?

We dont know, but may guess.

There is no other and better willagent than the Emperor, he and the Star in sight.
 

The suggestion here seems to be that there is a balance between responsibility and our inherent regal nature.  The all may be for the one, but the one also has to be for the all.  Such a balance would seem rather delicate in the light of the liberty we all must have.
 

 

 

	




It demands passion and courage, fearing neither men nor gods, to establish life outside traditional male-female roles, in defiance of cultural prejudice.
 
"Transformed, the holy virgin appeared as a fluidic fire, making her beauty into a thunderbolt." Aleister Crowley, Liber 231
 

"The 28th tunnel is sentinelled by Tzuflifu, whose number is 302 and whose name should be chanted in the key of 'A' sharp . . . " Kenneth Grant, Nightside of Eden

 

The sigil of the tunnel Tzuflifu is the focus of a huge geometric spiral which represents the gaping maw of the black hole behind the star Sirius. This threshold between time and anti-time sucks us into the Gate of the Black Abyss, pitching us headlong into the wormhole that leads to Universe B from the Dayside world. Here the archaic goddess Bast, Cat-Goddess of the desert and of sexual heat, implacable goddess of ruthless feminine passion is reflected into future consciousness as an enraged hyena, holding the severed genitals of Uranus exultantly aloft for all to witness.

Upon her head this future Goddess wears the lunar crescent surmounted by a spiral disk, representing Her power to dance between the anti-worlds. Around her waist she wears the serpent which signifies that she has mastered for herself the "dawning or opening power of the phallus.@ Thus She is godless, not having need for the invention of male deity. She is Erzulie Bon Rouge -- Goddess of Love, Goddess of War, Warrior-goddess of the Amazons. Having taken back Her long-relinquished power, she wields her blade in righteous anger at the suppression and denial of the power of the Feminine.

The Shadour, foot-binding, clitoridectomy -- all cultural devices depriving the feminine of aggressive, sexual power -- these She shall avenge, as She avenges all travesties endured by the feminine spirit. Thus, She brings back the feminine power of ecstatic, orgiastic consciousness rooted in the creative joy of the body bringing life. In freeing the feminine spirit from patriarchal bonds, she restores Woman to her rightful place as independent, equal.

At the lower left stands the tripod of the Oracle, made of human skulls and leg bones and surmounted by the kali yantra, a symbol of the ultimate power of the feminine. The Erinyes, the Furies -- "those who walk in darkness" -- avenging spirits born of the blood of castrated Uranus who punish sins against the Mother fly furiously about, girt with lunar serpents, weeping tears of blood, their wings and hair as lightning bolts fraught with malignant electricity. 

Wrath is the province of the Goddess. Woe to them who live in the time when Woman recovers her rightful powers, and, too long suppressed erupts with violence at injustice suffered. For as it has been said: "The Goddess is returning, and is She ever pissed!"

MEDITATION:

The need to work with the energies of the Tunnel of Tzuflifu is signaled by the appearance of irrational, unfocussed anger erupting into blind rebellion against authority. We may encounter such things in the outer world, or within ourselves. We may encounter destructive self-abuse, as well as abuse of spouses, children, animals, abuses of the environment, and of all those things which are intimate expressions of the feminine bond with nature. There may be feelings of depression, of powerlessness, of impotence. We may see longing for old-fashioned values, virtues, and sex-roles, in "a man's world,@ where men hold power, contend and strive, and where women are defined as the "weaker sex,@ confined to hearth and home, dependent, constrained to "love, honor, and obey,@ and to "worship his grace" each Saturday night. 

Not surprisingly, this attitude is linked with false "macho,@ exhibited as bullying oppression of the weak, and linked too, with misogyny, and with celibacy, with both hatred of and fear of men. Thus in the Tunnel of Tzuflifu we encounter men who feel burdened by responsibility, and women who feel themselves weak and inferior, unable, and, unwilling to throw off their emotional slavery.

When we have successfully integrated the powers of this tunnel, we find both our independence, and our passion. We find that we are not afraid to display righteous anger at abuses of authority and power, and we find within ourselves the courage to fight against culturally institutionalized injustice. We are able to productively use our aggressive energies and passions to go after what we want. Able to stand up for ourselves, we contact the inner moral strength that enables us to establish life outside traditional sex roles, fearing neither man's nor God's retaliation at such hubris.

With the realization that women's liberation liberates men too, from sex-role bondage comes reaffirmation of the power of the feminine, comes freedom and strength to not always have to strive, compete, to be the sexual aggressor. We thus achieve the freedom to allow ourselves to be irrational, emotional, dependent, protected, soft, caring, and weak, we achieve freedom with the realization that "Every man and every woman is a star. Every number is infinite; There is no difference" (Liber AL vel Legis, I. 3, 4). 
The power of the woman and the release from servitude, not just for women but for us all is a theme in Falorio's work.  And I did not know Falorio's work when I did my skryings as also Runar did not know her work when he did his.  But Runar also carries the theme in the group (ruled over by an emperor...the "pack mind" as he calls it) and the individual...the star that we all are.
My skrying follows and what I like about it is that there is the struggle also against these two extremes, the individual and the collective with the goddess being at the center.  The woman holding the book on her chest is as the Statue of Liberty, which in my skrying I did not recognize at all and only see while preparing this post and in light of the other skryings I've included.
====
From my astral temple, I visualized Tzulifu surronding it and went through the Tzaddi door.  Started chanting 'Xan aq eran eq-iq' and visulized the sigil.  It started to spin around and zoomed away into the distance off to the left at about a 10 o'clock horizontal angle.
It cam back as a woman urged by my chanting--no wait was it over head dropping streamers which I waded thorugh.  This happened, but there seems to be no consistent chronology.
Anyway, when the woman appeared, I threw the Tzaddi at her and she grabbed it to her chest which was a book opened.  The right page was water and I couldn't really see the left page, but I thought it was air, with  steam rising from it.
"Is Tzaddi the star?" I asked.  No wait, first I wondered at this book and thought about the mixing of fire and water.  Nothing significant here.  She seemed impatient and ready to leave.
I bid her remain, whe proested that I had no reason to do so.  I said that I had a question--it took me a second to find one and then I did -- see above.
She said that it is sometimes and sometimes not; depending on the situation.  This seems less clear to me now than it did a short while ago in the vision.
I thanked her and let her return to her habitation and came back the the Tzaddi door. Then as I was comfortable, decided to remain in asana for a short bit and listened to my breath.
An. XCIX Sol in 22° Virgo 
09/15/03 ev Monday
Luna 2216 hrs.
 Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.
Showered and robed with spells and recital of VII; I. Performed XXV and V. Felt a bit clumsy when I dropped my Wand after first spiral dance. Still, I felt supreme exaltation. The Temple ‘sparkled’. A neighbor was watching baseball very loudly and this was a test: would I stop the ritual or persist? I passed. Invoked IAO then read the verse of 231 for the 17th house of the serpent. Studied briefly the sigil. In asana for 11.5 minutes. Into astral temple. XXV. Drew sigil in air – it spun clockwise like a pinwheel. Soon I was drawn into its center and was traveling headfirst very fast through a tube or tunnel. Popped out into a black space. Invoked the genii with fire pentagrams stationed in each quarter. From the column descended a flood of fire – coalescing into the Emperor Atu. My eyesight was distorted as the Emperor is in profile. He kept saying, “Be On.” Annoyed I banished this and found myself in a field. I was a ram. Beautiful scarlet sunset. Another ram near me kept urging me to eat saying, “You need nourishment.” I continued looking around through this ram’s eyes and saw a human near the tree chopping wood. I walked to him, assumed human form, and asked if he was the Genii I sought.
Genii: I am. (Genii has an accent, Irish perhaps)
Seer: How do I know?
G: Test me if you like.
S: (Handing an Atu IV) Do you know this?
G: Oh! I haven’t seen one of these in years!
I tested with Fire Pentagram.
G: I herd these sheep. If I didn’t they would all run wild. You are similar, kid; you have many sheep inside you. You must herd them together, so they all move as one, they all follow You.
I understood exactly what the genii meant.
S: I understand. Why are you chopping wood?
G: Don’t ask me why! I just do, I work and I know the herd will be ok as I work.
I understood exactly as well. I thanked him and returned home. 
 Love is the law, love under will.
Again, sheep and the herd mindset is found in Paul's theme!  There's a consistency here in all the work so far.  And interestingly enough, Motta's skrying (below) starts out with his admission of a certain difficulty in getting started, much as Runar's also did.  But unfortunately Motta seems to have accomplished very little.  Several references to volcanic activity as if the fire of Vulcan had something to do with the tempering of one's metal that is the perfection of Tiphareth.  And so we can deduce that the star that we all are, is in the place of Tiphareth.  But Motta, from his claimed position of Magister Templi seems to focus on his star cast up into the heavens and seems confused by Tiphareth.  And we can say that in claiming his Magister, there is the Emperor motif.  But I am really reading a lot into this.  Overall, his skrying seems the least impressive of the lot.
3 September 1969 e.v.
 

   About 2 am LT: Yesterday’s error discovered. He is not the Path joining Chockmah and Tiphareth; Tzaddi is. This is, as yet, unverified except negatively, by yesterday’s failure, and positively by 666’s own assertion in The Book of Thoth. Nevertheless, he gave the correspondences wrong, apparently on purpose, in several books. 
 

   About 2.10 am: Start Invocation. About 2.24 am: Finish. Very difficult. At beginning, hard to “connect”. Am rather tired now, for tried climbing. I did connect, though. Climbing under the form of a hawk (very hard to climb). Remember now: first sign of connection was rocks and flames; I was underground. There was a chimney, however, or a series of chimneys, and I started climbing. Of course, the temptation was to “see” things on several levels. Avoiding paying attention to these, assumed hawk shape, and started flying up. Very odd images: metallic: machinery. I remember now seeing a battering-ram. Went on. As I said, a lot of metal shapes; seemingly not representing anything in particular; abstract, mostly. Naturally, my own imagination kept popping in: tendency to see the Eye of Shiva, and so forth. The hawk acquired a Third Eye. At a given moment, recited B., O., and several verses of AL concerning the Will. (Used Pentagram of Fire and Hexagram of Fire several times in vision, both banishing and invoking. I banished some images- remember banishing at least twice.) At last, seemed to arrive (or rather, to see a representation of) to Chockmah: saw it as a Pyramid of grey rock. Then, passing on, among other things (lots of metallic shapes again), empty space. Ah, remember now seeing the landscape, when I first came out of the chimneys of fire, as barren and lonely- desertic. Yet, volcanic.
 

   I entered the pyramid, but it seemed to be very old, and crumbling to pieces inside. Also, totally empty. I called 666’s Name, and experienced a very odd sensation. (I think now I should have called Alalam, Imal, Tutulu. Of course He wasn’t in the tomb; He is in me, and elsewhere.)
 

   Came back, at last, kind of disappointed. But definitely, c is the Path joining 6 and 2. 
 

   2.37 am: believe will try invoking Genii now. Beginning, of course, with Geni of Dome. 
 

   About 2.47 am: Finished Inv. Geni of Dome. I do not recollect exactly the series of images that appeared (I think I am physically tired.); but I got intimations about the Nature of the Geni connected with its symbol. At last, got a beautiful Tzaddi on calling his name. Take this to mean that link was established. Will invoke c again, for banished it; mistake. 
 

   3 am: finished invoking Geni of Carcer of c. Very interesting. Started going down; got to a very curious place; like a cavern, but somehow with what looked like volcanic activity; it reminded me of some of the visual fantasies concocted in “2001”. The color, throughout, was a grayish-green. I waited, and at last my surroundings became the lining of a well. This is connected with the Hexagram that has appeared lately, about concentration and the mind (from the Yi King). Then, a television screen, then what looked like the proscenium of a theater, and at last I was back on this level. I take this to indicate that this Geni will help me to concentrate my mind. Will now anoint the Seal and close for tonight- or this morning- registering the time when I do so. 3.15 am.
[1]
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Ryan’s skrying of the Emperor Atu (Tzaddi?)

Thursday 20/10/05 e.v.
2:00pm
Showered, Robed
Prepared temple suitably for Aries
Placed 5 candles around perimeter of magick circle.  Prepared sigil for the Emperor Atu on the Scale of the serpent.  
2:40pm-4:20 pm Allergies acting up, runny nose, a bit discouraging. 
Star Ruby, felt clean,
Reguli, felt vigor and holiness.
Fire Opal invoking Aries
-Felt a general sense of irritation during this invoking ritual, 
Recited line four from Liber 231.
Dragon asana, formed my body of light, transferred my consciousness to it with ease.  
Went to astral temple, drew sigil of genii over my altar.  Then I stepped through the sigil making the sign of the enterer.  
I was immediately aware of a reddish atmosphere with dark flecks, no real details.  
I became aware of a castle on a cliff with a long winding road leading up to it.  The whole setting had an eerie quality to it.  

Comment: These colors correspond with the colors attributed to Aries, and the Emperor Atu in Liber 777.  The idea of a castle or fortress also corresponds with the Emperor.   
I saw a Jacko-lantern with fire in it, I tested this vision with the sigil and hexagram and it remained.  When traveling the path toward the castle, I noticed that it was leading over lava that surrounded it.  The castle itself was dark and indistinct, resembling a haunted house.  
Comment:

[I suspect that this ‘horror motif’ symbolizes society’s fear of the Emperor, which is any person with a strong sense of individual volition of any kind.  Hence the social fear of magick.  Our society is quite lax and seems to frown upon any form of Kingship as if it were evil.  Particularly pop-culture. ] This may also suggest my own internalized unconscious perceptions of the Emperor Atu.
I willed to see the castle more vividly, since it was blurry.  After some time it appeared grey with an olive green tint.  I passed a draw bridge and a gate.  
I then found myself in a lobby, I was summoned by a voice claiming to be that of the genii, leading me into an inner sanctuary having an empty throne.  No-one was there, or at least seen, yet I sensed a presence.  
I was tempted to quit this whole operation because I seemed to have temporarily lost all vision.  Yet I felt a presence.  After getting prepared to quit, I sensed that this was a test connected to my initiation. 

Comment: 

It may be that the Genii as the emperor here represented the invisible, silent, yet, sovereign part of soul.   
After willing very hard, without lust of result, I was able to see a figure that looked almost identical to the figure in the Emperor Atu.  He glowed orange, dressed in royal regalia.  He had a ram head on a scepter.  He had intense violent, blue eyes and a hard grim look on his face, yet he appeared calm and conveyed a sense of royalty.  I tested him with the sigil and he remained strong.  
Here is our conversation:
Genii:  I am the organizer and I am the controller of the world.  
F. 2100!: How come I couldn’t gain a good vision of you?
Genii: That was a test.  [To see how badly you wanted to see me] [You have to exercise you’re will, it’s weak.]

Comment:

The ordeal of the Nephesch had seriously hindered my strength and will power at this point of my initiation.
Genii: I am not kind, I rule and control.  I do what is proper in order to maintain my power.  You have not assumed control, you have not exerted you’re will.  
Stamp down the heathens.  You have sided with them, and I have deserted you!  You give up too easily.  God damn you and you’re folly of human love.  Take control, punish, if you will.  Use all force, all strength, and fire and steel.  You have been listening to your friends, you have been trying to be kind.  “Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.”
Give. Give always to what you perceive as your highest aim and this will benefit the people.  You must wake up to this.  You must open you’re eyes to new ideas, but never lose sight of your will, or it will crush you.  

Comment: The consensus reality of the group egregore is pulling on my perception, causing me to flounder in directing my will and doing the great work.  I must build up my aura, not only to overcome internal resistance, but also to overcome and to analyze the constant poison that is psychically fed to me through the mass mind.  Real ‘love’ and ‘sacrifice’ is devotion to that one purpose for which I am incarnated.  To do just that is the real gift to myself and human-kind.  The mass mind however, constructs an idea of love based on emotional insecurity, greed, and detrimental flattery.
Now get out of here!
[End of dialogue]
This concluded his teaching.  I exited through the sigil, returned to my astral temple, then to my physical temple.  
Entered my physical body, made sign of silence, closed temple with the Star Ruby, and banished with the 

Fire Opal.  I was distracted by what the genii had said which I found both revelatory and slightly unsettling.  
I felt a new sense of strength and will power for the next two days.  There was increased alertness and a stronger sense of conscious volition.
Hi All,
93
I've just read again, Ann's skryings as I'm forwarding them to the list on her behalf.
Upon reading them, I had forgotton how strong her work was.  Physical sensation is as much a part of her vision as other senses; auditory, et al.
Ann has the distinction of having the strongest work for both Genii.  In the Mercury House, the Journey through Tiphareth with the Sagittarian arrow and reaching Kether is almost mythical, with the Roman Soldier appearing as a major archetypal character.  And in the Qliphoth House, the insect's ordeal unto Kether addresses the resolution of opposites beyond the Supernals; yet, it speaks of the Alchemical Coagula, which is the Sagittarian Atu (Art).
AU-IAO-UA

Chanted the  name Au-iau-ua.  A large iron door was before me, with the sigil in its center.  I pushed it opened and was surrounded by intense heat and light.  I passed over me in waves.  I began to melt into the ground, oozing through the cracks of the earth and into the coolness below.  I stayed there until sunset, when the temperature was bearable.  I reformed my body and watched the sun set.  A roman solder approached.  He had a metal shield with the sigil in its center.  I showed him my pantacle.  This time I had brought my wax pantacle from my altar.  He noticed the arrow shape, then  pulled out his own arrow and shot it at the sun.  When it hit its target, there was a great deafening roar and showers of light.  I was then also transformed into a soldier, and my shield had the design of my pantacle in the center.  The soldier and I placed our shields together and the two symbols fused together into one.  It combined the symbols of the arrow  within a rectangle and the sun in the center…or is it Malkuth in the center, since it is the circle quartered?  Interestingly, I can now plot every point on the Tree onto this design., with the sun appropriately at Tiphareth and the point of the arrow on Kether.

AMPRODIAS 

I chanted the name Amprodias and I was taken to a desert, where I stood in front of a grouping of thousands of large multi colored spheres that stretched into the horizon.  They stood approximately 12 to 15 feet high. I placed my hand on the one closest to me and pushed in.  It had the consistency of jello.  I pushed my entire body into this sphere and found it hollow inside.  Everything moved rapidly, as if the whole sphere was being violently shaken.  It made me dizzy and nauseous.  I pressed through into an adjacent sphere.  This one was full of swirling water that pushed me in random directions.  I again pushed through into another sphere full of electrical energy.  It entered into my skull and my fillings began to hurt.  I decided to go downwards and perhaps escape what appeared to be an endless maze of irritating sensation.  I found that I was hanging from the ceiling of a large cave.  Below me were tall, tapered rock formations.  I flew down to what appeared to be enormous iridescent dragon fly wings set into the rock.  I landed and called for Amprodias.  A 6 foot insect, standing upright, with the same iridescent wings approached me.  I held up my pantacle and he nodded.  He explained that in order to reach him, he had set up a series of unpleasant experiences.  Many who try to reach him become disillusioned or frightened and turn back.  If they had persevered, they could have overcome their temporary discomfort and eventually would have found their way to him.  I thanked him and exited.

====
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Hi All,
93
The intensely personal nature of Ann's work also reads like a fantasy novel in the graphic vividness of her experiences.  Obtaining the ability to formulate inner contacts as consciously as it plays out for her is profoundly powerful to read.  And into the Qliphoth House, shows a parable for an Emperor, though in both houses there's also allusions to the Star; though more reminiscent.  She clearly gains command in the Mercury House as well.
XAN ERAN-I

I found myself at the mouth of a cave jutting out from the side of a mountain.  A thunderstorm was approaching.  As one thunderbolt came very close to me, I said to myself that its energy and intensity  was very much like an orgasm.  I tried to draw the storm to me and collect some of its energy into myself.  As the rain started to get me wet, I turned and entered the cave.  I followed stairs descending into the mountain.  I arrived at a large cavern, within which was a structure carved into the side of the wall.  “Very Pueblo-like”, I thought.  “Also reminds me of an Indiana Jones movie – this is silly.”  I saw no one there, so returned to the stairway.  Suddenly, it was blocked by two angels.  They had long spears that they crossed in front of me.  There was a circle of rotating light where the two spears intersected.  I turned again, and saw a much larger, but very ghost-like angel hovering above the floor.  I handed him my Pantacle.  He placed it upon his chest and it fused with his robe.  I asked him what lesson was to be learned here.  He said that I was starting the inner dialogue.  My ability to converse with beings in my work with Liber 231 was a small but crucial step towards my goal.  The interaction with this angel was very emotional for me, in a good way.     

TZUFLIFU

Chanted the name Tzuflifu.  I entered the sigil and was standing by a pond built against a stone wall.  Water cascaded down the side of the wall and into the pond.  A very old, short Oriental man approached me.  I showed him my pantacle, attached to my rope belt, and asked him what other tools would be useful when scrying.  He handed me a staff of smooth wood with a large pointed quartz crystal attached to the top.  I thanked him and took it. It pushed both ends to shorten it and put it in my pocked.  The landscape disappeared and I was standing on a point in the middle of a pink shimmery substance.  I decided to ascend and the pink substance was sticky, like cotton candy, and pulled at my hair as I traveled through it.  I emerged in a large, flat surface with curved walls.  It took me several seconds to realize that I was in a shallow bowl.  In the center appeared to be something round (“Like a pea?” I thought to myself).  I walked towards it and was horrified to see that it was the Earth.  I picked the earth up and held it in my hands.  It was warm.  I started shouting for help.  The old Oriental man reappeared.  I told him that the Earth could not survive in this bowl, that it was a living thing and had to be returned to its proper place in the heavens or it would die.  He wondered why I was so concerned.  I explained that the Earth represented potential and development and it had to be allowed the chance to realize that potential.  He smiled and said that was the point exactly.  I thanked him and left.    

====
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Hi All,
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Here's Matt's skrying of Aleph.
He got a real personal lesson from this.
And with the rushing about towards the end of the vision, I couldn't help thinking of Alice in Wonderland...and the White Rabbit that was always in a rush. :-)
93/93
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8:38p.m.

Rituals: XXV, V, Fire Opal, Location: bedroom, FB: content, Moon: 

Waning, Weather: Cold, Results: Perform with vigor. I become quite 

immersed in each ritual. I again invoke Air and Mercury for the Fire 

Opal, assuming his form in the middle of the rite. I feel 

overwhelmingly holy and peaceful afterwards as if my body were full of 

light. I take this as a good sign.

I then go into the Dragon Asana. I sit quietly in the posture for 

countless minutes clearing my head of all debris. Visions and images of 

the day's events pertrude consciousness but I banish them as they 

arise.

I then look at the Aleph sigil again and recite the 0 verse. I picture 

the sigil in front of me and something tells me to grab hold of it. I 

do so and it becomes a propellor, whisking me up into a dark 

atmosphere. Suddenly we bump into a giant jester's head. The head asks 

my business. I remember the name of the Genii and ask the jester its 

name, he says something only remotely close to the name so I banish him 

with an Aleph projectile.

I try again, this time I begin repeating the name of the Genii before 

stepping through the sigil. I wind up in the midst of another jester. 

This one is normal size, he is dancing and scurrying about hurredly. As 

I'm speaking the name it occurs to me that the name seems like a song. 

Its vowels are freeflowing into one another in a sort of hymn. The 

Genii seems pleased. I draw the sigil on a chalkboard that I conjure up 

and ask him about it. He takes the chalk from me and writes the word 

"folly" next to the sigil.

I ask him what this means. In a high-pitch, cartoonish voice he says 

that joy is not an end but a way. I am instantly reminded of the peril 

of taking myself too seriously. I say his name again and the sound of 

it turns into a song and it feels beautiful and joyous coming from my 

lips. The Genii rushes to be done with our conversation as he seems in 

a hurry to be done with all but his own wantonness.

Always unto Nuit...

This time around the intuitive feeling that I had gotten last time 

during my skrying seemed to reside a lot in the name. The name itself 

seemed to invoke a feeling of joy within me. This one, like the last 

one, came from the right set of sigils- The House of the Angels of 

Thoth...

Hi All,
93
Here's Matthew's skrying of Tzaddi.
The skrying went well insofar as I really liked the way the sigil worked as a key to the house.  But rather than showing the genii the sigil, he might have gave it to him as a sort of food, which would have tested him more intensely.  And he became disgruntled too soon; simply, all he had to do was to press the genii for more information and this would have been a perfect skrying.  It seems rather, that the genii was toying with him a bit.  By inquiring harder, he would have earned its respect.
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Nov. 2, 2006e.v.

Sol in Scorpio

Luna in Aries

7:11p.m.

Rituals: XXV,V, Fire Opal, Location: bedroom, FB: slightly anxious, 

Weather: cool, Moon: waxing, Results: All goes routinely. My space is 

cleared. A light, holy feeling accompanies Reguli. I employ the invoking 

Air hexagram during the Fire Opal. Before the closing gesture, I stand 

in the center and assume the form of Nuit. I do a short, improvised 

verse unto Her and breathe in the starry night.

I then go into the Dragon Asana with the full intention of skrying the 

Tzaddi sigil. I hold the posture for uncounted minutes and make attempts 

at astral projection. I see myself at certain junctures in different 

places. At first I'm whirling through the night sky and projecting the 

sigil upon it. I repeat the name of the Genii and wholly expect to be 

answered but somewhere deep down I feel that I'm being overzealous so I 

banish the vision and stop the attempt.

A couple more tries have the same result, I feel that overzealous 

flights of fancy are getting in the way of control of astral sight. My 

mind is racy and visions unclear. I struggle to hold any sensible 

setting or feeling astrally.

On the last attempt I see myself in front of a huge house and something 

tells me that this is the abode of the Genii I seek. I run to the door 

and again something tells me that the sigil is the key to open this 

house. I use the sigil as a key and the door opens. A huge, luminous 

figure which is unclear to my vision is set before me. It asks what I am 

there for and who I am. I tell it that I am a disciple of the Universe 

and seeker of knowledge. I show it the sigil and ask for its insight. 

The entity tells me that the sigil is a powerful realization and that I 

must be ready. It says that the sigil refers to the darkness of life 

from which the light can be seen. Only in darkness can the light by 

noticed, it says.

I become disgruntled with the vision and return to normal consciousness, 

abandoning the skrying attempt. I sit in darkness for a second and 

reflect on my seeming failure. It seems that I'm trying so hard to 

harbor result. A verse from Liber Al comes to mind: "For pure will, 

unassuaged of purpose, delivered from the lust of result, is every way 

perfect."- AL Ch. 1, Vs.44

Looking back on this, I see that I probably abandoned the attempt a bit 

too early. My patience was just too thin and vitality was not 

withstanding. Yet I do seem to doubt myself at times. In the midst I 

wonder if the things I'm seeing are not just what my conscious mind 

desires to manifest as false results. The feeling I got from the house 

in my last vision and how I was feeling my next step intuitely told me 

that it was not just a flight of fancy so to speak but by that time I 

had already tricked myself into thinking I would fail.

Hi All,
93
Here's a prior attempt by Matthew of Tzaddi.
I think on the one hand, he simply gave up too quickly. There seemed to be key elements that would've fit both Atus that Tzaddi could be attributed to. And yet, though he improved by chanting the name of the Genii, he still thinks of this as Tzaddi and not as the Genii he's seeking; no wonder he's confused. Why didn't he throw the sigil at it that he worked so diligently to memorize before he encountered the Genii?
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Rituals: XXV, V, Fire Opal, Location: bedroom, FB: exhausted, Weather: 

cool, Moon: waxing, Results: All goes routinely. I use the Air invoking 

hexagram to invoke Aquarius. I intone Yah and assume the form of Nuit. I 

see myself rise to a Macrocosmic level. I become the personification of 

the stars and night sky.

I then go into the Dragon Asana. I sit quietly for the first 8 or 9 

minutes to quiet the mind a bit. Then I project myself astrally into the 

room and walk through my home. In a room downstairs I envision a huge 

pentagram in the floor. I think of this as a gateway into a magickal 

realm. I open my eyes and review the name of the Genii for the tzaddi 

sigil. When I have it fine tuned in memory, I go back to the astral and 

forcefully push the pentagram while repeatedly intoning the genii name 

which I pronounce, Xanthasteranshiq. A pillar of light forms around me 

and I am transported to a dark space filled with stars as if in the 

night sky. Still saying the name, a huge, deep voice " What do you want 

boy?" it grumbles as if I were somehow less than it.

"The secret of the path."

In a grumbled laugh it tells me that I think the path has to do with 

death. Racking my brain, I'm not sure what is meant. The Genii laughs. 

Now I see him as 2 huge eyes and a mouth.

"You are both here and nowhere," it says. This is not making sense, I 

think. I throw a tzaddi at him but nothing happens. He repeats the above 

phrase with the same repetition that I repeated the name with. 

Bewildered and befuddled, I return.

Always unto Nuit...

Hi All,
93
Here's Matthew's first attempt at Tzaddi...he's certainly worked this one with great diligence; having skryed it several times.
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September 16, 2006e.v.       Sol in Virgo
11:54 a.m.         Luna in Cancer

 


Care Frater Apollonius,

 

   Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.

 

 Back to school and back to work.  Here is an exert from last night’s skrying session, the first since the last I sent you:
6:05 p.m. 
 Rituals: XXV, V, Fire Opal, location: bedroom, feelings before: content, weather: cool/windy, moon: waning, results: All goes routinely.  Ruby cleanses and clears.  Reguli exalts.  With the idea of skrying the Tzaddi sigil from 231, I decide to invoke Aquarius during the Fire Opal.  I sift through the Aquarius correspondances found in 777, and find Nuit as corresponding deity.  This leads naturally to my using the name Yah, attributed to Chokmah, for the intoning.  So I go through the motions of the Fire Opal only using the invoking air hexagrams and drawing the Aquarius sigil in the center while intoning Yah.  Before the closing gesture I stand in the center of my circle and vibrate Thelema.  I then imagine Nuit as Lady of the Stars and assume Her form with a strong breathe.  I close the Fire Opal and proceed to the Dragon Asana.  
 I sit in the posture for about 5 minutes just to get silenced before trying any astral vision.  I then leave the room astrally and am quickly flushed out of the house and down the street by the wind.  I land on the beach and upon looking I realize it to be a desert.  Desert, again, I think.  Why do I always come to a desert?  I then do a slashing motion and open up a gash in the air which I can rip and which leads to another place.  I pass through it and arrive at a blue surface where everything is tinged in a blue hue.  A blue skinned person/creature approaches and asks what I want.  I tell him that I’m searching for insight and he replies something that I remember reading before entering my ceremony.  I dismiss him and banish with a thrustful projectile and then surf in the air on a sort of magic-carpet Tzaddi.  I draw the 231 sigil and plant it as a flag on my vehicle.  Flying saucers approach.  I ask them what the sigil means, no reply.
 I return to my body and try again a couple of minutes later.  Same blue place.  A jeep type vehicle approaches.  “Need a ride,” the driver asks, another friendly blue face.  I accept and again dawn the sigil as my flag.  
“Who are you,” I ask 
“Here to help,” is the reply.  I ask about the sigil and again a reply from something I read earlier.  I banish everything with a forceful Tzaddi, and stand alone on the blue surface.  I draw the sigil hugely in the air and hit it.  A great voice/realization dawns, the mystery of the sigil is that the static universe stabilizes and organizes through manifestation in matter.  Static energy creates itself in matter because it must move.  Energy is in constant motion.  
 Somewhat satisfies with the answer, I return to my body.  I realize that I invoked the sphere of the Logos, the Creator, Father.  I also think of the nature of the Universe as energy.  
 I return to the astral to a different blue surface, a lighter blue.  Blue blob-like creatures approach.  I ask about the sigil.  “You already know,” they reply.   I break Asana after 15 minutes.
Always unto Nuit...

Each time I skryed I would chant the spirit's name and imagine that I am going through the sigil, or I draw it in the air with my finger.

 

Mercury house:

An old man led me inside a hut. We sat down to play chess. When I tested him, he grimaced. Then I followed a royal man on a horse through the forest to another hut. There was an old lady that when I tested her, she smiled. She was boiling fish. She explained that the fish doesn't feel the pain of the hook. I asked her about this in regards to me. She said to learn how to catch myself. I thanked her, banished and left.
Qliphoth house:

Entered a forum of Greco-Roman men in togas. I asked for the spirit by name and sigil. He was like Socrates. He said to ask questions in order to know oneself and one's habits. I thanked him, banished and left. 

93

Cammy

You did absolutely nothing with this.
Why in the first vision, didn't you ask the spirit how to catch yourself?
In the second, the spirit even bid you to ask questions and you just departed.
93
pj
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Sol 27 Gemini Luna 29 Virgo dies Saturnii An CVI en
June 19, 2010 ev 9:00pm EST

After doing Resh, the Star Ruby & Reguli and envisioning my astral
temple I pronounced the genii's name several times before tracing the
sigil in the air and opening it like a door. I felt an empty rush of
air and felt myself walking on a floor of cold concrete. I found my
physical body swaying as if keeping time with the steps. Coming to a
stop I felt someone touch my head and shoulders. Looking up as he bent
down to face me, was a man who felt familiar, like a grandfather. He
had long white hair, a white beard, and a white tunic. He carried some
sort of rod or staff, but I couldn't see the top as it seemed to
vanish into the air above. Putting the symbols before him they glowed
and faded away. We walked towards a glass window and on the other side
there was a large ocean and people fishing on the opposite shore. He
made the water rise and swirl with passion as if he were emerging from
its depths. I asked why the people were fishing and what his
water-swirling (inevitable hurricane) meant. He said they are looking
for the wrong thing, that would be their ultimate death. Ultimate
death? I asked. He said it meant "looking for something and never
finding it, because of being in the wrong place. They think they can
catch but are the wrong man to do it." - "How does one fish, then?" -
"You can yourself, and then you can see what kind of animal you really
are. Then you can go to your proper element, and everything else will
come together and fall into place." I touched the glass of the
aquarium and went through it just like plasma. The scene, the people
were all gone. I went back and asked what happened. He said I could
see them but not they me; what I had seen before was a reflection of
their fantasies and not the men themselves. They were only as real as
their fantasies. I felt this was enough, thanked the genii, banished
and returned from that passage.

93 93
Cammy
I missed a word.
 "You can *catch* yourself."
93
Cammy

Thanks, PJ!
This skrying deals with water and air elements. Air would be the
detachment that results from adhering to one's principles or
philosophy (integrity). The theme or lesson is on temperament (hence
the sea) and breaking fantasies or baseless desires. But the natural
disaster was not from some angry-god but a matter-of-course. I think
it was Israel Regardie who said, death is also an initiation.
93
Cammy

Hi Cammy,
93
Interesting work in that you captured some of the essence of the Fish-Hook. 
In terms of recent discussion on this list, I can see the ego-losers fishing 
for the "ultimate death."  The disappearing rod gives a hint of the Emperor 
Atu as determined by the Moebius Ribbon and the verse from AL:I.57 "... All 
these old letters of my Book are aright; but [tzaddi] is not the Star.  ..." 
After that, I see some personal elements that you would do well to interpret 
for yourself.
93/93
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Hi Cammy,

93

 

Very interesting, thanks for sharing.  

 

Both water and air are the movable elements, and without mastering these there can be no fixedity of the will and the fire of one's want cannot materialize into earth.  The Emperor is all about taking charge and rule, and of course he has the fiery sign of Aries in support of this.  It sounds like a very personal communication on what is needed to take seat of your own throne so to speak.  
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Ryan

93
Thanks for your comments :)
How does fire come about from being the hidden element in water? I do
not understand the alchemical process of elements evolving into
another.
93 93
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This is a tricky question since it depends on the perspective that one takes as the reference point.  I see fire as the pure energy in all things with energy being movement, change, and activity.  Fire is not created by water, and I suspect that the elements are just descriptions of phenomena more than actual things, they are simply there all of the time in potential, yet their movement due to the law of change actualizes their potential in a given space and time, or in a measure of ego experience.  All of the elements exist simultaneosly acting one upon the other in an infinite sequence.  The fire is always there, both on the quantum level of matter and it is the core of the earth itself.  So even in a great heat such as the formation of our solar system, the fire cools down, the latent earth in the fire becomes manifest as planets, the latent water separates, and rises in the air forming an atmosphere.  Fire is the initator element and it's movenent continues in all of the other elements as they manifest.  It is the unmoved mover of Aristotle the hand of 'god' and our will.  The physical manifestation of conventional fire whether the sun, or a nuclear bomb is brought about by an intesification of the spiritual fire (motion) as it occurs through the proper proportions of the other elements.  Example the fire of the sun is brought about by the motion of hellium and hydrogen atoms which produces intense heat and a self perpetuating nuclear reaction.    

 

In the microcosm we must learn to control both the wind of the mind and the emotions of the watery reflective body in-order to have the conscious use of creative fire as Will in our lives. With this the mastery of earth is but a natural side product.  

 

I think the biggest problem for aspirants is our lack of patience, we think that mastery of the earth means always getting what we want, this is impossible due to the law of polarity, we can only get what we will, which usally means accepting things that we don't want as a condition of actualizing this will.  (i.e. the use of time persistence, and appropriate action, based on conscious awareness and intellect rather than impules) Once again this can only be attained by really rectifying the air and the water within our own sphere's.  
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Tzuflifu

Tuesday, January 17, 2012ev

1:02am (finished)

I did Resh, the Star Ruby, Reguli, and the Middle Pillar. Then I meditated for 10 minutes.

As I called the genii's name I imagined the sigil as a sort of statue, then it became like a door. I opened it and it suddenly became a black shovel, and I found myself on an island. I began to dig nearby, and as the dirt drifted away there opened a hole of quicksand, and I fell in. Going through a tunnel I flew out into the open and landed in water. I formed my pantacle as a float and bumped against something hard. It was land, or rather, rock. I walked upon it and called the genii's name, envisioning myself as a warrior with a spear or lance. A bird swooped down to grab it from me, and I used my sigils to capture it. It bit me on my left arm and I let it go. Looking at the blood, it was shiny and reflected the sun. I bandaged it and moved on. Turning towards the sea, a shark emerged, walking on his tail like a person. It began slapping its fins around violently. My sigils sizzled on its skin. It would not answer if it was Tzuflifu. Finally, it laid down and became a stone which was washed away by the tides of the sea. 

I remembered having glimpsed before a sort of building, so I climbed a mountain to reach the top tower. Inside, I lit my way with torches. I came across robed and hooded women - black, red, blue, white - they made a half-circle in the room. The other half was empty, and they said I had a part in it. I told them I had to know what it was about and that I was looking for Tzuflifu. A man entered robed in black, old. He said Tzuflifu was there and he could bring him to me. Suddenly, a short monster appeared, spiked with horns. I tested it and it ran whimpering away like a dog. I decided to go with the old man instead, and we went down to a basement. There were Asian martial artists there, and then there was an old man all in white sitting. I asked him if he was Tzuflifu and he said yes. As I tested him, he took the sigils and poured them as sand into an hourglass. That's when he began to turn red and amber from bottom to top, and on his head appeared a wooden sort of antlered crown. He said,"Time is of the essence, and if you are on time, you are of the essence. But your essence is beyond time and space as 'you' are within it," while turning the hourglass over and over, holding the middle of it. I asked him about Aries and the Emperor and he said it was about spring, life, new beginnings, and reaping what you sow -  getting rid of what is dead.

He then said the building would explode and I had to go. He was going to fly out too. I thanked him and used my pantacle to fly up and out, banished and returned to my body.

Here's what I found about the symbolism therein:

"Unlike most other methods of measuring time, the hourglass concretely represents the present as being between the past and the future, and this has made it an enduring symbol of time itself.

The hourglass, sometimes with the addition of metaphorical wings, is often depicted as a symbol that human existence is fleeting, and that the "sands of time" will run out for every human life.[11] It was used thus on pirate flags, to strike fear into the hearts of the pirates' victims. In England, hourglasses were sometimes placed in coffins,[12] and they have graced gravestones for centuries. The hourglass was also used in alchemy as a symbol for hour."

In Zulu textiles they symbolise a married man, as opposed to a pair of triangles joined at the base, which symbolise a married woman.[17] Neolithic examples can be seen among Spanish cave paintings.[18]

 HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hourglass" \l "cite_note-18" \t "_blank" [19] Observers have even given the name "hourglass motif" to shapes which have more complex symmetry, such as a repeating circle and cross pattern from the Solomon Islands.[20]
Hourglass also refers to a body shape of women."

I think also The Emperor corresponds to Zeus, whose father is Kronos, Father Time, representing Eternity.
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Hi Cammy,

93

I thought it would be interesting to compare your skrying against Grant’s description this seal…

28th Path: The Emperor

Tzuflifu

Yoruban Power Zone: Odudua—in the form of a wet-nurse feeding her children

Disease: Apoplexy

Force:  Violent, spiraling heat and energy

Ordeal: Evil or Chaos emerges in its raw state

As I called the genii's name I imagined the sigil as a sort of statue, then it became like a door. I opened it and it suddenly became a black shovel, and I found myself on an island. I began to dig nearby, and as the dirt drifted away there opened a hole of quicksand, and I fell in. Going through a tunnel I flew out into the open and landed in water. I formed my pantacle as a float and bumped against something hard. It was land, or rather, rock. I walked upon it and called the genii's name, envisioning myself as a warrior with a spear or lance. A bird swooped down to grab it from me, and I used my sigils to capture it. It bit me on my left arm and I let it go. Looking at the blood, it was shiny and reflected the sun. I bandaged it and moved on. Turning towards the sea, a shark emerged, walking on his tail like a person. It began slapping its fins around violently. My sigils sizzled on its skin. It would not answer if it was Tzuflifu. Finally, it laid down and became a stone which was washed away by the tides of the sea. 

Violence and Chaos are themes here.  I tried to infer a spiraling force in the quicksand, and while that’s a bit of a reach, the consistency with the symbolism for this seal is strong enough that it becomes a debatable point.

ap·o·plex·y

noun Pathology . 

1.  stroke ( def. 6 ) . 

2.  a sudden, usually marked loss of bodily function due to rupture or occlusion of a blood vessel. 

3.  a hemorrhage into an organ cavity or tissue. 

I remembered having glimpsed before a sort of building, so I climbed a mountain to reach the top tower. Inside, I lit my way with torches. I came across robed and hooded women - black, red, blue, white - they made a half-circle in the room. 
The half-circle suggests the spiral…a recursion of this theme and showing that you’ve made it to the realm of Tzuflifu.

The other half was empty, and they said I had a part in it. I told them I had to know what it was about and that I was looking for Tzuflifu. A man entered robed in black, old. He said Tzuflifu was there and he could bring him to me. Suddenly, a short monster appeared, spiked with horns. I tested it and it ran whimpering away like a dog. I decided to go with the old man instead, and we went down to a basement. There were Asian martial artists there, and then there was an old man all in white sitting. I asked him if he was Tzuflifu and he said yes. As I tested him, he took the sigils and poured them as sand into an hourglass. That's when he began to turn red and amber from bottom to top, and on his head appeared a wooden sort of antlered crown. He said,"Time is of the essence, and if you are on time, you are of the essence. But your essence is beyond time and space as 'you' are within it," while turning the hourglass over and over, holding the middle of it. I asked him about Aries and the Emperor and he said it was about spring, life, new beginnings, and reaping what you sow -  getting rid of what is dead.
You were on top of your game at the start: The spirit started giving you what could have turned into a marvelous lesson.  His discussion on time, while pouring your sigil in the form of sand and into an hour-glass.  The idea of chaos connected with essence or the raw state of chaos that Grant notes is spot on the mark…quite good!  It’s too bad you then asked of the Emperor and Aries…and I think you may have lost its respect, which would explain its sudden departure.  You should have probed the spirit’s lesson deeper…and you should go back and seek more on this.
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Thanks for your comments!!

I have to say I was perplexed about the 'sands of time' associated with this sigil; I could not find anything about it until you posted Grant's description. It's also interesting to see that regarding correspondences the Emperor represents Mars in Aries, exalted in Sol (the blood being reflective). I'll go back and re-scry this before moving on to the next. 

93 93

Cammy

93

I was also curious about the robed/hooded women wearing different colors...here's what I found about the Emperor:

He represents the male creative energy and the reflection of it onto the organized man...the organized man being the microcosm.http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Pentagram_and_human_body_(Agrippa).jpg
The colors I've found correspond to the Chinese five elements:  http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Wuxing_en.svg 
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Cara Soror,
93
Thanks for sharing. If there's one thing I really, really enjoy reading its other peoples notes from scrying. I really wish we could all do this more often. This was the first thing I read thid morning and it was definately something that will stick with me for the rest of the day. I hope everyone has a great day!!
93,93/93
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Hi All,

93

We have extensive transcriptions on the skryings of several members in our archives.

http://www.amhr.org/?p=118
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�[1]   It is not stated in the Record whether pm or am; an inexcusable carelessness of the Recorder, of course.


�[2]    This facility varies from experimenter to experimenter; it is a function of past experience, often acquired in “past incarnations”- that is, genetic in origin. It is a fatal mistake, from the point of view of who would become an Adept, which is to say, a Balanced Initiate- to concentrate on such easy points at the expense of the uneasy, disagreeable, or “dry” ones. 


�[3]    Which means, then, that the Skrying was done at night.


�[4]    Most often, such tendencies are personal and genetic, having to do with the summation of past experiences. Sometimes, however, such Words are of more general import. We will be grateful to receive any added information on the Word NAGAOKA from readers and other researchers. 


�[5]    The reader is most earnestly warned against adopting this attitude, which is proper only to a Master of the Temple, and will mean, in all probability, utter ruin to anyone below that Grade.


�[6]    At the time, the Skryer was working on the production of a motion picture.


�[7]    This is not explicit in the Record. After calling it brother, the Skryer had allowed the mouth to swallow him. Again, experimenters are most earnestly warned against using this formula, which is proper only to M.T.’s.
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�[1]    These experiments are far from conclusive, and before the position of Tzaddi uniting Tiphareth and Chockmah is confirmed, corroboration will be necessary from other experimenters. Nor should it be forgotten that “truth” is often a matter of personal convenience, and that one person’s “truth” may be another person’s lie, or delusion. 


   The experimenter’s difficulty in achieving contact is in part explained by the position of this Path (if it is the Path uniting Tiphareth to Chockmah) relative to his position on the Tree. Being a Magister Templi, his Sphere is Binah; his human personality can receive Instruction directly from Chockmah only through Daleth the Door: whatever comes down the Path of the Emperor is but reflection, refraction and glamour (if this much!) as long as one has not achieved the Grade of Magus.


   A large amount of would-be initiates commit the mistake of trying to reach Chockmah directly from Tiphareth or directly from Chesed, instead of aiming at the Annihilation of Binah. These always fall under the spell of Mayan, and their influence in the Lower is always demoniac, that is to say, illusory. They become (quite unconsciously as a rule) the jackals of Anubis, scavengers of the dead.





