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Hi all,

 

Due to some friendly encouragement I decided to be a good sport and post some of my 231 working even though I have much to complete in regard to commentary and editing.  I also have many experiments yet to be transferred onto the word document.  

 

Enjoy; I'll do my best to keep up with any comments.

93/93

 

Ryan

Hi Ryan,
93
Thanks for this!
Yes, I'm eager to see this discussion go forward.
I've just started editing the original document I posted on the egroups page from our original conversations when Runar posted his 231 work.  You'll find comparisons w/some of mine, Linda Falorio's and Motta's work.  I may even bring in Ray Eales or Joshua Zintel's work; we'll see.
But the comparisons are proving profound.  And I'm trying to cross-compare as per the suggestion in Liber CCXXXI.
I'll welcome all correlative posts in this regard.
93/93
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Hi All,
93
I've completed a reorganization of the 231 Diary on the egroups page.  And I've put Runar's Beth next to Ryan's Beth.  Also then comes Runar's Gimel (231 has us compare Beth to Gimel); Ryan hasn't done Gimel yet, it seems.  I have no time to do more, but will eventually put mine and Paul's up as well as Motta, Florio and any other comments I can come up with.
I have to get to work now, so no more time today...But if anyone else wants to take the lead on this, feel free to do so.
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Hi Ryan,
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My mistake; Gimel's in the text.  You don't state it as Gimel, but as the Priestess Atu.

I have the document set up with the conversation and skryings mixed as they appear in our discussion.  Then I have the remainder of yours and Runar's skryings in bulk.  I'll pull from them as the conversation develops.  And I'll type mine in as the conversation unfolds.
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Runar:

Baratchial.

Again I end up spontaniously doing some strange melodramatic vibrating of the name. Quite fascinating if you ask me.

Chrash! I fall.

Everything disappears from my mind and as i lie trying to sense something in the darkness I see a very goodmooded Set wink and wave to me from a distance and then walks away.

The voice is clear and surprising. " Silence made Everything".

I sink deeper. I hear myself continue to vibrate Baratchial, but its not me anymore.

"In silence are we cast, in silence do we agree. The Foundation is here, not below".

(I understand the last sentence is due to a definition problem. This 

foundation is related to the macrocosmos, while the one of yesod is related to microcosmos)

This silence is vast and it runs deep. Its the great point and central 

mystery of this path. That this blackness and silence can be nothing or 

pure restriction. Its the Steel Arch theme again. The greatest obstacle or the free yielding path. Paradoxal, yes but nothing is Truly paradoxical. There is no difference here.

This path is a dangerous one. Here is found the unity of the Black Lodge. 

Here is their stronghold, where one could have expected it, on the 

uppermost path on the left side. Their agreement is centered around 

guarding their simple mystery. Nothing must not be found, restriction must be partial and confusing. Fog offers the cover. Chaos and mess must be produced. The truth must be doubted.

Will? This place is beyond will, there is no action here. Therefore nothing is restriction, as much as restriction is nothing, and thereby; dead easy. This is the perfect domaine of the Magician, here he is omnipotent because here is found the most willing substrate of them all. The Black Lodge will from here daily pour out their confusion in their attempts to allure some aspirant from understanding and attaining, and thereby dominate THEM.

Here, the Black Lodge keeps their Masters, and these ones do have a great attainment. They have conquered by love and have therefore their unity, but their love is not of a inclusive sort but exclusively for the companions of silence and restriction. If their love had been inclusive, they would have progressed and been forced out of darkness.

Bea'a Theta aooobitom

"I am Might, though initially powerless.

Decision is my power.

When choice is set in design in this substrate, and the design is cast, all 

power follows my course and plan - my thought.

(Aha- this place is the foundation of the smith gods and their lofty 

positions. Its not kether as could have been guessed from Ptah, but this 

path from kether to binah. Also the masons Grand Architect seems to have a 

natural place here. The theme is will in its formative aspect, that without 

force, and dictation is mode of work.)

"Its very simple. All is given by our Lady Nuit. She is nothing and got 

what you need; nothing, nothing and nothing again.

"Everything unto her...

In the understanding of her role and gifts, thou establisheth peace in thy mundane matters.

(What he says touches my ideas around attchment and detchment and I ask is this some recommendation to take a attitude of "The Lord giveth and the Lord takest")

"A word for another path. (Fortune i guess)

Here I am the Lord, ruling by the obtained access to nothingness. Love will make the difference. Restriction is melted or frozen."

Ryan

Wednesday 14/09/05 e.v. 

1:00pm prepared temple suitably for mercury.

Bathed and robed. Placed 8 candles around the perimeter of the circle while burning mercurial incense.  

Star Ruby, felt clean.

Reguli, felt invoked force.

Fire Opal, invoking mercury.  

Seated in dragon asana for 10 minutes; I could see my body of light clearly and added energy to it.  I proceeded to my astral temple and drew the sigil for the Genie of Beth, on the scale of the serpent from Liber 231.  I then recited line one from Liber 231.  I passed into the sigil like a door, making the sign of the enterer.  I was in the clouds, and then I saw a stream.  I landed close to the bank and was attacked by an entity that looked like a middle aged man.  I stabbed him with my sword and he fought me.  I drew the black cross within a scarlet circle over the entity, it immediately became paralyzed and began to fade; he disappeared completely after I drew the sigil and called out to the Genie.  Immediately my perception was filled with the image of a great Egyptian king.  This involved the image of a pharaoh with headdress and regalia, crook etc.  I drew the sigil and the image remained strong.  There was also an image similar to the old images of Christ found at archeological sites in Jerusalem.  This seemed to be more a mode of communication from the Genie since his pharaoh image remained.  

Comment: My current inference regarding the ‘attacker’ is that it is a projection of my lower ego, who tries to convince the consciousness of its sovereignty and hence deceive me into believing its dogmatic agendas are actually the force of the Magus, being the creative word of my existence.  Such a projection would attack me thus in an attempt to prevent me from moving beyond its dominion and eventually reintegrating it into a more useful position within my psyche.  I do not notice any direct Qabalistic correspondence with the immediate scenery of the vision; though I do suspect that the image of the river may lend a further insight in regard to the pure will and/or the logos of the magus Atu.  It seems that this primal creative force has the same dynamic thrust of a river being equally predictable and un-predictable due to its heterogeneous and elastic nature.  
Here is our dialogue:

F. 2100!: why the pharaoh image?

Genie: I am a King.  In you I am your true will, it is my nature that manifests your reality.  

F2100!: Why the fleeting Christ imagery? [The ancient image previously mentioned]

Genie: The true Christ concept was peace, I am true peace, though my effects may appear as war.  

Comment: It may be that the original Christ concept was that of a holy king, the divine spark liberated in matter, being both a source of peace and war.  This seems to connect with Chokmah where the aphorism ‘change is stability’ is realized at its full potential.  This concept is far removed from the christist or common Christian idea of an emasculate being averted to war and aggression. 

It is I that go, but I am the motion that is at rest.

F. 2100!: Are you the un-moved mover?

Genie: Yes, and no, so long as the sense of motion is perceived.  I am not the one that moves; I am motion.  

Comment: Again motion, or change is the only observable phenomenon that is permanent, thus change/war is stability/peace.  There is an instructive message here too; it seems that one can only find true peace by embracing change, while pacifists in resistance to war will stagnate and suffer dis-ease since they divorce themselves from the life/change causing force observed in the phenomenal universe.  

I am the un-moved mover of Aristotle [in one sense] so really I am at peace [but he is motion…so the un-moved mover is really motion itself…which goes nowhere, hence it’s peace and stability.]

Genie: It really is equilibrium of motion.  You must find this equilibrium.  

F. 2100!: How do I do this?

Genie: Balance yourself, trust yourself.  Follow your instincts, though they be not pure, you will find within a simple plan whereby the accidents distort.  

You have to learn to feel and go.  This is an intuitive sense of motion.  If you are mindful and practice over time you will come to know this truth of your motion.  

But you must follow it clear and true or else suffer Ra-hoor-khu! My motion conveys the glory of IAO in manifest form, but this form is forever unfolding.  

We then entered a type of garden to gain a vision relating to my true will, or pure will, for that matter.  

Comment: To suffer Ra-hoor-khu is for the conscious ego to oppose itself against its own unconscious forces which determine one’s experience of the infinite universe.  Thus one becomes divided against oneself, the conscious ego eventually loses, since it is a mere product of the more primal energies.  Such a division would cause the  disintegration of the person and his/her character, in a sense destroying what ever fragments of a soul he or she may have developed.  Then the ego has to eventually re-emerge and start its course of development, hopefully not to repeat the same fate.

I could see endless mountains and cool horizons…then works of art, flowers, and children in a playground.  

Genie: You must follow your instincts safely and correctly, then, your experience will augment intuitive notions of what is correct and what is not.  

Comment: I must be willing to make mistakes and temporary imbalances when tuning into my un-conscious since that is the only way to begin to learn its proper applications.

It seemed the lesson was at its conclusion.  I told the Genie that I must go.  He said this was good and gave me this word: Geepman.  He said that if I look into it, it will show his name.  

Comment: This word adds up to 184 in Hebrew gematria.  Sepher Sephiroth gives us the Hebrew equivalent meaning ancient time and eastward.  The east is associated with the element air, which is the intellect, suitable to mercury attributed to the Magus Atu.  It may be that this word alludes to the concept of a primordial form of intelligence pervading our conscious perceptions of time.  The cross sum also gives us 13, which is attributed to the 14 fold name of Chokmah in Yetzirah; Chokmah being associated with the grade of  magus in the A.’. A.’.

I passed through the sigil, into the astral temple, back into my physical temple, and then my body.  Then I made the sign of silence.  

I closed the temple with the Star Ruby and the fire opal banishing mercury.    

Hi Ryan,
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As I've read through so many of these over time, I've become more impressed with the commonality in theme, woven between layers of very different perceptions of 231.  This thread will be fascinating, to say the least.

To begin with, we can add Motta's skrying to the mix.

16 March 1970 e.v.

   0 h. Prepare to skry Path of Beth.

   0.26: begin. 0.36: end. I entered a road made of mercury; at least, it was silvery enough. A Mercury planet hung on the sky. Then I stopped to write down the time of starting, and went on. I came to a gong between two pillars, and struck it, calling Qelhma Therion. A spaceship seemed to go up after this;  I followed it with my mind’s eyes and tried to rise. Lamp very disturbing: covering my eyes (with the cowl) did not help. Then, I saw a planet below me falling away; at first I thought of 2001 (the film) as an influence, but then came to me the words in Liber VII about falling away: “farther and farther…” etc. The verses are not well remembered. Also, it came to me that Eros is the Child Mercury. No effort is necessary: I must do my will, that is all. I am in Binah; and from the dust a while ash shall be prepared by Hermes the Invisible. I tried again afterwards, for here the concentration broke: the Ego had lusted for results. I assumed Mercury’s shape at a moment; at another, saw myself with a star in my forehead. At still another moment, a Nordic shape. Odin? Then I desisted and came back. Conclusion: a small result; invoking the Genii may get me more. This is a very high plane to try to work on: the Path joins Binah to Kether. Mercury is the Messenger of the Father- nay, more than that. For Kether is beyond the Father, who is Chockmah.

17 March 1970 e.v.

   11.20 pm: Start preparations to Inv. Geni of b.

   Finish 11.39 pm; result seems to be that the Work to which I want to direct my Magickal Will in K is the establishment, or the creation of, the Child H-R-H. Which of course is correct from my position as M.T.- see the Sign of the Grade. But this in His many aspects, too. 

   At beginning of Vision I seized the Trident Wand of the Geni of the Dome of b. A darkness, a tunnel going up. A silvery planet: Mercury. I went towards it. It split, it was merely a tiny bell woven in the clothes of the Fool (with which I was also identified at beginning). Then it receded, and I perceived myself hovering over a barren landscape- Binah. Fitting, of course. Here had to interrupt to turn off fire under kettle.  Returning, hard to resume. Then I saw the figure of the Hermit. Hard to banish. Finally succeeded, and crushing it under foot I grew, a black black giant, over a tilled landscape. I began to feel exhilarated, and disliking this adored the God, R-H-K. Then it came to me that there is no God where I am. So I invoked B-A-H, and realized that Our Nuptial resulted in the Child- and then, reciting the name of the Geni 8 times, finally came to the conclusion as stated about my Magickal Will. So I came out of the Vision, and now will anoint the Seal. 

18 March 1970 e.v.

   10.52 pm: Start preparations for Vision of Geni of the Carcer of b. 

   10.45 pm (sic): begin. 11.03 pm: end. Very simple. Invoked. Went through. A way going down- and down- and down. It ended, at last, in what from afar seemed a volcanic breach leading to the earth’s core. Arriving near, I realized it was a vulva, blazing with pleasure; and inside it was the Rosy Cross, as formulated in the Book of Thoth (in the Equinox, however: just black and white). I superimposed Sign of B-A-H, then my Sigil.  It was hard to visualize the Red Circle. Seemed to succeed at last. A thought came to me to sum up the letters of the Geni’s name. Then I invoked Names (Therion, Babalon, Nuit, I think before visualizing B-A-H Sign and tracing my Sigil, etc.), then I chanted the Calls of Spirit; then I anointed the Geni’s Seal.

   Conclusion: a message from the Geni, or the result of sexual excitement? (About 9 pm, I felt like going to visit girl A.) On the whole, I think a message, or rather, a Vision of, the way this Geni will help me, or the way he functions. Anyway, I know where the Rosy Cross is, now. 

   (There follows a numerical analysis, omitted here.)

=====

I'll draw up an examination in the next post.
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Hi Ryan,
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Now, Runar in skrying both houses, gives two descriptions of the Grade and Curse of the Magus.  I do see some very potentially personal things in there for Runar.  But I wouldn't presume to be certain about any specifics.  Overall then, it still sounds very general; shall we say.  Perhaps suggesting a characterized field.

Yours is a much more personal journey; filled with instructions for your own personal development.  Yet, it's easy to infer the connections you make to the more generalized idea of the plane the Genii dwells on.  It's almost as if you and Runar came up with opposite perspectives on the same thing.

Have you followed any of the advice you were given; since skrying the Genii?
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Hi Ryan,
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Motta's skrying shows themes of Will amongst all his confusion, which is again, consistent with the nature of both Chokmah and the path of the Magus.  And for that matter, the confusion is as much The Fool; though I am curious about Motta getting hung up on the Hermit Atu.  Overall the three skryings do have consistency; yet, I'll admit that I am the one drawing these inferences.

Again, I made the sigils for the two Beth Genii into one sigil.  My skrying was as follows:

August 27, 1996ev

Mars 7:46am XCII

Sol in Virgo

Luna in Aquarius

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

Usual opening--struggled with the end of Liber VII.

Set up for Beth and went through door into blackness.  Met the image in the Thoth Atu.  He bent over to pick something upand it was a star as a diamond.  He put it in my heart as I fastened a Beth to his belt buckle.

He put a baculum formy left foot to g=rab and a cup in my left hand.  My right held a sword and I balanced myself on my right foot, which rested upon a dish.  He said there was no more he could give me at this time.

And somehow, I am contented with this experience.  I came back through the door and quit my 40-minute asana 6 minutes early.

Love is the law, love under will.

===

My thoughts on this today:

Curiously, the Adjustment Atu seems to be as much the image as the Magus Atu is shown by me holding all the altar weapons.  And yet, the balancing act sets me up like a clown (Foot Atu).  The diamond is much like the lamp of the Hermit; should I want to make a connection to the Motta skrying.  And there is the theme of the path of Beth.  The blackness also brings in the whole of the Supernal Triad thematically.

And yet, the exchange with the Genii is very personal.  I am girded with and given quite a few things, with the Genii intentionally doing so; yet describing what seems a limit to what I am capable of at the time.  The energy change at the outset of the vision, with the sigil on the belt buckle and the implantation of the diamond in my heart.  The intimation is very sacramental.  That seems like a very unique view of Beth.

Yet it's the balancing act that I am given to keep up with that is the most intriguing.  I was operating at maximum capacity.  I guess that shows one of my tendencies.
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Here’s another skrying I did of Beth that wasn’t presented in the original email thread:

Sol in Sagittarius 
Luna in Pisces
December 16, 1996ev

XCIII Luna 7:15am
  
Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law. 
I am sitting in my temple still in my asana as I write this.  Started w/XXV & V with candles lit and a head-cold.  My invocation was the  chant 'One is his number, Twain are his forces.' 
And I drew the image of Baratchial against the darkness.  Although when I started I knew not the name. 
Next I was on my disk and holding my wand with my cup floating to my right and my dagger floating to my left.  And we rose higher and higher passing images and whirlings and shrieks and howls.  And I sought the appearance of an entity.  And a big key was there?  And I made it go away.  I can't remember clearly here but something presented itself and I asked it's name -- it called itself AMPHRODIAS.  This was not acceptable and I traced a Beth to get control. 
[Now that I am keying this in I am remembering that this was the face of Baratchial--but very jelly-like and dripping in appearance.  Also, I didn't know that Amphrotias is the name of the first of the Carcer Genii.] 
Everything broke up and I now had the images of Baratchial contained within the circle that is part of the symbol for Mercury.  Although I don't now remember seeing the crescent that belongs above the circle on the symbol.  But now Mercury had a face; it was Baratchial.  And it spoke to me.  I asked for the key to initiation on this particular plane. 
It said the key is to act.  And I drew a Beth over this.  The Beth became the cross-bow as it shot an arrow that created a sun whose light grew stronger and stronger.  How Sagittarian I thought to myself. 
[Upon retrospect now I feel this reflect upon acting in the current moment] 
But still I needed to press for more and was unhappy with the Sagittarian nature of the image. 
And the image grabbed me and tried to lead me to follow it.  I refused.  And it said the secret to acting is to act without acting.  I sensed this was a form of silence in waiting for other forces to do their bidding which would then be in harmony to your own will. 
I sensed that contentment should be found in the chaos that exists before any design comes to fruition.  I sensed that I had a complete lesson.  And immediately I was back to earth. 
Love is the law, love under will. 
Hi Ryan,
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Finally, we polish this off with Linda Falorio's contribution:





The Psychonaut willfully manipulates consciousness and psyche by bioactive and other means, to see beyond the veil that separates the Worlds

The Shadow Tarot 

"The lightnings increased and the Lord Tahuti (i.e., Thoth) stood forth. The Voice came from the Silence. Then the One ran and returned."

Aleister Crowley, Liber CCXXXI

"The twelfth path or kala is attributed to the planet Mercury and its shadow masses in the form of Baratchial. The name Baratchial should be vibrated in the key of 'E', a suggestion of 'chattering' or 'tittering' accompanying the vibration, which should not be even . . . "

"This is the kala of the Sorcerers . . . who transmit the light direct from beyond Kether to Saturn via the formula of duality . . . "

"...the magical power . . . the secrets of the kalas of the void, and of that Kalinian Current which obtains in the widdershins world of anti-light . . . "

Kenneth Grant, Nightside of Eden

Excerpted from . . . 

The Shadow Tarot

© Linda Falorio, 1995, 1998

In the 12th Tunnel of Baratchial, the mocking Ape of Thoth has deposed The Magus of Power of Dayside Tarots, instinctually manipulating the Elements of Formation -- not elements of solar consciousness, but those of the Dark Sciences of the Void -- to dissolve ego, alter consciousness, and to see beyond the veil that separates the Worlds. 

The first element of Fire here takes the form of Amanita Muscaria -- "Fly Agaric" sprung from lightning, Flesh of the gods, which was a divinely given means of traveling with Them, used since ancient times by witches, sorcerers, and shamans.

The element of Water appears in the guise of Bufo Marinus, whose toxic properties -- bufo genin, bufotoxin, and bufotenine -- which are extracted by boiling in oil, are 150 times more powerful a heart stimulant than curare. This sea toad extract, known to the Chinese as "Ch'an su" -- "toad venom" -- was used as an hallucinogenic snuff by the Amazon Indians of the Upper Orinoco. Remains of this toxic substance were found at Cozumel, where the Mayan priesthood used this hallucinogen's ingestion to worship their fierce rain-god Tlaloc.

The element of Air  is represented by the Crapaud de Mer,  the "puffer fish" known for its ability to puff its body up with air. The puffer fish, also known as the blow fish, sea squab, or "fugu," yields tetrodotoxin, a deadly neurotoxin 160,000 times more potent than cocaine. This chemical has been known to create a living death, imprisoning the active and aware intelligence and consciousness in a physically unresponsive body. Prepared as the Japanese culinary delicacy sushi , it imparts to the gourmet diner the added intoxication of a (usually!) successful brush with death. The uses of the puffer fish in ritual zombification can be easily understood, and is very ancient, remains having been found in Egyptian tombs of the Ti (5th) Dynasty.

The element of Earth is imparted by a human skull and tibia shavings, both traditional ingredients of dark  preparations. The cauldron, which is the womb in which all these elements combine into a hell-broth, is of a design of the ancient Anasazi people of the American Southwest, who entered our dimensional world through the first kiva's sipapu, climbing into Time, only to mysteriously disappearing once more into the transdimensional Void.

The fifth element of Spirit  is represented by Witches and Wizards, who appear as smoke illusions born of this hellish brew. They are drawn upward by the transcosmic forces sweeping from the pathways of the Great Inane, and are sucked at last into the Void, the Ain, the Unwinking Eye that is the ultimate OBLIVION.

MEDITATION:

          Baratchial is the Tunnel of Dark Science, where witch doctors search for bioactive preparations to subtly affect the human psyche, where pharmacologists search for new drugs deep in Amazonian forests, where scientists search for new elements which may be stably combined only via the weightlessness of interstellar space, and where lies the constant search for new ways to chemically manipulate the environment and ourselves, for peace, and for war.

The need to work with the energies of Baratchial may be signaled by experiencing feelings of inordinate investment in the individual ego and its products, such as are mirrored in the idee fixeé that "Man is the Crown of Creation." Here too, we encounter those who cling to solar consciousness, being absolutely horrified at the thought of any suggestion of experimentation with altered realities, either by others or themselves. 

For in this Tunnel is power of the Psychonaut extraordinaire.   Here is the power to realize consciousness and ego as by-products of biochemistry, affected by the individual subconscious mind, affected by the collective unconscious, and affected by the animal nature, the "little self." Here we find the power to willfully manipulate consciousness through biochemical means, in order to explore unknown worlds within. In this way we seek our evolution into far unknown future selves, deliberately mutating consciousness by absorbing cosmic rays of "infinitely corroding light" into the unshielded, yielding psyche.

Danger to the undeveloped ego is Zombification into an unthinking slave of Science, of mass-culture, and mass-consciousness.

===

Comments in the next post.
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Hi Ryan,
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I have yet to add Paul Thomas' skrying:

Mercury House

An. XCIX Sol in 24°  Aquarius

02/13/04 ev 

Venus 1650 hrs.

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

Showered, etc. XXV, V, Fire Opal invoking Mercury, and Liber Israfel. Verse 1 of 231. 10 minutes in asana. Into astral temple. Framed Sigil above altar. I drop straight down into a river. I swim to the bank where sits a small cottage. There is no door, no way in. I create one and place the Sigil on it. Inside is a ragged old woman. I ask where I am. she says this is her home. I ask if she is the Genii. She says, "Oh yes, yes. Sit down I will tell you a story." I test with the Sigil and she howls and disappears. And the house disappears too. I walk into a wooded area. A great Ape dark purple approaches. I assume the winged Helmet of Hermes and fly to greet him. I test with the Sigil and He is empowered. 

414: Where are you going? (He was walking.)

B: No Where. 

414: Then why walk. (I fly up to the Genii and am sitting on the palm of his upraised hand as he walks.)

B: There is nothing else to do but Go.

414: What is the lesson of this Path?

B: Do you know your will?

414: I do not.

B: Then its pointless to give you a lesson. Your will must be unified as one. I am not speaking of the Sphinx, but rather the Word, the Logos.

414: Knowledge of that seems so far off.

B: It is, but the process of discovery is what will build you up. You must make strong your chosen vehicle of incarnation. What am I before you. 

414P: A purple ape. An intelligent ape.

B: Become that intelligent Ape. An ape is strong and mighty.

414: But you are not just an Ape, you are the Spirit of Beth. You are the all-powerful God of your Plane. 

B: And so shall your Ape be in it's own plane. Neglect not your vehicle. Concentrate on your Tasks, but always share those fruits with your body as well. 

I ask for another lesson. The ape becomes smaller, and leads me by the hand. Into a cave and he jumps into a tunnel- going straight down. I follow. At the bottom is a vast cavern. Against a wall is an old King, very close to death. He is chained to the wall. I learn that he is a spirit who is imprisoned in the center of the Earth. I understand this as a balance to the previous instruction. Indulge in the body, enjoy and exercise its functions, but be careful lest the spirit become entrapped therein. I thank both spirits and return to my physical body, which is waiting patiently in the Temple. 

Love is the law, love under will.

Qliphoth House

An. XCIX Sol in 1°  Virgo 

08/24/03 ev Sunday

Sol 1058 hrs.

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

Showered and robed with spells. XXV and V. Recitation of VII; I. Tarot invocation of IAO. Invocation of Baratchial. His name as mantra. Visualized sigil. In asana, continued the same astrally. Entered Temple. Sigil carved on Pantacle. More mantra then I found myself being gently set down on some landscape. Felt the dirt under my feet as I walked toward the forest. My shoes grew wings accelerating me forwards, reminding me of Hermes. The tree tops formed an arrow pointing to the center. I had the idea to throw the Pantacle into the forest as a Frisbee. I did and it returned with a very small gray being on top of it. It was a baby, a gargoyle, I assume. I was surprised it worked. I pulled some Beth’s from my robe and fed to the creature. It grew a little. Now I cradled it in my arm as I looked for some place to sit. A house. I knocked . A woman answered and swore that the gargoyle was her baby. I tested with a Beth and she crumbled. The house became a prison. Baratchial, now older from eating the Beth’s, used His sigil, to banish the prison. It became a golden castle. We were seated upon the throne. I ask, “Where is this place?” He laughed saying that it is within me. I asked the meaning of the path f Beth. He said the will is one, and must move forward. Some beings approached very angrily, I banished with  “APO PANTOS KAKADAIMONOS” we were back in the forest. I held Baratchial and asked again for information. He said the will starts small but will grow. Just as he was fed and grew, so will the will. I asked his age- he said he has no age- he is born lives, dies, and is born again. He said the will is the same way. “But the will is one?”

Baratchial: True, but what grows eventually dies. It will grow stronger with the right food. What you possess is in you. You must learn how to give it. 

Seer: So the will is in me, and I must let it out?

B: Exactly, you see that castle? There lives the king, his will would never be known or be worth anything unless I was here to move it. 

B: Be careful of illusion. Though your will comes from you, illusion can hide it and change it.

S: Is that the message of the Qliphoth?

B: Yes, you can live in the illusion of your will. Beware.

I thanked him for his time. He said ‘no problem’ as he has much time. That is his job, he’s a messenger. Baratchial was very happy and playful. Always smiling. He vanishes after I give permission to depart. I create the sigil of earth and return to astral temple. Reabsorb and awake.

 Love is the law, love under will. 

===

Your added comments on all of these would be great.
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Hi Ryan,

93

Reading Falorio's interpretation of the tunnel with my skrying brings up an interesting corollary.  As I was balancing all the altar weapons, we read in Falorio:

"In the 12th Tunnel of Baratchial, the mocking Ape of Thoth has deposed The Magus of Power of Dayside Tarots, instinctually manipulating the Elements of Formation -- not elements of solar consciousness, but those of the Dark Sciences of the Void -- to dissolve ego, alter consciousness, and to see beyond the veil that separates the Worlds."

And as my later career would develop through the biological writings I've incorporated into the GCL documents, it's interesting to read this in Falorio:

"Baratchial is the Tunnel of Dark Science, where witch doctors search for bioactive preparations to subtly affect the human psyche, where pharmacologists search for new drugs deep in Amazonian forests, where scientists search for new elements which may be stably combined only via the weightlessness of interstellar space, and where lies the constant search for new ways to chemically manipulate the environment and ourselves, for peace, and for war."
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Hi Ryan,
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Like you, Paul Thomas draws very personal lessons from Beth and the Mercury skrying.  But he captures here really, the themes of Beth and the Grade of Magus.  The personal lessons have very impersonal or general themes.

The illusion of the will is discussed in the Qliphotic house, which seems to me an intimation of the Mystery of the Grade of Ipsissimus; Not-Self is Self.  The Qabalistic correspondence is there, but from Paul's coordinates in contrast with each of us having our own coordinates by which to view this path.

Now all that's left is to compare this all with Gimel from the same skyers.
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Hi All,
93
The next Genii to examine are those of Gimel, which 231 directs us to compare to the Beth sigils.  Note that in both houses, the sigils almost look like the crests that would be put on shields (and for both letters).  Swords, the Vesica Piscis and even lunar crescents are distributed throughout, with the exception of the Gimel sigil in the Mercury house.  This house seems to have two shields and a Vesica Piscis on its side.  The Gimel sigil in the Qliphotic house almost even looks like a face.  The swords in the Beth sigil in the Qliphotic house are bent.  I'll add my own skrying of this into the mix at this point:
Sol in Virgo
Luna in Sagittarius
August 23, 1996ev
XCII Venus 9:48am
Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.
Talk about turning a bad experience into good!  After the usual opening and temple creation, I go through the Gimel door and I'm adrift in a sea of stars and I feel lost and directionless. I use my talisman like both a shield and a weapon and I start whilrling.  I get a glimpse of a building and little invisible people or beings hiding.  They're smirking and I cry NUIT.  They go away.
There is this green woman again and I figure its Babalon and I touch her with the talisman and she dissappears.  There is a field of stars again dripping dew that I drink a drop of.
My left leg is killing me and I adjust my asana but hold to this nothing vision almost ready to give up out of disgust.  Then I formulate the sigil of the moon and go through it. I'm carried into whiteness like clouds or mashed potatos (chuckle).
I behold an all-white woman and I give her the talkisman--I am where I want to be and we set awhile.
[I am losing memory of this experience OUCH]
She offerred me something which I took and we spoke--Oh, she said soemthign like what she was giving me was the light that was written even though I was shrouded in darkness.  As I thanked her, my 40 minute timer went off  and I backed out both the lunar sigil and the Gimel door.
Love is the law, love under will.
===
Reading this today for the first time in a long time, I'm struck by the presence of the sword and shield; just like in the sigils and which I'm sure I made no special note of at the time.
93/39
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Runar:

Gargophias

I fall.

I am in a cube which isnt shining. Its more like a bitter piece of 

charcoal. Still this current doesnt feel repulsive as the former, it seems pleasant.

Some time passes, and I then see a light. Its a field of light, no it 

wasnt, its just some carpet strung up somewhere and the Moon reflects 

itself upon this.

So what is the clue here?

None. All is reflections and vanity. There is nothing to hold on to. 

Illusions abound. The only thing left what matters is hope. And its strong here. It even feels good. But in the face of the impossible what use can we have of hope then?

Hope lasts here, and endures forever or so it seems. Here waiting is the virtue, waiting for the unexpected renewal of the illusion, that it might seem true again. The current unfolds and becomes very pleasant and sweet. 

Balanced and modest. Golden moonlight. Love goes unto the self. The self is the only reliable here in this world of illusion. Whatever happens, be it true or not, the self is the one that will experience it.

Gargophias: I am not her sister, but I know her well. Yes- I provide 

comfort unto the sustainers. Of course thou can stay here. I will provide manners and methods."

I wasnt aware of this place. Its like a recreationcenter for the elderly. 

Its the safe comfort zone, the shelter that promises forever. I notice the current is static. Meaning dead. But what comfort. This is no strange drug, its dope.

Git omega nosap phi omeg allois

I awake as my body feeling returns and I notice that I didnt notice any 

kind of numbness while under the influence of Gargophias. But numb and 

insensitive I was. I now feel myself to be something which changes but 

still have a constant somewhere, somehow.

I greet the Priestess by her sign. Ascension, descension, alive and hot, I feel so capable, so alert, knowing futility is beyond and below everything. 

Still, an illusion can be experienced, a piece of art doesnt cease to 

matter though it rightly can be said to be untrue. In the dance of Maya we also find will, and the dance gets suddenly very exciting so keep on 

dancing. We will need an illusionary light to look at the illusionary world so therefore enkindle it.

The Priestess is strangely alive. Here is no hope. But a lot of wonder. She is actually very curious.

Suddenly she bursts out in a single blazing gesture, a simoustanely 

banishing/invoking gesture aimed at the secret self, the one that is none indeed.

She returns with the smile of gnosis.

Hi All,
93
In the Gimel skrying I feel directionless and in a sea of stars.  This has an interesting contrast with Runar's skyring.  He experiences illusion, vanity and hope in a cube of charcoal.  I am reminded of a Patti Smith poem:
konya the shepherd

(for lenny kaye)

 

by Patti Smith

 

this is the story of konya the shepherd. the land was parched and dry and throats of the women were dry and folding. the sheep had long ince been slaughtered and no lamb had escaped ritual. none, that is, save shamsa the black.  the people had given up the will to dream their desire for prayer and even the need for visitation. only the arched necks of scourged believers, the pop eyes of the lookout station and the ancient holy men insuspension remained. relics. that was all.

 

but the radiant thythum of change...potential change...the reign of words that whetted the palates and plates of man...the charge of light that electrified sky and eye...days and nights that made the earth moist and caressed the mouths of flowers...dew on the lips of creation...the expectant pouts of wet and static children...all were going...leterally gone.

 

there was nothing. nothing save konya the shepherd. resting his head against a stone and gazing at the crisp dry sky. black and white--a spray of diamonds on a sheet of carbon. sometimes the soft dust would cover him and he'd awake covered over with layers of black mist. travelers who passed would laugh and say that he had been kissed by shmsa the black. shamsa--the only survivor of the great flood of prayers that induced the great myth and the bloodbath of the lamb.

 

the bells toled and the world turned. he was no longer the shepherd. he was konya the amateur astroner--the watcher. the guardian of night. he had been kissed by shamsa the black and so he was kissing the sky. night after night. star upon star. night of planetary harmonics. might of perpetual change. each night each night. soon the night was wet with kisses. soon there was a storm brewing and the rain was also soon in coming.

 

there things were springing. the flock. the songs of women and the porayters. tehy sang not of the bad season but of konya--the sky kisser--the spook sheep. soon the harvests would come. they soon would be threshing and weaving the prayer mats. soon the lambs would be fat and the stones of ritual cut.

 

the bells tolled and the world runed. kony the boy aimed arrows into the sun. konya the boy shot arrows into the profile of a butterfly poised on the nose of a stalk.
The fear of directionlessness (not that I can recall being afraid in my skrying) is met with the hope, despite the illusion in Runar's skrying.
Ryan, your skrying has the fear in it and exceeds mine and Runar's in determining more the nature of the Abyss.  I particularly liked the white light that was the Priestess hidden form; like the white light people have reported on the death experience.
Also, I meant to note in my previous point, it is interesting that there is a trident present in the Genii symbol of Beth in the Mercury house.  Read the GCL document (in the Breviary) Liber 131 vel Tridens.
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Monday 26/09/05 e.v.

8:40pm

Bathed and prepared temple to invoke the moon.  I used nine candles around the perimeter of the circle.  Burned lunar incense and listened to the Tori Amous song titled “Bells for her” for its lunar quality.  

9:20pm-11:00pm

Star Ruby, felt clean.

Reguli, felt invoked force.  I was sweating.

Note: for some strange reason a part of me was frightened by a strong sense of a presence in the room.  I felt as if I could see shadows or motion in the air.  My irrationality would imagine some monstrosity waiting to consume my flesh outside the circle.  I am rather embarrassed at this since I have never been aware of such irrational fear at this point in my life.  

Comment: In retrospect this seems analogous to the ideas of the abyss which serve to threaten the ego’s sense of permanence.  The Priestess Atu crosses the abyss connecting Keter with Tiphareth.  This card is also connected with the moon, dealing the ideas of irrationality, instinct, and intuition.  It seems that I may have also experienced the dark side of this moon which can manifest as the voice of Choronzon, the demon who guards the abyss waiting to tear the aspirant limb from limb.  

I was determined despite all of this and summoned my best to continue on, shutting out all fear and concentrating on the sigils, signs, and words of power.  

Performed the Fire Opal, invoking the moon.

Seated in dragon asana, formed body of light.  Traveled to astral temple.  

Here I drew the sigil for the genii belonging to the Priestess Atu on the scale of the serpent.  

I recited the appropriate passage from Liber 231.  

I entered the sigil easily using the sign of the enterer.  I immediately found myself in a bright whitish, ‘heavenly realm’. Everything was misty oyster in color, having a mother of pearl appearance.  My surroundings were ethereal in quality.  

Comment: Both pearl and the white tincture are associated with this path in 777.  

I saw a flamingo, it said that I was in the right place, that it was not the genii but one of his/her creatures.  

I drew the sigil and called the genii and saw the most abstractly beautiful woman appear in a silver robe.  She seemed to be made out of mist.  I drew the moon hexagram, along with the sigil; her image remained firm.  

Comment: The image of the woman corresponds with the image of the priestess Atu, while the silver color is associated with the moon which rules this path.  

Strangely enough however, her features would disappear revealing a dark emptiness; a type of void surrounded by the silver robe.  I asked her to show her features, she would show them and they would immediately disappear.  

Comment: The darkness seems to depict the mystery that is beyond finite phenomenon and thus beyond the finite perceptions of the conscious ego and the rational mind. 

Her form resembled the general image of the Priestess Atu.  

Here is our dialogue:

F. 2100!: Why do you veil your beauty?

Genii: Because I am the perfection that has no form.  This is where the way is known.  This is the path to wisdom.

F. 2100! Show me a sign that represents your nature.

  [She showed me the number 93]

Comment: The number 93 is connected with Agape and Thelema, spiritual love and will.  This also indicates the communication of the ineffable in accordance with the 93 current set out in Liber Al vel Legis.

Genii: This is the sign of love, the union of opposites.

I am utter unity and light…But I am also silence and darkness.  To worship me (to understand me) thou must submit to silence in utter darkness and I will show you the way.  I am the silence of eternity that will lead you to all.  

Frater 2100!: Could I have a vision?

[She opened a portion of her robe/veil revealing a portion of the inside, this revealed a strange light like a sun inside the yellow part of a rose, it was burning me and consuming me, destroying me with utter ecstasy.  I cannot describe it.  I was consumed in a hot white fire, yet this fire was nothing, but black space, containing all the worlds and all the times.  It shined with a strange light that is hidden in the darkness and it appeared as darkness, bright darkness. 

Comment: It seems that the mystery of the infinite communicated by the priestess, must contain its own contradictions.  

Brighter than all the suns, yet somehow it was the sun of all suns.  

A secret lying behind or within the sun and it is also the secret of woman; for she bears the force of life, creating and destroying all. 

She only revealed a part.  If she revealed her secret fully, I would have been slain.  

This vision concluded our meeting, I said goodbye, and thanks for the vision.  I then drew the sigil, exited, returning to my astral temple, then my physical temple and body.  I made the sign of silence.

Note: The Genii also gave me this word for future invocations: Gargioni.  

Comment: This word adds up to 347, which is equated to the Hebrew word meaning a bridal bed and a nuptial chariot.  The word bridal bed suggests vulnerability and receptivity to the experience of the infinite by the finite subject.  The nuptial chariot, is also significant, since the Chariot Atu is associated with the zodiac sign cancer and the moon.  It seems that the genii is communicating an idea of perfect receptivity and thus gnosis of the absolute. 

I closed with the Star Ruby and used the fire Opal to banish the lunar forces.  

Note: Today I had a burst of inspiration leading me to write a brief outline of a thelemic metapysics, explaining the problems of consciousness, relativism, realism, self and the absolute.  This framework may be a skeleton key for a future work.  

Hi PJ,

93

Your enthusiasm here is appreciated.  I am very

excited about these comparisons.  I gusee I'd better

get my ass moving, finish my scryings and finish

transcribing about 15-20 journal entries!
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Hi PJ,

Yes, In away I was scrying the Atu's.  Actually, I

would pass through the sigil of the Genii, yet much

imagery was connected with the Atu's.  

And there is a definate difference from directly

skrying the Genii's par invocation.  You will see this

once I transcrible my latest qliphoth workings.  On

some of these workings I use the Genii's name as a

mantra, which seems to produce effects similar to an

invocation as opposed to mere scrying.  In some of

these I am overcome and seized by foreign states of

consciousness, very bizare visions, and awareness. 

Ironically such is analogous to Runar's descriptions

which are definately more from an invocation's

perspective. 

Most of these visions, as posted are more of binary

character involving astral dialogue as opposed to

bizarre altered states produced by invocation proper. 

The funny thing is I could really see the difference

when meditating on the names of the Genii.  
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Hi All,
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Looking at Falorio's Gimel, we get the following:
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By the image generating power of the backbrain the World is dreamed into existence; thus we as artists create our own "preferred realities."
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"Now hath Nuit veiled herself, that she may open the gate of her sister."
Aleister Crowley, Liber CCXXXI
"The Thirteenth path is charged with the lunar kala. The name of its shadow-guardian is Gargophias which should be vibrated or 'howled' in regular repetitions in the key of 'G' sharp. (Note 1: The liquid nature of this entity suggests that the evocation be accompanied by some stringed instrument such as the vine, the zither or harp.)..."
"The sigil of Gargophias shows an upright sword, with an eye each side of the blade, set over an egg and crescent. The sword is typical of the Woman as the first cutter in two . . . The two eyes represent the dual lunation, with emphasis on the periodic eclipse . . . " 
Kenneth Grant, Nightside of Eden  
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excerpted from . . . he Shadow Tarot  
© Linda Falorio, 1995, 1998 
          Squatting on the sigil of Gargophias is the goddess Hekt, frog-glyph of extraterrestrial invaders from the Waters of Space in the vicinity of the Pleiades . These may be understood asrepresentative of  amphibious atavisms that enter our dimension from the portal of the backbrain/ cerebellum. They are the Voltigeurs, the Leapers who traverse strange states of consciousness obtaining in the inverted dimensions on the backside of the Tree of Life.
This 13th Tunnel is that of Not, Naught, the Great Negative, LA, Lilith, Lady of Night. It is the Tunnel of Sevekh, Kefekh, Khepsh of the Seven Stars. Here, She is depicted as Egyptian Ur-Hekau, Mighty One of Enchantments, gesturing to Her attendant Stars that mark the Stellar Gate into the Earth-web. Her power is of a particularly Feminine type of creation -- parthenogenesis, self-fertilization -- such as has been recorded in the earliest divine myths.
By the image-generating power of the back-brain, webs of dreams are spun from the miasma of the lunar flux which gushes from Her, spawning Lemurian horrors, spawning teratomas arising from that stratum of pre-human consciousness that stretched long ages before the epoch of Atlantis. Patiently, passively, apparitions build, as a pearl grows bathed in successive layers of the nacre. Thus World is dreamed into existence by the Ancient One who slumbers in the deeps of unknown Space.
Yet the Feminine knows that not all that lives has the right to continued life. This is the cruelty, the horror of existence, its ultimate irrationality, that the prerogative of the Goddess is culling. She reserves the right to kill Her offspring, to weed out the undesirable, those She finds somehow unfit for life. She cares not for our complaints, nor for solar concepts of "justice," but bids us to laugh with Her at the irrational joy of mere existence, and to delight with Her in the Maya dance of dream illusions, that together She, and we, have spun.EDITATION:
            The need for working with the energies of Gargophias may be signaled by our experiencing in ourselves, or encountering in others, feelings and expressions of reverence for "life" for its own sake, without regard to use, form, function, Will, or desire. We may encounter an overly masculine, yang,  aggressive orientation to action on  the world, or, we may find that we, and others somehow find the ability to believe in the collective Dream as objective Reality. Sadly, there may be an accompanying inability to dream, or, the breakthrough of uncontrollable nightmares. One may experience lack of visual imagination, a lack of poetry, idealism, and romance in one's life. There may be a sense of general creative drought that signals a lack of connection to the world of Spirit,  and that leads to a lack of ideals, a lack of hope and vision of the future.
Yet in the tunnel of Gargophias is the power of the Feminine, bringing us to God. Here is the non-reflective power of movement in dreams, the power of clairvoyance, and contact with Spirit Helpers. Here is the instinctive power of the artist to fashion living souls from the substance of their own ectoplasm. Magick is exuded from the inner core, abundant creativity up-wells from an inexhaustible inner Source.   Here too, is 21st Century science: space-migration, genetic engineering, tinkering with the archetypal blueprints of life's proliferation.  And here is the attendant possibility of spawning Frankenstein horrors based upon mutation of the DNA, those terrifying mutations of past and future selves, non-viable evolutionary dead-ends, such as the Nephilim wrought questing to create perfect worker-servants of the gods.
Danger and delight lie in the compelling temptation to turn one's back upon the "objective" world, to become forever lost in a forest of alluring, solitary fantasy, pulled to dissolution in the waters of deep space, higher, higher, into the Void of the Absolute.

Again, Falorio is only concerned with the nightside of the Tree.  And she focuses in on the horror and darkness of the Moon.  This is where the consistency lies.  But again, Falorio is not looking to transmit her own personal experience as much as she's trying to convey the general nature of the sigil.  She also finds this to convey the shamanistic and/or apocalyptic ability to perceive God.  And I should make note here, per the GCL teaching, apocalypses are written descriptions of traveling to the spirit vision.  So indeed, these 231 skryings are all apocalypses.
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Motta's skrying of Gimel actually proves to be quite interesting:
Motta:

Sunday, August 31, 1969 e.v.

   About 0.15 am LT: Start preparations to invoke Path of Gimel. 

   0.17 am: Start. About 0.27 am: finish. Seemed “easy” to get into Vision. Said ABRAHADABRA 11 times, and Banishings; then, invoked and went into darkness bathed by moonlight. The Source seemed to be the S.S.. I climbed onto it, passing Strength, the Abyss (by momentum) and Daleth (green horizontal bar!). Dwelt in an Empty Place; forms of Osiris Risen and of Set. The thought (thoughts!) came: Osiris Risen functions as Set. (Now comes to me SET= 60+5+9=70+4=7+4=11= Devil+ Empress.)
 Passed on, and it was the Starry Night; and the verse from Liber VII came unto me: “A great night, and scarce fires therein (the stars), but freedom”, etc.. Then I bethought myself of the problems of the Personality, or- I don’t know what to call it- the Instrument? The Incarnated Ego? None of these expressions suffices anymore. Neither does simply Mark Motta, or Scribe; for it is all these, but more than these. What is it? No matter; whatever it is, it has problems, and will now try to further their solution (solution= dissolution. Complexes, etc.) by invoking the Genii.

   Coming back was easy. Note: the difficulty in describing what was down here seems to indicate that all the lower are now a little bit initiated.

   About 0.40 am: Start Inv. Geni of Dome of Gimel. About 0.55 am: Finish. At start, a black knight with a red grinning mouth which turned out to be the moon (or course). It (the knight) split me in the middle with his sword. I smiled. Then I assumed several paraments: the first one, interesting, had a sign like this [black symbol of Luna, turned so it curves upwards] on forehead. Also remember one of glittering jewels, moonlit. Then I bethought myself these were blinds (I remember now I traced Water Pentagram and Water Hexagram at the knight, trying for union, before those figures.) So I banished and invoked again. A castle, or tower, with symbol above. The symbol seemed to be a cross; I broke it into pieces and replaced it by an Inverted Invoking Pentagram of Water. I am ashamed to write that I don’t remember what happened next (It was important, though!).
 At the end, banished Path of Gimel, forgetting I had the Sigil on my crown; it fell out of the Circle (straw carpet) on the floor, face down. Bad Break. I picked it up and reinvoked Gimel. Will now anoint the Sigil.

   About 1.15 am LT: finished Inv. Of Geni of Carcer of Gimel; for shame, did not record start. Invoking, saw a cauldron, at first with Hecate behind; but this was imagination, not part of the Vision: the cauldron was alone. Then the cauldron dropped down, down, down, became very small; I was very far above looking down. Then, a dark crag opening like this: [two parallel lines arching as a rainbow, with rungs like a ladder]. A sort of arch. And a grayish pearly mist in the midst, like mucus from a sick (?) vulva. (Not maybe just a lubricating vulva?) Then I fell, deliberately, into this “Abyss”, and the words from LXV came unto me: “into the darkly splendid Abodes”, etc.. And then I was inside the cauldron, and this sign (which I think I had tried to trace before, right at the beginning, when I caught union with the cauldron) appeared: [black equal-armed cross surmounted by a black equilateral triangle].

   Then I called the Name of the Geni, asking for help in the lower one; and suddenly I was dressed as the High Priestess, looking down, and the words from VII came unto me: “I am she that (who?) should come, the Virgin of all men”. And I seemed to remember that the only time I really formed the Elixir, the (this part is deleted).

   Then I called the Geni for help in the work in the Plane of Manifestation (10th or 9th), and suddenly I was a black triangle (pyramid?) or rock, totally opaque. So, I was right: the circle is “closed” down here, shut tight; but there is a Key missing, since it is open up there. So I called the Geni for help in the Work of the 9th (for it is the 9th that works on the 10th, which is really just an appendage to the Tree); and then for work in Tiphareth, and then for work in all the Ten. 

   So, it seems I am right: I must keep the Circle tightly closed down here. But the Key of any woman being a help? 

   It seems to occur to me now:
 the Circle is the Female; down here, shut tight; up there, open completely; and for the work of the Phallus- which is the Work I must do down here (the Black Triangle of Rock!) any circle- outside, of course- will do. But I must avoid any interference from other “men”- intruding Personal Wills. 

   Will now anoint the Seal. What is meant is: it does not matter how dirty the Circle is, provided it is its own dirt.

   Finished all about 1.40 am LT.

On reading, he becomes concerned with the Abyss and the Elixir; the orgasm being the little death or mini-Abyss.  I am reminded again of the GCL document, Liber 131 vel Tridens, but also, the GCL document, The Formula of ON.  Motta actually deletes the meat of his idea on the elixir, purposely in the publication.  Whoever would have access to his archives (probably Mr. Stone in Wash. D.C.) would be able to restore this as it would be the only part of new Gnosis in the work.

But I note he is drawn into the Abyss and into Tiphareth as well.  But he is confused in the body of his Ruach.  Perhaps here, we can draw the inference that he had a split personality with his lower "manas" being quite disorganized.  His stumblings in the skrying seem to portray this as well.  But Gimel does seem well connected to the sexual mystery of the Priestess.
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Paul Thomas' skyring of Gimel in the Mercury house is quite reminiscent of Motta's skrying.
He seems to touch on the same thing, but again, from a different perspective from that of Motta:
Paul Thomas (Gimel, Mercury House):

An. XCIX Sol in 24°  Aquarius

02/13/04 ev 

Venus 0651 hrs.

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

Showered, etc. as usual. XXV, V, Fire Opal for Luna. Verse 2 of 231. Asana for 13 minutes. Into astral temple. Framed Sigil of the Genii as a button above altar and pushed. A great wind came and swept away the Temple revealing a harsh desert. I see a camel in the distance. I approach and mount. we travel briefly. I see a crescent moon in the sky. I shoot an arrow from my Bow and the Moon falls the Earth. I go to it and remove the arrow. Moon greets me happily and says, Good Morning. I ask if it is the Genii. Moon says no but it can take me to Her. I pick Moon up and am about to mount Camel. Moon says there is an easier way. Moon becomes a small sailing ship. We take off and head for the actual moon. Moon says to me that he/she (Moon was a-sexual) is a decoy of sorts for Luna for people who like to shoot Her with Arrows. (Moon was teasing with this comment). We land on Luna and I see a stone castle. Moon says the Genii is there. I run towards the castle, but it does not get any closer. I am annoyed and ask Moon what is going on. Moon says the Genii is in the castle, but no one ever said I have to go there to meet Her. U understood and say down on the moon dust in asana. I close my eyes. I open them and I am in a dream. Clouds and purple haze are about me. I call to the Genii. She appears as the Genii from "I Dream of Genii". I ask about the camel and the Moon. She replies not to be concerned with those symbols. 

G: My Sigil is the only one of importance here. It represents the male and the female interacting to produce life. But above is a veil, beyond that am I, who reconciles the duality into a unity. Beyond me is Nothing- Nuit. You could say that I am the Spirit of Manifestation of the Earth and Her Life. 

In this way she resembled Babalon as being the Earth Goddess. When asked why the Moon is her symbol, she replies that Her nature is Dreams, uniting Conscious with Unconscious. In this sense she is not Babalon, but it is reminiscent of an aspect of Her. The Genii explains that most people are more whole in when they dream, because its only then that they unite with elements from the Unconscious. She instructs for me to take control of my dreams and use them to invoke Gods and Goddesses, evoke spirits and to travel in the astral. With the lesson over, she becomes seductive. We dance together very erotic in space. I thank Her and pinch myself to awake from my dream. I board Moon who takes me back to Camel, who takes me back to the Door to Assiah. The outfit of the Genii was Orange, which is the astral compliment of the Color Blue, the color of Gimel. 

Love is the law, love under will.

Also reminiscent here is the Wake World, where we are taught that all of the work is done in the astral.  This of course, is the Ruach.  And perhaps we can deduce from this that Motta's problem was that he had no real control over his Ruach; that his perspective had to come from above, the only place where he was whole.  So there are two planes of wholeness shown in these two skryings.  Motta of couse, and not unlike my skryings, takes both houses into the skrying; different from most others that do each house separately.
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Hi All,
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Paul Thomas skyring of the Qliphoth house deals with the veil and I almost get a sense of entrapment and loneliness in the Abyss.  Certainly, there is the nature of mystery and that nature is the enemy of truth...a very interesting skrying here:
Paul Thomas (Qliphoth House)

An. C Sol in 9° Aries
03/29/04 ev Monday

Luna 1915 hrs.

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

Showered and robed with Spells. XXV, V, Greater Fire Opal invoking Luna. Verse 2 of 231. 4.5 minutes in asana. The sigil of GARGOPHIAS appeared before me. I was in a dark landscape, and open terrain of dirt. It was night. I looked down and was standing on a black circle. the circle shot out of the ground as a rod, with me standing on top. Very high did I rise. Into a blackness. Suddenly the stars and constellations all turn on as if by a light switch. The sigil appears above and in front. In an airy voice it asks, "Who are you?". I give my identification as 414, Neophyte of the A.'.A.'., with Grade Sign. I improvise an invocation to the genii. The black rod becomes a snake and takes my right leg into its mouth. I touch it with a Gimel and it recedes. I float in space and invoke again. The dome of the sky turns solid blue, as if painted on. I try to go beyond the blue but I cannot, I am enclosed here. A ghastly spirit attacks, I banish with the Sigil and a Luna. I look down and see a vast black abyss. I dive downwards past flaming creatures. Someone grabs my right arm and pulls me into a crescent-shaped boat. A figure, dark clothing, white face with odd tentacles flailing from the face. He asks why I want to go down there. 

414: To explore.

G: But you may never be able to climb back out. You might not know how. (pun)

414: Are you the genii I seek?

G: No, I am not. 

I begin to leave then realize it is a test. I give the spirit the Sigil of Gargophias and he delights. As he rows this canoe, he explains that this place is not all that is [or is not], but a veil. I learn that Nuit veils Herself to reveal Isis (or Babalon). All that we perceive is a veil of Nuit, take way those, and Nothing is left. So profound was this that I did not need further exploration. The veil is placed at the abyss, beyond that veil the truth is revealed. All objects are veils upon Nuit. 

Love is the law, love under will. 
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93 All,

 

As I've mentioned to PJ in the past, I see problems in scrying a sigil when you already know the attributes or associations that correspond with it.  For example, if you know that Gargophias is the path of the High Priestess, you will naturally use concepts such as illusion, moon, camel, etc.  How can you tell how much of the scrying is influenced by what you "think" you should be seeing?
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It's a good point, but lots of things can influence the skyring. For example, I had one session where it was influenced by things I recently learned and those themes came up, so I skryed again. On the other hand, I thought we are supposed to learn the attributions before one gets into skrying (and other forms of divination), assumption of god-forms, etc. 
93

Cammy

Hi Ann,

93

Certainly, after some experience in the astral, a symbol can be given to a skryer that is unknown to the skryer; and there should be an accurate skrying to reveal the correct attributes of the symbol.  This traditional Neophyte test of the A.'.A.'. proves ones skill and development.  But there is also value in delving deeper into the known.  Through this, new Gnosis can be found.  Grant's and later, Falorio's study of 231 is proof of this.  The same thing happens with all skryings really.  Otherwise, we'd have to keep inventing our own symbols; a possible argument for Chaos Magick, but far weaker than one might initially find.

The markers let us know we're in the right place.  From there, an original and intimate experience needs to unfold.  The intimacy and personal revelations are abundant in Crowley's work and are combined with those things that have more universal importance.  Just as interesting, he pulled all of his biblical knowledge into his work.  What makes this so unique comes from a level deeper than just riding the symbols of his consciousness.  And the same goes for us all as certain levels of consciousness are pierced.

These deeper levels of consciousness can avail themselves to the astral body symbolically.  It is part of what we refer to as contact with the Secret Chiefs; and is the only proof of viability for any Magickal Lodge.  Note in Crowley's Wake World, he states that Yesod is the house where all the work gets done.  The higher planes of work on the Tree are active on the Astral Plane and worked with at that level by the Mage.

For the A.'.A.'. program, the work is begun with the skryings of 231.  Invocations and others visualizations are combined with an intense examination of the psyche to prepare for this deeper experience that starts with the attainment of the K&C.  But even in the more outer or lower plane work of 231, the mystery of the Rose Cross can be expressed.

It is these unifying symbols that provide the means for artistically and scientifically approaching attainments that are identifiable and certain in the exaltation and evolution of human consciousness.  This exaltation is the rising in the Chariot (Merkabah) and the astral (starry) plane is of the seven heavens (Hekaloth) or seven sacred planets.  All of the Qabalah begins with the skrying of these commonly known sacred symbols of the ancient world.
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Hello fellow magickians!
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From my understanding the familiar symbols such as the camel for gimel, are simply heiroglyphs by which to test the vision.  The vision or dialogue should actually result in new information or new symbols. 

The appearance of the familiar symbols should be a preliminary way of 'locking in' with the energies one intends to make contact with.  Sometimes the visions do not offer any direct corresponding symbols at all. However testing with sigils or god forms should ensure the legitimacy of the entities or the vision proper. Personally I take it as a good sign to be disappointed or even challenged by my visions.  While familiar themes may pop up, there should be foreign content

that usually challenges the preconcieved notions of the seer.  I experienced this a great deal with the dome of the serpent; yet, the greatest challenges arose from my experiences with the carcer of the

qliphoth, most of these have not been posted yet.  In one of them the genii was actually swearing and drowning a guy in a swamp!  I could'nt believe it, yet he persisted after re-drawing the sigil!.  I forget

which genii this was, I'll have to check my diary on this one.
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Hi All,
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Here's Ann's Gimel; note the Mercury House reads like the Sea of Binah (and an intimation to the desert wherein dwells the City of the Pyramids [cf. Liber 418]) and the sparks; all the stars in the fabric of NUIT.  The Genii appears as two dragons and the Alchemical importance of fire mixing with water being even an intimation to HADIT.  And remember, Ann really had no intellectual influence before starting this work.  This is what really makes it so fantastic. 
GITNOSAPLLOIS
Chanted the name Gitnosap llois.  I parted a pink veil hanging from a rope and entered a basement.  It did not look familiar. I climbed the stairs and opened the door into a kitchen.  There was some string on the floor.  I picked it up and followed it into a hall, up some stairs and into an attic room. Nothing there.  I shot myself upwards and when I stopped I was in a totally grey, flat landscape.  There were billowing grey clouds that totally covered the sky.  There was no detail in the landscape but in front of me was an indentation in the ground, which was filled with water.  There was an intermittent drip into this puddle, but I couldn’t find where it was coming from.  Not from above the puddle – it only existed in the puddle itself.  I felt immense sorrow.  I cried and the dripping of my tears was added to the pool of water.  I had the sense that this was holy water, so I wet my finger with it and anointed my forehead.  The water changed to burning hot embers and my insides started to burn like straw, still enclosed by my skin.  Then my entire body went up in flames and turned to ash, which blew around the landscape.
 

I collected myself and stood upright again by the pool.  I drew the sigil of Gitnosap llois into the sand.  Two dragons, one male and one female, with heads resembling shields appeared.  I saw the similarity between the dragons (being amphibians of water, but breathing fire) and the puddle of water which turned to fire.  I asked them what I could do to achieve greater depth and clarity in the astral realm.  They turned and walked into a force field of sparks, making a crinkling sound.  I followed and felt a pinching on my skin as I pushed through.  In this force field I had turned into a sketch – I was drawn in white chalk on black paper.  Not funny, I thought, and exited back into my barren landscape.  Oh Rats!  I forgot to test the spirits with my pantacle.  I exited.
 
This next skrying is stunning, a more direct intimation of the desert; and the Genii is hungry, very Qliphotic.  "this place of death" also alludes to the City of the Pyramids, and the oily coating over the Genii, like the black Sea of Binah.  And then some overtly personal information that also has a broader significance.  This is the essence of what New Gnosis really is.  Here, she's really giving us an idea that already has been established in the archives of wisdom.  But with consistency at the work, I think Ann has some amazing experiences ahead of her.  Imagine what will be when she reads all the symbols with the greater potency that she is now acquiring.

It is interesting that the women of the Golden Dawn were also the superior skryers in the order.  This has been almost kept a secret.  But remember, Crowley's greatest successes came through the auspices of women.

GARGOPHIAS
Chanted the name Gargophias.  I could hear chimes, blowing in a breeze.  I looked up and saw hazy sun and a dusty landscape.  Turning around, I was in some kind of junk yard.  There were many discarded, rusty buses that people were using as homes amidst the dust and debris.  I was wearing tattered clothes and my hair was matted.  The people I saw were moving slowly, with a dead look in their eyes.  I walked through the junk yard until I came to an old sheet of metal standing upright, with the sigil for Gargophias scratched on it.  I walked around to the other side of the metal sheet and an old man was laying behind it, using it for shade.  His lower limbs were missing and he was covered in an oily blanket.  What was Gargophias doing in this place of death?  I handed him my pantacle.  He took several bites, chewing as fast as he could, before tucking the remainder of the pantacle under his blanket.  As he chewed and swallowed, a wave of light passed over the junkyard, and the misery and disease was transformed.  In its place were simple, white buildings, and the people looked clean and healthy.  Gargophias himself became a metallic bird, or a man encased in a bird-like suit of metal.  He said “pay attention and wake up.  Your reality is formed by your own thoughts.  See how one action (handing him the pantacle, I presume) has the potential to totally transform your entire world. “  I thanked him and left. 
 

Here, while the vision was as interesting and vivid, it almost seems she lost the point until she finds herself spreading out in all directions; the Magus and the four Elemental Weapons being implicit.  Yet there's almost a Qliphotic quality that shows some difficulty with this Genii and this path.

BEAOOOABITOM
Chanted the name Beaoooabitom.  The sigil of Beaooabitom appeared as cardboard, life-sized before me.  I took the phallic “stick with a handle” and proceeded to use the end to hit the vesica piscis symbol, pushing it in.  Golden, honey colored gel oozed from the bottom of the symbol.  I pushed it in further, and walked through.  I was in a cavern, the ooze was dripping from the ceiling and walls and there were warm puddles of it on the floor.   As I walked through the cavern, something dark rose slowly up from a puddle (a large bug? A crocodile?).  I held my pantacle in front of it and it slowly sank back into the ooze.  I reached an opening in the cave and saw that outside it was overcast and wet snow was falling.  This was not appealing to me, so I continued to explore the cave.  I followed a downward sloping tunnel to a room in which a fire was burning, surrounded by four shaggy, bearded men in animal skins.  They were afraid of me.  I was about to leave the way I came in, until I noticed that they were cooking something in a pot – the spoon they were using was a combination of the sigil shapes.  The bowl of the spoon was the vesica piscis shape, the handle was the phallic shape, and the crown was inscribed into the center of the spoon.  I saw back down and one of the men took a spoonful of the liquid in the pot and offered me some.  I drank it and began to hallucinate (yes, a dream within a dream…).  The same vesica piscis shape appeared before me, but within it was a woman, wearing a crown, and covered with a veil down to her feet.  She took my hands and pulled me into herself.  I was aware that I had now assumed her shape (vesica piscis).  She then removed the metal band that was holding me in this shape, and I began to spread outwards in all directions.  I didn’t like the sensation of formlessness, of being without boundaries, and I wanted to return to the security of imprisonment.  I held out my pantacle to the woman and she held her hand out also.  Each of our hands became fused to either side of the pantacle,  assuming its shape, with each finger on one of the points.    The vision faded, and I back again with the four men.  I thanked them and backed out as I came in.      
 
Ann's vision here is as mysterious as it is potent; and again, the insects!  I can only wonder if after my dismissal, Casteneda's idea of the insect phylum being an evolutionary step for humanity has some significance.  Though I still can't contemplate an evolutionary leap here; just a side-step in absorbing our shadow nature.

BARATCHIAL
Chanted the name Baratchial and envisioned a large set of lips.  The lips made an “O” shape, and I entered into darkness.  I found myself suspended in a tapioca substance, with the tapioca spheres slightly smaller than a volleyballs.  They represented various worlds in the universe.  A large spoon scooped me up with the tapioca and I saw the entity’s face that was about to eat me – it was the sigil of Baratchial.  I greeted him and held up my pantacle, which shone with light and projected as a flashlight upon his forehead.  I asked him what the lesson was to be learned here.  He said to wait and see.  He put the spoon into his mouth and swallowed me.  I slid down a dark and narrow tube and was ejected into a town square, by a fountain. There were people walking through the square, who did not seem to notice me.  I called for Baratchial.  A heavy man in a robe approached and  I held up my pantacle.  He said he was not Baratchial, but would lead me to him.  I followed the man to an elevated platform.  A strange creature sat upon it – a dark Indian man with serpents for hair, and  multiple limbs.  His eyes were strangely white and it was painful to look into them.  He reminded me of Kali, although his limbs looked insect like.  I thought that for a God, he had a very powerless, ineffective body.  I greeted him and offered my pantacle.  He told me to approach and I stepped forward.  He told me to approach again, and I was right up against him.  He yelled at me to APPROACH!  And I pushed against him, pushing my astral body into his.   I turned around and our bodies fused together – it was a sensation of intense power, but agonizing burning.  I could only stay in that state for a few seconds and I retreated.  I thanked him for the lesson.
==
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�    Students are most earnestly warned against adopting this type of numerical analysis as a model of Qabalistic manipulation! The mind of the Seer knows- and knew at the time- that some of those terms were not “correct”, and pertain merely to the Seer’s interaction between Buddhi and Buddhi- Manas. The word “thoughts!” between parentheses above is a complaint against the interference of Ruach, couched in telegraphic form. Much of this Record will mislead the student who should take it too seriously, being too idiosyncratic to be useful at large.


�    This is always a problem with Visions. Having a scribe (preferably trained in speed-writing!) or a tape-recorder helps those who can verbalize such experiences on the physical plane while undergoing them on another. The Seer often realized, on returning to his body, that he had forgotten parts of his Visions which had been perfectly clear to the astral body’s memory. 


   Naturally, the memory persists in the astral consciousness; but this is often not a great consolation to the “scribe” (cf. LXV i 41)!...


�    “It seems to occur to me now”: the Geni was answering the question by speaking directly in the Seer’s consciousness, although the recording Instrument was unaware of this. Those speculations about the Circle “down here”, etc. are entirely private and personal; they infer to the Seer’s Lamen. 


�    Beginning Magicians are most earnestly warned against interpreting the above literally! (Or taking it as the Rule!)





