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When one creates phantoms for oneself, one puts
Vampires into the world, and one must nourish
these children of a voluntary nightmare with one's
blood, one's life, one's intelligence, and one&somn,
without ever satisfying them.

Eliphas Levi translated by
Aleister Crowley
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for Hamsa

Editor's Foreword

The diary here presented constitutes the recoalrefyres-
sion. It comes from the pen of a woman - Vilmaviho sought
to invoke the Supreme Spirit, until a defect in twrking
released the reverse of that to which she aspired.

"The greater the height, the greater the fall" maxim
that seems particularly relevant. It is here mal@arcthat
efforts to achieve a state of divinity, rare anfficilt as they
may be, can result in abysmal regression to atavigre-
dating human phases of consciousness. When theagians,
Vilma is already on the downward path. Her expergn
although probably unique in the form in which itdh@ppears,
could overtake anyone who undertakes experimersgiiiual
alchemy, unless initiated guidance is availablecahflict
between the Will and the Imagination may otherwesilt. In
this case, the imagination overwhelmed the wily egturned
the experimenter to a preéval past with which she wnable
properly to deal.

The sole indication of the diarist's name is sugapby the
first and only surviving page of a letter addressexsumably
to her, and found between the pages of the didug. flagment
appears in due course.
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We learn nothing about her family or early life egtfrom
an entry - dated September 23 - which may provdekay to
the causes of her eventual disintegration.

During the brief period of time covered by the iestrViima
was staying at an old and isolated house in thepaagnof an
ill-assorted couple - Mr and Mrs M - and a boy witgupied a
room off the landing above her own. Vilma was a@con advice
in staying at the house after a severe and deinigjtaickness.
The only people she appears regularly to have thet than
the occupants of the house, were the father dbdlyealready
mentioned, a young female friend of Mrs M's, arievaothers,
on her rare trips to the nearest large town, frdnchy invariably
she returned in a state of distraction or remotseaaing
surrendered her will to certain overwhelming Forimes/hich
she refers as 'Them', or 'They'. These referescast as they
are, seem to indicate traffic with certain aliertitess, non-
human, almost certainly sub-human, that haunt aitherely
vague suggestion of their presence some of her extreme
flights. She refers to these entities as 'the @liph

The original diary is written on Japanese vellurd baars
on its yellow-tinged cover, in faded letters of wauthe one
word

GAMALIEL

which is an ancient Chaldean word denoting, indrder of
Qliphoth, 'the Obscene Ones', symbolized in theidgsof
Occultism by the Ass, and by the dark side of tihem

The moon is related to blood, which is the basispfit-
materialization as well as of physical embodiméns also a
basic ingredient of what is generally known aschlmagic’,
many obscure aspects of which are revealed irdtary by a
self-confessed 'vampire'.

It has become customary today to regard witch@aftery,
and most other forms of occult activity, as chitdisough not



Gamaliel 3

always harmless manifestations of superstitionslamger
entertained by civilised humanity. But the real unat of
witchcraft, and of Vampirism in particular, relateslevels
more profound than is generally suspected. Theqation of
Vilma's diary may afford a glimpse, at least, afnsoof these
levels, and so help to further the study of certainous and
alarming diseases of the mind and spirit that aaaifesting
on a massive scale in our world today.



Gamaliel

The Diary

September 9

| seldom have felt as well as | do today. The masadyns to
have abated and the pains have vanished. | sldpafier a
light lunch, after which | walked in the twilightd felt the
throb of the earth: vibrant, tense, powerful, dsath to yield its
departing life to the blood-red disc sheened inwddss mist.

Mrs M had ready for me a delicious tea, and | wakihg
forward to a quiet evening with them both, but Mrwés
unwell, so they retired early.

Alone! Seated at the open window. | love the cald a
penetrating draught. A slight mist is shrouding gaeden,
choking the hideous weeds that in the light of stagngle the
blossoms about them.

A deep tranquillity descends upon the house athtbis.
Nine o'clock is just striking. The wind seems surdgéo drop,
and an impenetrable silence falls like dust upenctiouching,
sprawling monster which is the old house. | knois gleepless,
for all its windows twinkle. Even Mr and Mrs M'siwdows are
alight; and the boy's ... well, he never sleepd,laaks it, too!
A thick sluggish face like a sour pastry with bittdackcurrant
eyes and dank foliage for hair. | can almost fegldammy
hands, like the mist upon my brow. His eyes sikeed toad's,
and a perpetual leer contorts his features. Is¢almind the
twisted old front door, the warped wood, the defancame-
plate, the partially unhinged knocker.

And now a steady draught is blowing inwards, notrfithe
open window but from the restless, turbulent hedrthis
ancient gnarled house. | dislike this draughtrésages ill; it
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presages pains and groanings. But what have | twitto
these? | am free, | am well, | am happy. Happy? Thauld
write that word!

September 11

A day of sheer listlessness. Before | began thig pdore
out the ravings induced by yesterday's madnessnt khem.
How indeed could | have written them? Mr M andhibg both
looked askance at me as | came up the stairs vieisirgy.
Their expressions suggested that they had read thidesous
verses. But that is impossible. What stupiditynh@gine that
anybody could gain access to my brain, my mindylmatever
engine it is that snatched from hell such evil aipations. But
now | am calm. | will dress and stroll down theldigishaded
lane and listen to the creatures of the night.

| heard some music earlier on. | think it came fildns M's
bedroom; heavy, dull, earthly music, yet strangédying. The
music of men is anathema to me; of the birds, yds$avage
beasts, still more - but this droll turgidity | ceot appreciate.

| had a restless night and took one sixth of angiti 4.00
am. Instant relief, but vivid dreams of which | nah recall

any details. | awoke, quivering, and with loathsormgmes
fresh in my mind.

It has suddenly turned intolerably cold; really wmd to
leave the window open any longer. Yet | fondly imaghat by
sitting here, the shadows will fly from me and Itisemselves
in the swirling draught outside. Outside! But ih@w - almost
all — cominginside!

My eyes are tired and | find it almost impossildee¢cord
these few impressions.

They asked me whether or not | would rather have my
supper up here in my room; but | must go down aingith
them, even if only to hear their harsh and graiimiges before
| finally retire and coax sleep.

! The reference is to a drug which she was in thit bbtaking (Ed.).
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As | opened this diary this evening | was annoyed by the
plain smooth cover. There ought to be somethingemrupon
its idiot vacancy; even the woRlary would be more bearable
than this void. If I were in London | could takeat.... O God!
Don't bring it all back again! London, Paris, Newrk, Peking!
each one as near Them as the other. This mightbleessor
Mongolia; | know not what place of cold and lonebs this
could not be. It is all the same. One takes oned averywhere;
one always fails to find one's soul, unless thenggayoid on the
cover of this book is the map of my soul. But Wfidelight in

pouring out my blood on these cold pages. | suppesewill
live somewhere, long after ...

Who is going to bury me? | have often thought thatill
come from ... Where is he? Y, come to this Godakes spot
to bury me! | am already buried, and this ancienide is one
of those giant sarcophagi, those flesh-eatersdthat strip
the skeleton and leave a bleached sheer glistdiatg of
bone in the night. Even so, the old house is l@vabkh worm-
eaten way.

| recall a fragment of my dream: | wanted to dnesthe
fabric of the house; my hat the crooked chimney;ayss the
sooty windows; my lips the gables; charred chanoeise of
hanging bats for teeth ... ugh! If I look into therror, do |
behold so ghastly an image? No, | do not. Theyl say lovely
... Vile veil.

September 16

"Time makes no mark on Eternity". | awoke with then-
tence on my lips; the sole oracle, it would seehg pight of
oblivious rest. What | am trying to tell myselftisat whatever
mess | have got into, there is Eternity in whichutoavel it.
But is there?

A feeling of buoyancy suggests an improvement in my
physical health. If only my mind were as light as tody
feels! Even so, | feel like dressing up and going .
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| seem ever doubtful as to where | am or who | ahis is
not Paris; not London; and | am not in a fit staEtgout on
make-up and to dance, lest that make-up be thésldaub
and that dance the ghoul-jig.

There seems to be no option but to settle downstundy
the aspects of the heavens for the coming Moon-Ritéch
must be performed according to the old laws. | dbquite
know how to do this, but | will do it somehow. Pagpk I'll take
a trip tomorrow night and tell the M's | may not lieeck until
the day following. They are suspicious, and eagerétend
that all is well. Nevertheless, | must replenish faifing
energy with the needed nourishment, and if |1 dobretk
away this moon there may be hell to pay.

Later:

| assembled my books and papers but could noedettl
study. I will take a stroll to rinse my brain anelfninduce the
necessary state of mind.

A pallid mist has lain over the garden for seveials and
there is little likelihood of its lifting for somime to come. An
icy vapour clings not only to the outside, but gisovades the
inside of the house. Mr M is still feeling unwetical have seen
no one these past few days. | am tired of havingmagls in
this room day after day, while that idiot boy logtenorosely.
He seems to be struggling to communicate sometthiteg.
needs a companion of some sort with whom he mas/quame
of the endless hours of murk and gloom. Does heatxpe to
oblige? | laugh at the prospect! The M's seem ¢éorgehing
wrong with him; or do they merely ignore his misery

| strolled into the wood at about eight; it is nbadf past
nine and | am seated at my usual place at thewpelow. My
conversion to fresh air is recent, yet my endurariceich cold
surely indicates that I am in good physical health!

Analysing the matter carefully | have discoverednegson
for keeping open the window. It is because | imaghat it is
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colder within than without. This is clearly absusihice the
electric fire has been burning for nearly threesda4et there
is, undoubtedly and inexplicably, a part of themothat is

freezingly cold. It is not an actual draught, bst@ady current
of ice-cold air. It begins near the foot of the lzedl sweeps
around in a curve to the middle of the door. Whepén the
door and step on to the landing outside, it isapptarent; the
landing, in fact, has been close and stuffy of; lateoticed it

particularly last time | came up to my room.

| spent the remainder of the evening preparingtiier
Moon-Rite.

September 23

The Rite was not accomplished and my escapade was
aborted by a sudden relapse which forced me babkdahe
day after the previous entry. | have been dosingethynmer-
cifully since the 18th, and have had hardly any wgk
moments since. | sayakingmoments; | should sayormal
waking moments, for | have been in a more or lessirtuous
dream since taking to my bed. This no doubt saved m
unpleasant physical discomfort. Nevertheless, dtmgre
gripped me early last night and | awoke in a celeef, terrified
and crying for help. I will not hark back to it, tuwill recall
the dream which preceded it.

Back at school; it was my last term. | rememberrtieed
home; it appeared, vividly and precisely: the tréles railings
and the bend in the road just before my parenissédnove
into view. Mr F hanging over his gate, deep in @sation
with someone | failed to remember. As the dreammegd
sensed the horror that was to come; and as | saeptisodes
unfold, even as they had unfolded many years befdedt
again the stupefying panic sweep over me, paraysiy
whole being.

As | approached Mr F his conversant retreated addd
from sight. The iron gate swung noisily open and\amilingly
beckoned me into a dark and foetid hallway. | sgairathe
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Victorian prints, the glazed pots of artificial Wers, the
statuettes of Christ which a devout friend had @nésd to
Mrs F in the vain hope that it would induce thenthito adopt
the Catholic Faith. A large bible lay on the hable; the
tradesmen, even, could see what good people wefésh

Mr F chatted to me, patronizingly, for a minutewo, and
then he peered furtively into the drawing-room. die was
there. His smile had become fulsome. He was quigeri
uncontrollably, and his voice - usually thin andosih - was
thick and hoarse. Then he closed the front dogmember
stifing a cry and telling him that | was expectedme for
dinner; that my guardian would be angry if | weaitel Mr F
smiled a sour, sickly, hypocritical smile. He toale by the
hand and we sat at the bottom of the winding stagc

Then came the nightmare. It was a replica of thaitkv
actually had happened, long ago. | remember retdimgy feet
as he clutched at me with frenzied excitement. Hes w
grasping something, but my vision was blurred aa thick
and stifling fog. There was contact with a slugelthorror that
slipped and throbbed within my hands. Then | sawg Ms
bedroom: the prayer-books, the weekly gazette dsbyethe

Protestant Mission, the dried flowers, the |leavksoat
black ...

Total amnesia followed this kaleidoscope of rectdd
experience. | remained oblivious until | awoke itadfmyself
lying on my own bed, my body burning, my mind strattl, my
hands tingling with the brand of a horror withoutame.

Those days seem long ago. The nightmare has done me
good, however, for it has shown me that which nepdsically
responsible for my present state. But | am noteghdnest
with myself. It was | that gave Mr F his idea; iasvl that
contrived to come from school by that particulaiode - it was
not the shortest way. It was | also that, weeksreethad had
dreams of which | was so ashamed that | daredvest sleep
for nights on end. In an indirect way, thereforerdught about
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a situation that proved fateful to me and fatefuMoF, who
was murdered by my guardian in consequence. | ad) gbw,
that no positive evidence was discovered against hi

It was due to such dreams that | forced myselfitapaithe
kind of life | later chose. This | would at one &mefuse to
admit to myself, but it is the truth.

September 24

Feverish and sleepless all night. | cannot helpefhy§he
nightmare conceals something yet deeper. | falinder-
stand so much, and the effort to understand is myakie ill.
My mind shudders beneath the impact of memoriesansory
hallucinations.

September 26
| was well enough to go down to breakfast this nmgynMr
M seems better; his wife is expecting a friend #fisrnoon.

Later:

The friend arrived just after three o'clock. | helr in. She
was uneasy in my presence. Observing this, | watidsoon
after tea. As | went up to my room | noticed thg bkulking in
the hall. He sloped off to the kitchen, giving m&udlen scowl.

| am obsessed with the idea of obtaining energgn Utterly
depleted and cannot survive until the next Moore-Rihless
vitality comes from somewhere.

Schemes were racing through my brain when, a aftier
eight o'clock, | heard a tap on the door. Thinkingas the boy
with my supper-tray, | bade him leave it outsid&éebrd no
reply; nor did | hear him place the tray on theflom his usual
clumsy fashion. Rising from my window-seat, | opbtiee door
slightly. There was nothing there: no supper; ng.bo
returned, thinking | had been deluded by a sourtsid®ithe
house, when a second quite unmistakable tap threw m
suddenly into a fit of hysterical anger. | rushedhe door and
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threw it open. Still no one there; but lying at fegt was a
small neatly folded slip of paper. It was a notawted in an
unfamiliar hand: "Come again tonight", it read.was
unsigned and written on a filthy scrap of paper.

The incident disturbed me profoundly. | decidedt tie
near illegibility of the script was intentional; gave the
bearer time to withdraw whilst | was trying to qaeer it. But
who would have left such a note? Mr or Mrs M, tloy,the
visitor - who may still be in the house? But thdenwas
senseless, considering the fact that | have bewmere for
days. And then a frightening thought occurred. hinte town
sixteen days ago, and there | met someone who, romgiteivably,
have written the note, and in that way. But itighly improbable.
How did he get into the house; how out again? Parihe is
still in the house! The idea frightens me. Dressingkly, |
went downstairs and into the sitting-room whereavid Mrs
M were chatting with their visitor. At my approaahsudden
hush descended and their smiles faded. | coulths¢@o-one
had disturbed them before my appearance, and ¢tenpesof
coming for some fruit | left them with an apology.

But | could not banish the notion that someone maye
entered the house and was at that moment, pemvag)ing
me from some dark corner. | did not return to ngmmdout went
instead to the kitchen. The boy was standing bydtlesser
preparing a tray for my supper. He turned swiftljen |
entered and shot me a glance of intense irritainah) | thought,
of guilt. He was surlier than usual and | knew thathing
would come of questioning him, so | took the tragt asked him
not to come up with anything later, as | intendst@ing.

| scarcely noticed the meal, hungry as | was. Mywves
were upset and | was conscious of sharp painseirietys. |
undressed, got into bed, but was unable to sleeking up
this diary, | recounted these trivial occurrencédeM listened
intently for the slightest sound.

My heart nearly stopped beating when | heard aenomns
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the stairs, but it was only Mr M preceding his witebed.
Later, noises in the hall told me that Mrs M's ygpwsitor had
left, and that Mrs M was on her way upstairs. Shasgd
outside my door; | held my breath; she moved oa,bibards
creaking at each step.

Among likely explanations of the disturbing incidehere
was one which | could not dispel. It was that trenrwho may
have sent the note had used Mrs M's visitor as anmef
conveying it to me. As Mrs M could not possibly baany
inkling of the circumstances, | knew it would besless to try
to extract any information from her.

Septembef7

Either | dreamed, or | am a monstrous phantom pgihg
its life by feeding on blood.

| awoke in my chair, pen in hand. My gown was tan
soaked in some repulsive substance | could notifgeAfter
the onset of sleep last night | became conscioestafing the
mouth of a vast abyss. The darkness about me bhegassume
the shape of a familiar room dimly lit by moonlightit otherwise
shrouded in ghostly gloom. | felt immense; a maanté pale
flesh towering above a heap of breathing, fitftd.liThen two
eyes looked up into mine, like infernal coals tepat and
snarled. | saw a sullen and scowling face composedithing
worms. My body resembled a vast cloak of skin wifichted
momentarily above this abomination; and then, solgdend
with terrific force, it fell upon its prey and sketl and bubbled
like a boiling sea. A sharp pain shot through nme, bsensed
an overwhelming craving for vitality. A spongy téasntity
burst through my lips and throbbed rhythmicallywestn my
jaws. | sucked it avidly. Then it seemed to fill m&h a
shadowy fire which electrified my all-embracingrforScreams
rent the air. | flew up and away in a blaze of mist

So this was the Call | answered; this the modeyofontinued
existence. An unholy energy has taken possessioe oMy
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soul, no longer starved, craves newer fedsisler fare.
Perhaps, next time ...

Later:

| live in a perpetual state of half-waking nightmai he
only way out is to examine the experiences | hangergone:
try to understand them and so dissipate their p@ver me,
which is vampiric.

The nature of the vampire has been misunderstbisdirhe
that somebody with direct experience attemptecptaen it.

The vampire deliberately absorbs the energy ofivirey in
order to go on living, but its fundamental charaste is that
it is dead, for it is detached from life in the ioi@ry sense of
that word. It is also emotionally sterile, insots love and
hate are equally meaningless to it. Anyone comingontact
with such a monster is always infected, if not altyuruined,
even if no actual vampirism has occurred. It draifisnergy
in order to vitalize an existence which is intraeerand self-
contained. For this reason alone the vampire @aparatively
rare phenomenon. It has no ambition beyond livinkye. It is
the pure sensualist relishing nothing but the potweaelish
all; for living entirely at the expense of othegstp it, the acme
of all gratification.

The old legends concerning this abnormality arelfin
patterns arising from fear generated in the viciiimere are
no known writings from the pen of a vampire. Tlsighe first!
But many accounts by victims of vampirism have lgéslished.
Such records seem to agree upon two points, dt thadirst
being that the vampire 'sleeps' between sunrisesamset, and
haunts between sunset and sunrise; the second thainig) is
considerably older than the normal human beingahiéght to
be. Observations as to methods of hunting andkattacnot
always concur.

The vampire's activity considered as occurring unoetly
is symbolic merely of the waning or darkening effetthe
victim. It is also symbolic of the vampire itsalisofar as its
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self-sustaining energies are no longer operatiesaBse of
this it is forced to absorb into its system theality of others.
Furthermore, night and the hours of darkness aumdap
with ideas of secrecy, sorcery, savagery, sexaaings, gestation,
embryonic life, and similar intra-uterine concepipand it is
the sexual part of the victim's anatomy that isckéd and
depleted, the belly and sexual centre forming tlaenrfounts
of the fiendish feast. These physical facts becarodified in
time and legend, and emerged as the popular raftiampirism
current almost everywhere, today. As to the lortgdegend: it
also is a symbolic pattern indicative of the poafeblood - the
sustenance of the vampire - to produce and petpetistence.
The chief reason for the predominance in the leg@hdblood
and longevity is due to the fact that few vampiiase been
caught in the act; consequently, when outrages @teatervals
of a century or so, the incidents are often suppts@roceed
from a common source, especially when occurringrinear
the same locality.

But in what does the act of vampirism actually ¢sif?sThe
twin punctures in the throat may be regarded abemstic.
The sole aim being to tap and to absorb animaldtféts
source, it is obvious that the vampire will not thpt part of
the body furthest removed from it. On the contréts/attack
is directed at the generator of life. If prolongedl savage, the
assault can cause death within an hour or twoubually -
that is, if the victim is young and in good health state of
coma supervenes, at which stage the vampire depiarss
during the coma that are experienced the dreamshnaiter
emerge as legendihe shock of the assault producing similar
impressions in each victim. Few and slight extetrades of
attack are apparent, and because of this factgtldeen
concluded that the victim merely imagines them &weh
occurred. Psychologists, too, have failed to saeprihe
mechanism of vampirism, because they are bentesepting
clever interpretations of the legends created @y wictim
while in an abnormal condition. If the psychologjistere to use
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common sense, they would realise how vampirismoaarse
disastrous consequences without any overt sigrsttatk.
Psychologists dilate upon the sharpness of the vasfangs,
which they regard as symbolic of tearing-fantasigging-
compulsions, cutting-complices, biting-urges, aadidic acts
in general. But all the vampire wants is Life. dtdead; it
wants life. It is not concerned primarily with tewy, cutting,
biting, or with hurting for its own sake; and thacking in
which it indulges is inevitable if it would drinké blood that
is the life.

And what of the mirror superstition? The vampire
supposed to cast no reflection. The mirror is tgbaf that
which reflects or reproduces the image. The vanipinet able
to reproduce itself through the normal channelsstieg only
by virtue of a stolen vitality, a life not its owit,is unable to
beget creatures like itself; it breeds its likenegempathetic
obsession. This applies to the male of the spebigisthe
process varies little in the case of the femalearthinary life
the female, as the vamp, draws off energy frormtakes with
whom she comes into contact, and her source ofjgneposes
in the seed rather than in the blood.

Vampirism can be viewed as an intermediary statedes
complete dependence on, and independence of,enaddource
of energy. There comes a time when the vampirestdefsom
feeding on carrion and abides at peace withirf,iigebibing its
own essence, which it realises as the totalith@tiniverse.

September 28

After writing the above, | slept soundly. There vmassign
or sound of the boy at breakfast-time; and shafftigr waking
| began feeling miserably sick, yet, at the same tifilled with
blissom energy which | am quite unable to contrplst want
to smash everything, set fire to the house, andwidtem all
burn like maggots in an incinerator.

Mrs M herself finally brought up the tray. She ledkat me
so queerly that I could not refrain from laughiagd the tears

S
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sprang easily to my eyes as the hysterical outspesit itself.
She tried to comfort me, poor thing, little knowitigat | was
laughing at her scraggy neck and unkempt cloudisiof She
resembled a mop dipped in clotted silver paint.

The boy is ill in bed. | had not realised that$ieanvalescing
after some serious illness. Mrs M told me this msuihched the
flabby toast and the half-cold egg.

The house seems alive with apprehension and ioritak
cannot dispel the image of the boy sulking overstiygper-tray.
His mottled face had flushed crimson when, intentliecovering
the origin of the note left outside my room, | sised him in
the kitchen. | had eaten the meal hurriedly and hoeeall the
thick and slimy cream that slid from beneath aesb€ cake.
Not long after consuming it, | slept. That revaifimeal,
perhaps, revived my morbid cravings. Now | undexteéne
mystery of the note demanding my presence at ts. f& et
what demon placed within my path so abject a vigtifine
fawning face haunts me; bathed in a drooling ntisiovers
spectrally before me.

October 5

The house has been quiet of late, and both Mr Mtambtoy
seem to have recovered from their various indisiposi. The
boy has been particularly talkative during the pasék; he
seems to have come to the conclusion that he danawhat he
has to hide more effectively by volubility than s¥ence. So,
after loitering about the room for nearly an hanymbling
about nothing in particular, he said he wishedpeak to me!
Mrs M's friend is to pay another visit soon; wolleelp the boy
to importune her by engaging Mrs M in conversatibie?did
not say whether his intentions were honourabletioeravise!
He looked at me wistfully; then his expression ¢eahto one
of cunning as he said: "If you do this for me, Il\give you
something you will not forget".
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As he said this he drew close to me, and | instialst
recoiled. Something clammy seemed to invade my adal
wanted to expel it as forcibly and as quickly asould. He
resented my attitude and reminded me that we hdddme
good times together! | was speechless, and | teeradded to
know what he meant. He smiled in his usual sickghfon and
crawled away like a slug leaving a trail of ichoits wake. The
door closed softly behind him and | knew that has was
pressed against it.

| determined not to co-operate with him on the 18t
then | reconsidered the matter. If he seducedithéwould,
for a time at least, be rid of his erratic inteeigces. | could
cause him to become more than her seducer ... l8éiide to
pursue such thoughts. | was progressing favouladfiyre this
cretin strewed temptation in my path. | shall pay im his
own coin. | shall ...

From what hellish region do these thoughts emergks?
not know, but | shall see that the child is nevemib Why
nourish an unwanted imp that will disturb everysrace,
and rip up the woman's womb! But what raptures inay
mine! It must be planned with care; it must be kulind
secret. But how to géim out of the way?

Firstly, an auspicious moon must preside at thet-ghe
girl must come at his bidding, while he performsaading to
my will. At night, while lost in the senseless aftteep, | will
drain him so that he sleeps on. What feasts ol of light
shall be mine! | shall attain the throne They aftéeme, and
which | crazily refused. What a fool | was to résie destiny
which drew me on until | could no longer stand Ibefthe
fiendish image of Their blood-bespattered god.

Breathing has become difficult. | fear the housk ear
the thoughts that are being born. | have nevet ttithis way
before; but why not? A lot of things | had notdrieefore They
showed me the way. Now | cannot live without thesange
delights, these corroded ecstasies. Why shoulddrahe Cup
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which my sister offers? It shall be all the sweétethat the

snake-slime seethes in the damp and sultry platélseo
shade. So let Them help me in this, that | may mark
blood-heat the Twisted sigil of the Great Old One:

October 9
| am utterly exhausted. The above fantasy tore frwrthe
last reserves of energy and left me quivering envierge of

madness. | took nine decigrams of maloura. Reduams
and a sickly thirst.

Mr M came in last night to talk about T. He saykak not
sent any rent for several weeks. More worry! | ustied
there was to be no trouble of this sort; T is usuaiost
punctilious. Now | come to think of it, | have notard from
him since early August. | suppose | ought to writegugh
requested not to do so. He has been very helpfuhdd had
to bother about financial details as well, God kadwow |
should have pulled through. | have therefore agteeite if
T has not paid by the end of the month.

Mr M's visit has had a disturbing effect upon nfi@nlything
has happened to T, it means contacting Y, and nataface
another bout with him. My money is in his hands bhdve no
means of claiming it. A cold fury sweeps over meswhthink
of that vile trick. | was ill, so ill. "Leave thénfincial side to me
otherwise you will go to pieces". He certainly tablat worry
off my mind - every penny of it! If Mr M proves €lifult | shall
find myself in a fix.

But all of this is absurd. T has probably gone awaag for-
gotten to instruct his secretary to send alongrie@lments.
Still, it's a nuisance having to worry and conjegtike this.

| cannot settle to anything; cannot even read tmsilmatter
is cleared up. My mind seizes on a trifle, magsifieout of all
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proportion, and then | wonder when | go under. ifNM1knew
what havoc he causes by his demanding attitude, $uae he
would desist. After all, They did take away all mgney. Or did
| give it to Them? They said it would be "all ftvetbest". The
whole business is whirling in my head and the @rishention
of money, at breakfast, lunch, tea and supper-tismglling
on my nerves. There is always a grasping greetleim éyes
when | walk into the dining-room. They give me shee of toast
instead of two because they imagine | am tryinghteat them
out of their livelihood! A nice glow cleverly kineltl by Mr M will
soon be a blaze; and it will be his fault if theaqad goes up in
flames before the night is out. What do | want viaithrambling
house? Anyone would think he owns it, instead gfngarent -
or not paying it -just as | do.

Later:

| retired without any supper. The boy knocked twichouted
at him in a fury and he dropped stale buns all twecarpet.

Vainly trying to read something that will take mynah off
money, but instead | keep visualizing a letter fromwith the
necessary funds enclosed!

October 11

The cheque has arrived, two days after my silepeap T
appears to have been ill. Mr M beaming and obsasjaioce more.
Ugh!

The boy's father arrived today. The lad was mofkersu
than usual and seemed to resent the visit. | thanks mad
and in need of medical attention. He is rapidlyrigsveight,
and the flabby folds around his neck sag like dirépkins,
wrinkled and scaly. He is brooding about the 18tmking |
will let him down. But he is wrong!

The weather is much colder. | will close the windawd seal
it for the winter. But it fits badly; it seems IV&to choose
between a full blast of icy air, or a subtle, conicated shaft of
bitterness which cuts right across my bed.
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This afternoon | sneaked down to where Mrs M kdwegrs
correspondence and, as luck would have it, camessathe
very thing | was looking for: a photograph of heerfid! | hid it
in my dress just as the boy lurched past the dirdogn door
and almost fell into the room, startled by my presethere. |
told him not to be a fool and to get out before Mrsame back.
He obeyed meekly, rather taken aback by my impsrione.
Back in my room | contemplated the snap, which suit my
purposes admirably. The difficult part of the j@mains to be
done - tonight.

Later:

It is about 2.00 a.m. of the 12th. | stole acrésslanding
and listened at the boy's door. He was awake, damh|
returned to my room and willed him to sleep. Adgammossed
the passage and ascended the small flight of shaitsagain
he proved wakeful. | will try again in half an hautime.

Later still:
No good! | give up and go to bed — exhausted.

October 12

Awoke well after noon. Told Mrs M | had had a baghth
She was very sympathetic, bless her. She is rgaitg a dear
old soul. I have done nothing all day but concdatan the
photograph. Mrs M seems not to have missed it.

Later:

A stroke of good fortune! At 3.00 p.m. | was pagdime old
shed which abuts upon the wood at the bottom ofénden.
As | drew abreast of it, | noticed that the dooisvegar. The
back of a tousled head suddenly bobbed into viewas the
boy's. He had not heard my approach and | was afoout
withdraw when | sensed something amiss. | movedenega
very stealthily. There he crouched, gloating over dwn
exposure, a breathless squeal breaking from hisTipe sight
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sickened me. As the wave of his pleasure abatedhiaridiot
eyes glazed over, | snatched up a large stone watetht up
the garden. Terrified by the sudden noise he ruftoed the
shed, into the house, slamming the door behind hentered
the shed and swabbed up the slime with my handiegrch

Back in my room | sat motionless, and remained r#d u
supper-time. | was unable to fix my mind upon thaman's
features, but, strangely enough, | reached a hdl steady
state of beatitude despite my evil project. | setorEce again
to enjoy the tranquillity | achieved so long agacdme easily,
too! This made me want to think back and re-livetaie
episodes of my early struggles to attain Peace.

Now, | cannot bear to think back; | must go forwatdw
may | ever again relish those states whilst posses$ the
knowledge of my failure, and the certainty thahak not
again be able to gain access to finer planes afjBei

After supper | decided to prepare a proper magaatacle.
| stole a candle from the scullery and proceedechtoe an
image in the wax. It took me longer than | had siged, but
the concentration of energy involved has gonedanvoking
the required presence.

A little after midnight | began to feel so exhaulstkat the
candle slipped from my fingers and the knife claiteto the
floor. In the darkly-silent house the impact souhdike a
thunder-clap. Momentarily startled into full wakkfess, |
assumed a squatting posture, but could not keegeawde
lethargy that paralyses me at such times is indedde.
Oblivion descends and | can recall nothing wheome to. |
keep the electric light burning in a vain attengpstay awake.
| am determined not to give in until the image e tvoman
remains vividly in my mind.

At 1.00 a.m. success came. Strictly speaking, ¢hisy
should appear under October 13.

A faint aroma seemed to permeate the room anedneed
it as peculiar to the woman herself. With triumpld aelief |
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prepared the final part of the little ceremony, ethiequired
the impress of my will upon her aura.

I must have slept again after this final spurtrodrgy. | am
nearly dead with exhaustion. It is now 2.00 p.m.

October 13

Mrs M came up to see if | were ill. She had notiteel
breakfast-tray, untouched outside my door, lonegraftidday.
She was startled by my appearance, and as sodredsad
gone | peered into the mirror. I, too, drew baclkt Bfeel con-
fident that the Rite was successful. Success réawill be
known when the woman arrives this afternoon. IIskiIMrs
M that | feel ill, and so excuse my not going dotairs this

evening. All I can do now is to wait; | pick up adk and
become absorbed.

Later:
The house seems suddenly alive with anger and uaghea
It is past nine o'clock. | must have slept solithgm the

moment | picked up the book, which means that glwuork
has been in vain.

| crept out on to the landing to see what the fugs about.
All was dark, but | could see a faint slit of lighhder the
dining-room door below, and | could hear Mr M'scsraised
to a pitch of fury. The door opened and | heard lbg
swearing as he skulked to the back of the houseeincthed
a moment later with something in his hands. | |dameer the
banisters in order to see what it was, but he gdisaed too
quickly. A gasp of horror came from Mrs M, and aewal of
fury from her husband boiled up so violently th&dught he
would burst.

| stepped back into my room as Mrs M emerged froen t
dining-room. Sobs of rage and humiliation came ftmboy,
accompanied by a continuous nagging from Mrs Mhagsced
up and down the hall. Of the guest | heard nothirgjl.
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All my plans had been upset by some idiocy on thsb
part. There could be no doubt about it. | nearlgked with
rage as | considered the vain expenditure of enefgsesterday's
lucky chance; of last night's ceremony. Why doetily person
likely to be of use to me have to be a daft coubtmnpkin?

After my rage had subsided | wondered if | had ndged
the situation. My watch registered five minutestpas; all
was silent downstairs. Should 1 go down and confitoa sulky
wretch and discover what had happened? If the girojere
ruined anyhow, no harm could come of an enquirg,ranone
could be accused of curiosity for wanting to knowatvthe
racket was about!

As | reached the bend in the stairs | heard Mr dnsl M
leave the dining-room. He was talking about calkndoctor,
but she was against this, saying that "she woutdecmund”,
that "everything would be all right in the morninghd that
"she would think she had fainted". Then they passgaf my
range of hearing.

My brain worked swiftly and clearly. | realised thay
plans had not miscarried after all; that they hadact, been
singularly successful. But where was the womaréetqul over
the banister; listening intently, | heard the nedfloices of Mr
and Mrs M coming from the direction of the boy'smo

| went downstairs calmly and confidently. They loeare as
| approached the dining-room, and Mrs M appearethé
doorway and confronted me. | drew back. | had Iseecertain
that they were in the boy's room, but Mrs M waddardistressed
to notice my abrupt withdrawal. "O my dear!", sixelaimed,
and added: "My friend has fainted!". "She seentsaiee had an
attack of some sort", said Mr M, emerging hurrietiythe
wake of his wife. | noticed that he closed the dufdhe dining-
room and stood resolutely before it. | understddeky did not
wish me to know what had happened. | did not puthee
matter, but offered to be of help. Mrs M nodded inegid and
said she thought all would be well in the morning.
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I knew they were only waiting for me to go, befdney
returned to the dining-room. As | ascended thessthey did
so, and closed the door softly behind them. Swadtlgl silently
| descended again and entered the drawing-roonthbuioy
had been quicker; he was disappearing through teeck
doors; in his hand he held a token of his guilt!

Careless of discovery, | rushed after him and gedldfis
collar. He writhed and squirmed, his face a ghagthowish
green, his lips drooling as he tried to cry outld him that if
he wanted to save himself he had better give méhthg he
was holding.

"Next time you will do without it!", | stormed, thugh my
voice was raised barely above a whisper. | snatithiexin him
and flew to my room. Only just in time: a secon@iaMr M
crossed to the drawing-room and let out an exclemaif
surprise.

| locked the door of my room and took up the phaph.
With great care | wrapped round the candle thegthihad
taken from the boy, and rolled it gently up and dake picture.
| felt satisfied but exhausted.

Then | left the seed to germinate ...

October 15

Nothing happened all day yesterday, but last nsigep
came upon me early and | felt a special intensitye current
of air as my shadow left the bed. | seemed to mamgs that
bore me directly to the boy's room. He was waiting cower-
ing in a corner. | had to coax him and flatter hintil he per-
formed. Then | crouched and drank. Instantly, atesy seized
me, firing every vein and fibre with such exaltattbat | seemed
to expand in size, until with my colossal wingsweloped the
entire house. The rooms appeared to me as calhoney-
comb, but in the woman's cell a pulsating energgreated a
blood-red flame. What raptures were mine as | giagdips to
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another's cup, drawing draught upon draught of aredt
noticed that the other snake hung sullenly lowgp Ispent
worm, stricken by the death-dart of the smallergfavhich
burned between my teeth, drenching my tonguerateidsed
its venom.

| drank until | lost consciousness; until my wirgisivelled.
| drifted off, then fell, after which | awoke with splitting pain
in my thighs. Yet, as | record all this, | feel ofpad with a
tremendous exhilaration.

October 19

Since the previous entry, we have indulged eveghtni
They had to take the woman away in an ambulanay @ibn't
think she will die, but who knows? The boy is pratd and
unlikely to recover quickly.

Although | have regained my old energy and venfeel a
deep depression which will not be dispelled uriig nhext
Moon-Rite. | shall advise the M's of my coming aizse

October 20

Tonight | must exorcise an intolerable dread. | oaither
analyze it nor trace it to a definite incident. Egece they
took the woman away | have sensed on the chillz&ee
subtle kind of danger. It becomes more markedgittiwhen
it seeps into my bones, chilling the utmost readfi@sy being
with an evil cold | cannot contemplate.

At sundown | begin to dress and to get my luggagely. |
feel giddy, over-excited, rather as | am used #dirig on a
return journey. How | need to be mastered by some powerful
Spirit, not swayed by indeterminate energy-centReshaps
Choronzain, or the Deep Ones, will help me thistiBbrugs
seem to have little effect on me now. When | anctioning at
mundane levels | feel a vague repulsion to thend, thrs
weakens me; this, and the incessant jabbing of libaid
needle. But | must get extra energy for tonighits.R
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How | exult when the moon-flood gushes, drowning th
white snow-spurt of the Devil's snake! It tingekitsl length
with scarlet stains and mauve globules of burnieg.d

| feel wild and savage, so soaked and stained nvidbn-
juice that | cry aloud in the night; a lugubrioug taden with
death and cruelty; with lust's own laughing hate am's
satiety.

| reached the spot, safely!

October 21

All else is a fantastic nightmare; something | cgmecord
now, but will, one day; something for ghouls angildeonly;
something nameless and loathsome; something cailegelf.

As | returned to the house | was aware of eyeshivagane.
It was a little after eight a.m. | walked straiginthe bathroom,
feeling so exhausted that | hardly was able to turthe taps.
| bathed my face for some seconds in the basedfiNith ice-
cold water. After rinsing my mouth | prepared tongdete my
toilet, and entered the small cubicle separatea filee bath-
room by a thin wooden screen.

All was dark within, and as | sat | must have donéd
Waking with a start, | was aware that someone watshing
me. | gazed about me and noticed a small gratihgnsthe
wall near the ceiling. Two beady glints of lightustd down,
and again | felt an overwhelming desire to sleapad confused
and delirious; the glints had become the eyeseosittkly-faced
boy. | saw his hideous squat nose, saw him lickipsswith
relish. 1 moved slightly and exposed the lower parny belly;
the lurex in my stockings glittered in the mephgloom, and
my body thrilled as when about to satisfy someetatzsire.

A deep blue haze seemed to envelop me and beazitye |
aloft to meet the face that hung above me. A sudésire to
void myself on it, and to gloat over the twisteg jowould
provoke in its leering features, made me quivehwaihot and
ugly lust. | smiled malignantly and glanced at mytc Each
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crisp coppery hair bristled rigidly against thearny dankness
of my loins. | felt too enervated to rise. | wa®niched in a
stifling sweat which poured from my armpits, triedl in
streams to my girdle, and swept in rivulets aboytelly and
breasts. The place reeled about me; | tried to mysklf up
the wall with the aid of the chain suspended frova metal
arm above me. | swayed dizzily over an abyss dilautable
depth; and then, with a sickening crash, fell eftbor and lay
panting and faint, staring at those twin flamesséhluminous
eyes that did not move.

Once again | made the attempt; again | slippedelhd’he
walls closed around me and their sides were shppéh an
oily vapour that coiled about the ceiling in a deefst. |
gasped for breath, determined to draw some sign flmse
starkly maddening eyes; determined to make somgesgamn
their glazed and awesome inanity.

| lay on the floor, writhing in postures which Idw must
draw down the lurking demon. Monstrous forms cldtirea
green-lit swathe of oil peered down at me, laugldegsively,
mockingly. My stockings were torn, my skirt in ritots, my
breasts bursting through my blouse, which | hadhsd in a
frenzy; but still no sign of life smouldered in g®brightly
gleaming points. The face had vanished long ago;stwning
beads alone remained. | stood up, steadied myssdf,my
mind assumed suddenly an ice-cold clarity and calm.

| was standing in the cubicle looking up at a sniralh
grating caked with the grime of years. My attentiested on
two unblocked perforations through which the dadyliginked
like brilliant eyes.

| crawled up to my room and got into bed. Oblivirer-
whelmed me.

October 24

This is the third day of my abiotrophy. | can neitlsit nor
remain supine. My body is an agony, and a lassituolie com-
pelling than death itself has seized upon me.
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Mrs M has threatened to have me taken away. Sterdite
realize how ill  am. She says | disturb the hdmgeny refusal
to have meals at accepted times; that if | am eredugh to go
to town once a month ... and so on and so forta.v&huld like
to know just what is wrong with me! | laugh. Whaibcy; what
crapulous conceit! She dislikes the way | laugle way |
refuse meals; the way | stare ...

| shall write to T. Not in order that he may remawe. NO!
This is my house now! Mrs M is the one to go if@mygoes. | am
sure that T will agree with me. But | am wastimgdiand ener-
gy on these trivial matters. | must build up a ptse for the
next Moon-Rite so that | may establish Their raigon Earth.

It is strange, my writing thus after having spent lifie
denying Them. | suppose there are parallel instaimceertain
historically authenticated cases of 'conversioom&hing of
the kind, no doubt, occurred to Paul, to Dostoeydky
Huysmans and others. Did They appear to some indleep,
or in their carousals? May be! Whatever the expianal am
Theirs utterly. No more struggle, no more worrgt jcomplete
surrender! Is that what They want? Well, perhapsyTimave
not got me yet. Perhaps if | recover from tidi®ulial may yet
strike back and regain lost peace. Hope, | may megain,
since Y snatched it away. Yet | feel hopeful algeddam a
woman - not 'a mere wisp of a girl', as T onceecathe; | will
triumph yet!

This sudden burst of intense energy alarms me sbatew
But these experiences are not without their obvieasons.
The eyes, which | imagined, gave me real excitenvghiy had
I not thought of it before? It is odd, how modeas @s in those
very places and circumstances which - if propexiyl@ted -
could prove more voluptuous and more informatiantmore
orthodox ways of pleasuring. It takes an ordea likis to
make one realise what strange perversities, matesires,
and secret wishes one harbours. Had | known yegarsvhat |
know now, | would have balanced things more curiyitigereby
Buffering slight burns instead of this all-consugngonflagration.
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Yet my soul is being purged of the hypocrisy the¢sywith
'normality’ and its pantomime. At least | haeena devil, not
merely read about one. At least | know what lifeymeveal if
one has the misfortune, or the courage, or botteaioaway its
veil of mock modesty. | shall want to know a lotmathan has
been made generally available about the lives efstints,
before being able to assess their real attainménés: methods
of catharsis involved total surrender to the WillGod. The
lusts of the flesh may not be denied. Perfectiotaiob only
when surrender is absolute, leaving the body, mand, spirit
so torn by the invasion of lust, that genuine fiedénce is born
of understanding, and the ability to endure anyeerpce.

October 25

| have been thinking all day about theedianoted in
yesterday's entry. Is it possible that my Will, faom being
paralysed, is at last asserting its true nature?

When first | formulated my spiritual attitude | pkd the
root of the will in the highest centres. | triedawaken the
head before the heart. | have myself to blame dbrhieeding
Y's remarks on this matter. Perhaps, after alisterrect in
his delineation of my character. Perhaps, too,ai$ wy own
stupidity that prevented my following the more sielesline of
conduct. But what may a mere girl be expected tmkabout
herself and her best means of expression? | mahes | think
how accurately Y assessed me. If | had not begmaa and
supercilious, |1 might have enjoyed things whiclah mow but
hold in contempt for their inability to satisfy méhe starved
part of my nature has bulged into an ugly pustuhel burst.

| repeat: is it possible that my will is finally mouncing its
destiny and impelling me in a direction oppositéhiat which
| had anticipated? Am |, after all, a priestesbletate, whereas
Diana had seemed to call me? Surely there is sasteka? If
| could find a way of true analysis | might yeteacile these
conflicting elements.
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The weather is fine; warm puffs of air sail in upoe as |
sit and gaze over tree-tops to the misty wood betyArrusset-
flecked purple is growing into evening, and alreatg
star-gems stud the upper green with glisteningiies) Yet a
threat of storm lurks in the heart of the duskaAy moment
a livid tongue of fire may streak across the skg aning
terror to the scene.

| have been meditating, and the blackness withast h
grown massive. It is sprawled like a teratoma agfam
background of silence which, for some inexplicaldason,
causes me to ponder the nature of Evil. | feel bam in touch
with a source of omniscience, able to answer abktions and
solve all problems.

October 26

The morning has been one of peerless sunshine.
Nevertheless, the night with its sinister atmosph®as not
utterly vanished.

| spent most of the morning re-reading the notggtéd
down last night, and arranging them in some order.

The subject of evil has always lurked at the bakckng
mind. Not until now have | been able to formuldteiterms
acceptable to reason or instinct.

Evil is unbalanced force, and the evil-doer is ar® is
unfulfilled or in some way frustrated. Chaos pratsefom the
Self, since it is impossible to conceive anythihgttdoes not
originate and end in the Self. The latter's exrsteis the sole
fact of which we - as individuals - are certaint e see only
a distorted reflection of it in the murky mirror afpersonal
self, or ego, identified with a particular persatyallThe ego is
therefore basically unbalanced; it incessantly eatesnthe
miasmal exhalations of chaos or the primal slimbictv it
moulds and appropriates (misappropriates) to its emds.

Chaos blends with the red, creative earth, whidblasd,
and it imbues that blood with life. The earth, asFMatter,
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following an unknowable pattern, forms for the egmaterial
vehicle which we know as the human body; the bloectbmes
flesh. The latter is generated physically by theoacof the
slime upon other oleaginous substances. As the i#rab
Alchemist has expressed it: "All animals increase themselves
by a slime”. Thaedeabehind thdormis inherent in the slime
from the moment of its generation to the moment rwie
gathers about itself the habiliments of corporgalit is a
process of duplication, not of creation, for catccurs not in
matter but in Spirit.

The chaos back of all things, although the cloakrotilti-
mate idea which transcends it, is the slime fronthvthe ego
is generated. It is a force having no directiorcampletion,
forever flowing forth in every direction, its shesmlessness
and inexhaustibility indicative of non-fulfilmenitittle wonder
that we are instinct from the beginning with waysM@ndencies!

The brain is an evolutionary development of the idgeent
in the slime. The spermatozoon is enveloped ineskamd it
ultimates in brain, which in turn affects the slisred moulds
it in consonance with the inherent idea. Hence hele
scheme of manifestation is a vicious circle; theddhists
describe it as the Wheel of rebirth.

There might be less occasion for pessimism if tigiral
idea swimming in chaos were not a blind force. @adl idea
'‘God', and we are no better off. Call it what yaill, whe fact
remains that in Chaos there exist a myriad suchsidene
only of which in the act of generation developspitéential,
fulfils itself.

If evil is unbalanced force, then 'good' is balanicece? But
if force remains balanced it is no longer forcés homogenous
tranquillity, for its stress has been abolishecerémay not be
any such thing as 'good’, 'God', because if waelavil as we
have done, we search in vain for balanced force.

2 Ali Puli, in His Tractate of the Regenerated Salt of Nature.
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Magic, the science of transcendence, organizes é@o
that the idea and the slime are blended. Thus, v@ehand
Chaos concur, real creation becomes a possititg. magic
accomplishes this act of creation through attracio 'love'.

Love is the biological urge to completion in eviiygdom -
mineral, vegetable, animal, human. Using this cptioe in a
correct manner it is possible, momentarily, butitpasy, to
balance (or annihilate) force altogether. At tihetfng point of
the process at which Idea and Matter are abolisivben
there is neither evil nor good, it is possible teate, to give
birth to a fundamental and obsessive desire wisidiill, and
which lies at the very root of the Self. At prelysthis moment,
the Self flowers fully; and, before Chaos resuntesimless
flowing, truth may dawn upon the Self-in-EcstashisTis a
transcendence of twin forces in constant opposihaough the
dynamic flowering of a primal obsession in thersile of the
real void: a void free from the idea, from chaosif all but the
very absence of SelAnd this is a condition beyond good and
evil and therefore free of consequence. Ultimatdynadhiis
such a state, outside space and time.

‘Evil' inheres in all entities because its basisitter, is of
chaos or unbalance. It can be diverted to a 'gmagiose by
being left free to develop itself fully and to dilbrough
exhaustion. To try and turn a thing to any purpatber than
that for which it is predetermined, is a uselessgho do,
since fulfilment of its primaldeais all that it can do. It is as
futile to try to interfere with the developmentanfything once
set in motion, as it is to try to alter the flighath of an arrow
released from a bow.

To enlighten matter, to inform it and establishhavit it
Beauty and Light, one must imbue it with the fraxgpe of the
Self, for one may transmit to matter the creatiapulse only
in the lightning-swift phase of its emanating fradiaos.
Originality is thereby the immediate obsessive r@esi terms
of the unconceived. As soon as the conceptionrtas/ened
there recurs the universal pattern of multiplicatiand
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creation is baulked. The explosion of energy isded into a
vehicle like itself. There are usually no unforesdevelopments
in the growth of the body of a child; its mind, tooes not differ
in kind and is no improvement upon that of its &atHt is a
mere duplication. In rare cases, in the incarnatiogenius for
example, there is a miscarriage of the usual psp@ed the
vitally obsessive idea breaks through into mattet breeds
something vastly different from its parents.

There is in genius an enhanced degree of unbaldoozs)
a great gulf between the man and his work. Who ras
pondered the ways of genius, and wondered at tleesa of
actions not connected with it in any ostensible mea? Drunk
with liquor, doped with drugs, deluded by womererthis a
dichotomy between the obsessive idea and the ¢yl in
which it incarnates. These creatures seem to haen b
snatched from a different world, a sinister shadowl They
are the changelings of the Absolute generated thendeeper
layers of the Self, through which they burst despite
resistances of matter, which, in its constant &féo choke
original impulses, endeavours to destroy them lsgréiag its
own formula. Hence genius appears supremely untedaio
those ignorant of that transcendental balance whigdlifies
phenomena and discloses the noumenal basis otyR&die
delights of genius therefore appear unusual, ajenhaps
even 'evil', to those that remain unenlightenedr@aware of
the delusive nature of phenomena.

It is not easy to think of evil without associatitgvith the
concept of sin, which may be defined as the misgppation,
to ends not in accordance with its nature, of thiésSenergy.
Sin yields only sterile joys, and they are expergehby those
ignorant of the true nature of Self.

[Editor's Note:

Although the next entry in Vilma's diary is datect@er 28th,
nothing intelligible appears until November 9. Tihiervening
pages are crammed with illegible symbols, ink blaisset-
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coloured stains, and various other deposits whibliterate the
sense of the script. That she is ill during thigipe is indi-
cated by phrases which stand out in block capitads
November 4, for instance: WHEN WILL IT END? And,tioa
following day, the word 'delirium' is often repedte

At the head of another page, against a badly snuidgel ill-
shaped symbol, appear the words — "the swine Y".

There are, occasionally, signs of an effort to bleezent among
a series of indecipherable sigils and shapes whiety analysis.
It is evident that she suffered a relapse whichessitated an
increase of drug intake.

Under the stress resulting from physical weaknessntal
instability and drug intoxication, Vilma sufferedlhucinations
and delirium for nine or ten days consecutivelyefcwhere the
handwriting becomes more clearly defined, thelldtis sense con-
veyed. A host of incoherent demons seem to claimioerpression
through her pen. She does not cease tabulatingecwtding her
impressions throughout this period of mental eelj@nd this por-
tion of the diary is equal in length to the partseady printed.

On November 8 she regained a certain normalcy. rles®f
passages read quite intelligibly, although we anahle to under-
stand them for lack of previous information. Theyaern a meet-
ing which she was compelled to attend: though whsheen, and
with whom, it is not stated. She merely reiterditeds it will occur
at a specified time.

The remainder of the diary contains no referencéhts peri-
od of illness, but the events recorded after theeipg of a letter
from T seem to relate to the meeting.

Further violent outbursts against the person caledppear in
various, apparently irrelevant, places. For instanegainst a sign
denoting drug doses, Y is cursed and accused ddimgiher
malaise and her fall from 'magical and mysticallpat

The continuity of the diary is not wholly destroymscdthe hiatus,
even though much material has been lost. To giviesiance: she
describes at great length a vision and the effiggigoduces upon
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her 'magical consciousness'. Also, a particulargdisiheld respon-
sible for opening the gateways of her Unconsciand, these gate-
ways lead directly to the 'narrow windings'of hieférno’, where

she prowls face to face with the self she has becsinte They'
took possession of her spirit. Nowhere else irdthey is the sense
of brooding loneliness and despair so shaken bptams of vio-

lence, and nowhere else is so fierce a detestatfamumankind

manifest in such naked bitterness.]

November 9

After tea, | lolled about and again experiencedoger-
whelming desire for energy. But there is littleelikood of my
finding in this isolated place a victim suitable foy pur-
poses. | therefore concentrated my mind on attrgtne, but
succumbed to drowsiness instead. | suppose | bha# to
wait until the next full moon.

| dropped off to sleep, and Mrs M knocked at therdmnd
awakened me. | was so irritated that | cursed Bére
retreated in dismay, muttering to herself. Theedrd the boy
on the landing. | crept out of bed and opened tize.dHe gave
me a sickly smile which changed to a horrid leeewhe saw
| was undressed. | slammed the door in his facecemethed
against it, feeling excited but bilious. | mightvesknown that
any effort to attract anything would be short-cited by him.
Still, I suppose he'll do; at least he is on thet.spet us wait
till night has fallen.

Later:

| could not summon sufficient energy to make thenapt
last night.

November 10

T has written, asking for details of my situatiomill tell
him the truth; how ill I have been, how lost, hawmely.

After writing the letter, | strolled to the postsb@nd
returned to find Mrs M with her friend, who hadtjasrived.



Gamaliel 37

She looked wan and thin. The boy was skulking enliack-
ground and | felt his eyes upon me. He was tel@msthYou
keep out of this, or ...". But although his attgéudas threaten-
ing, tired and ill as | was, | decided to spenddiaening with
the two women.

| sat on the sofa drinking in a stream of banalveosation.
They were both wrapped up in trivialities whichaldhdiscarded
long ago; shops, clothes, marriages, miscarridgpsured on
and on, a sickly drizzle, dull and pointless; butpioved
unequivocally that | was no longer one of them. Whigey
started talking about church, | withdrew. | supposzst men
would find the girl attractive. She affects studiedofness
which is belied every time she opens her thin amdted lips.
The boy is mad to get at her; | passed him in @& his
mouth pursed and ready to spit venom. | smiledy tiesther
of them have the intelligence to see that thmygame!

November 11

The rain has saturated everything; it is pourih@atr my
table and running in rivulets down the side of wadl. But |
will not close the window. | have noticed a changée chill
current of air; it is forming a circle around thedp it will soon
envelop it entirely, isolating it from the resttbe room. Then
| shall be alone in a magic circle, generated byates or by
angels: | do not know.

Can any breeze so cold be good? | doubt it. T@vwaihope-
less; each time | pick up the pen, ideas flee befor over-
whelming lassitude.

Lounging on the bed with a book, listlessly undbleead, |
hear voices from the past and | see Y quite viyioiynding over
and kissing me. Why did | not admit then that | wasove
with him? Even then | hated him, although | exalted in my
imagination to a throne of sovereign power. Hdiilstise king,
in my reality, and that is all that matters. Hoveember the
voyage and the pleasant, calm, and pensive marspgice of
strange creeds and evil sorceries. Why did | ndiagk ...?
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Why do | not go now? Now! Now all is hopeless; plass
image of ugliness. | raise my arm, a scarecrowsden limb.
My hair, like burnt grass, hangs limply over meiezrophile's
dream, with a smouldering semblance of life. Myglisi would
twitch their gnarled infamy to death's white sheetyg eyes
the ghoul-lights to the street-lamp's lurid glare; flesh and
bone, a geometric ghostliness ... Who may see chelamive?
What slug, fresh-slithered from the tomb, would ghén- wet
with leuchorrhea - its slime in the eye-socketmgfemptiness?
| am fixed in the circus of space for the leerirglg to spurn,
unable to withstand the mutilation of maggots.

| turn in my bed and frantically invoke a partnerassist
me in some shameless infamy. A voice sounds belwivl a
listen excitedly; it sounds vaguely familiar anoplen the door
very softly and confront the boy's father on higyywpstairs.

| scarce know what happened after that. The mamesge
fascinated, hypnotized. He approached me like ebmand |
closed the door behind him. In my white shroud-lgavn |
towered above him. He cowered and cringed; a lginhed
sullenly in his beady eyes, to be replaced a motagésit by a
glassy brilliance. A wave of nausea assailed rfedt &cross the
bed, my breasts in contact with his heavy body. fidan
rushed and reeled and laughter rose in the air.eSdrasm
opened and a stream of images gushed out in vasburse,
each one a lustful figure of naked flesh. My head my head
throbbed maddeningly, and | recall a monstrous cWwad

winged, with tongues of flame. In its utmost spaspierced
the depths of me.

How long | lay and moaned, | do not know. All | kiaow is
that | awoke before midnight in a dark cold roomuaearthly

light stealing over me like a silver thread of indascent evil.
But | felt replete with energy and boundless sttieng

November 13

My life is a series of violent outbursts followey imertia
and prolonged periods of writing. Inspiration ishest at the
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darkest hour; it seeps from some unfathomableiortand
gushes into the pages of my notebook.

Mrs M has brought me a letter from T. He seemsuchstd
by the account of my illness and suggests that ingo
seclusion for several days. He thinks | may theretzachance
of stemming the force of the counter-current wHitlave set
in motion and which threatens to destroy me. |ldale to
come to some arrangement with Mrs M about my mdais.
suggestion seems the only way out. Buhere a way out?
No! it is useless; | can but await the end. Thenea hope for
me. They have won, and at Their bidding | shalgdogher
souls through the drains of darkness that | havdemnay hell-
home. | shall unfold my arms and clasp who comemyo
scale-sleek breasts ...

| shall make immediate arrangements for the Retrgm
Perhaps | should write to T and ask him to negotwith the
M's; it would save me so much trouble. | must hengeiarantee
that | shall not be disturbed under any pretexd, @wat they
will not allow the boy to bother me. Also, | mudici from
them an assurance that | alone shall have freeofuhe
brake, which will serve for my noctambulations.

Later:

| have written to T suggesting that he approachedw's
on my account. If all goes well | shall begin thedcation after
the next Moon-Rite.

November 17

I have striven hard to hold my mind to the steadyeropla-
tion of Unity. Several times | swam in an ocearblb$s. |
became all things and recognized minute fragmentsatter
wearing my face and my form. My corruption seemexinen-
tarily annulled, but | find it quite impossible tecord my illumi-
nations. The very least of them had a significdiacéeyond
anything | had hitherto known. It is difficult tceleve that
such springs of beauty still exist within me. Yet Will, my
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Desire, and my Belief, are one: a living fire of iynmelting
every thought in the alembic of my internal selvesillions of
them - flowing, billowing, surging endlessly. Intioat ocean of
brilliance | glance, and vision becomes perfecie Way is plain;
there can be no turning back, no flinching beftue ultimate task
that looms ever nearer in the sunset glow of thésstong day.

| withdrew from this contemplation and replacetiyta gentle
rhythmic breathing which bore me into regions bey/&orm. |
yearn to remain in this tranquillity, but obscenedhter drives
me back. The Qliphoth claw me down and | am tormndsr.
Before me squats the Hecate-toad, its savage dgesng, its
head bulging with talismans, precious stones ofmexdew, the
drool of its ragged lips. This is the laughing teagled in the
coils of my brain, licking with idle tongue the engbs that lie cor-
rupting in the mental womb of my fancies. In theltib forest of
so much magic foliage | stretch upward in the nightower, a
curve; indefinable, inconceivable, beyond the pwesiQueen of
this region, | reign from a throne of running wavenich glints
like gold in evil moonlight. The blood reds of ngbes flow like
rivulets: unearthly, stricken, a fountain of patsiaightmare
blighted and tainted with the devil-spawn that bneel No effort
is needed to remain here; there is no need tohasaricient keys;
no need to give the sign, the kiss, the deed .nemsal, no need!

November 21

The lunar flood breaks through! For five days | gupon
the tree which overhangs hell! For four days | remad with-
out food; nor has my body spent its gold or its taear tasted
ecstasy. | swell with a turbulent tide.

On one occasion, Mr M came in. His face swam intw
upon a filmy cloud. Yellow, clayey lumps obscurée features
and his lips writhed, although no sound pierceduwapour in
which it swam. Enormous fish floated in with it,caa leprous
tube belched millions of darts towards me.

| tried to dispel the miasma by making an efforwvisualise
only those images that | knew to indicate my p&ht lost in
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the immense and lonely jungle of the Qliphoth Infduno stabil-
ity, nothing that did not shift and slip, dissolgim a greenlit
mist tinged with mauve. | stumbled and fell intadiness. Soon
afterwards, | made this entry in my diary. Anotlself burst
from my belly and wheeled around me, only to cégctail in an
ensanguined chunk of food. Yes, food! Every pottagerture of
my body craves food, as my nostrils the air. Yetldoound by
oath in this Rite to partake of nothing terrestndthing sub-
stantial from the universe without.

Writing the last sentence awakened me to actudlitgel
hungry; why doesn't Mrs M come with the tray? Shdeter-
mined to eject me; says the screams disturb Hkeeinight-time.
What screams? She says the boy has told her #inaogs me ...
In reply | said the boy was demented. She flew antage and
had the temerity to order me to my room! | woulgéhknocked
her down had not the boy appeared and poked lasi¢an my
face, so | struck him instead. He moaned at mylifeet lump
of jelly. Then I lost hold on things, and unfanmileices shrieked
abuse and abomination in my ear. A fiendish-lookiagl opened
its jaws and belched forth a volley of obscenitytdligh a blood
haze of lassitude | saw the boy crouching on heeknl was
wild with an uncontrollable frenzy. He lunged fomdaand
sniffed at me like a dog. The ceiling melted inpace as he
grasped my hips in bands of iron, and my energeelznd
flowed in a rhythmic vortex which sucked me dryeiitihe boy
collapsed, a grey and depleted sack draped ovesttister.

Thus ends the Feast of the First day. | shall ectdaink -
alone!

November 23

The main object of this retirement is to sweep et
elements that threaten my sanity. This | hope toraplish by
stimulating the centres of consciousness which rggmehe
symbols of my personality, and by awakening the Binaka-
which is no safe or easy task.

% The Kundalini of the Yogis; the cosmic power inrméEd.)
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This operation will decide the nature of my destimg the
manner of its fulfilment.

An ice-cold breeze, like the one that surroundsbety, has
guelled my fever and sharpened to a high degremalytical
faculty which | have just used to investigate tbeai of an
Interior Universe. Everyone possesses an intenoveuse,
though in the majority of people it remains subhali But it
is very near the surface in the case of the adigtpugh few
artists are able to develop it for lack of magipalver, and
fewer still are able to live vitally and creativety day-dreams
and fantasies without trying to bring them dowregsth and,
in the process, destroying their power. This isabee the
creative urge is not one with the urge to mater@liPure
creation is invisible; it does not materialize myavay. High
spiritual attainment is necessary for true creatamd the
creator does not aim at material results. The pajnthe
poem, the song - whatever the medium used to exphes
inmost truth - is not in itself creation but thefleg of a
movement out of time and space, both of whichtitnately
transcends. It is often impossible to see from e&kwb art the
nature of the interior universe that lies behindaitd which
generates it. There is often a marked dissimildréyveen the
two. Paradoxically, the substance of which the pebds the
shadow is essentially unsubstantial and therefoae®vless.
It is both inviolable and incommunicable, and thal rsource
of that Energy of Transmutation which it is the @frsorcery
to stimulate. It is therefore incorrect to regdnd sorcerer as
concerned with the transformation of material teinfgr true
Sorcery is creative and pertains to inner and iiolesspheres.
The sorcerer is the mover in circles, the Circidad the magic
circle girdles the hidden field of his creative eadour. He
encircles and ensorcels all things, as the origithakch, kirk
or circle embraced the entire creation in manifesta

By developing ideas suggested by meditation onsone'
inmost nature, by becoming obsessed by them, oaeesdhe
fabric of the interior universe. Nothing may as#aifor it is
the Palace of Truth. The process should not beakest for
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mysticism, since that has an object (union with \oothereas
the interior universe is autotelic.

One has to be strong, for obsession is a teriitegt The
world today is obsessed by ideas of money, powemntiy.
Individuals devoted to these materializations oérgg are
magically impotent and filled with misery. Obses&gtthese

ideas, man lives in the self-generated hell of ¢Rkeernal
universe.

To contemplate the confusion of the external wisrlithere-
fore fatal. People die when their obsessions prowehless,
and their death is a revulsion. But the sorcenerctrcular and
returner, is the one who returns to his sourcechvis the true
magic circle that embraces the interior universe.

Because of our peculiar physical equipment it ssyiade to
generate the obsessive twins which reveal the immeid.
Herein lies the significance of the twin gods, & Horus. Set
destroyed the illusory outer world, the Body of ii3siHorus
revealed the true inner world, the Spirit of Osefablished
for Eternity. But Cosmos is only apparently dual,aae the
ideas of Spirit and Matter, the primal twins. Thacerer
imbues them with life, his own life, and he infuskem with
the vitality of the Self. He then realises that s#lves are
identical, and that Matter is the substance wherethie Self
builds as many worlds or ideas as it pleases.

These occult processes are the means of resohhagsC
without, and of achieving Cosmos within. The objaletays
mirrors its Subject.

November 24

| slept badly, with vivid and unpleasant dreams. Aéte
frugal meal | robed myself in the blue robe whiels Imot been
worn since ..[The sentence ends thus abruptly. Ed.]

| have evolved a new magical posture. | lie spragidel on
the bed within the circle of ice, my head lollingeo the side,
my legs flexed against the wall at the side. The lbbbe veils
me like shimmering water, and | visualise the stadngue of
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the Fire Snake as it swells within the descendirengle
formed by my legs and the wall.

| maintained this posture for hours, jerking myseifake
when sleep threatened to intervene. | heard harstalin
voices, raucous jangles as of cabs on cobblesndssas of
gas-jets, the noise of doors opening and closiogn& of my
early life whirled past my inner gaze. Each incigemystal
clear and precisely delineated, floated by: sloatlyirst, then
swept along by a magnetic current which followesl ting of
the ice-zone encircling the bed. Faces appearedisappeared,
monstrous forms, twisted figures, distorted imagds
dreaming- and waking-life inextricably fused.

Then the image of a vast black ass loomed over mde a
seemed to descend from the ceiling and pass intbeimg. |
felt enormously strong; my legs beat against thiéiwa mad
tattoo which brought down upon the bed ribbons abgy
adhering to chunks of plaster. A long tentacle ndowp and
down inside me and - within the triangle - | saw 8tarlet
snake swell up, dash back its hood and fix me aitenomous
glance. A tongue of black fire licked up the saceaias it
jetted from me. | writhed in a sea of forgetfulnesy breasts
swelled, their mounds filled the entire room - {igped
ice-peaks of smooth cold snow spurting globuldsiaid.

| floated to the centre of a vast desert whererk daater
spat fumes, sulphurous, blinding. The ass whichadl h
absorbed, materialised beside me, braying loudhenTit
reared upon me, its reeking breath hot upon mykshdée
swung against me its supple member, and the piditynof it
stood out obscenely against the black hirsute batjain and
again | tried to fill my being with the superhumfance it
offered. Again and again | was denied, chainedhagldes of
inner resistance.

And then, as if distilled from clouds of lurid heamhd
glaucous haze, a woman's body hung before me ineanen,
frozen for an instant in perfect stillness. Thenla@r moved,
stirred by a breeze. Her breasts were high, smdlt@unded,
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her waist slim and white, her hips heavy. She wgsdaless.
But I loathed her, and as | fell upon her with regth and
nails, she disappeared, leaving behind her a ddaughter.
Then she returned and changed her form. She tagkebr
her breasts the head of the ass, and with herlgvishgers
grasped its pizzle. A savage neighing broke uperaih thick
with the incense of fungi burning in the Sefekhkdass. As |
raised myself again to strike, she pulled the béash to her.
Writhing in flames and smoke, ensheathed, trappetids

deadly need, the glowing member burst in showergotd

and black.

Deep caverns of the nether world gaped open fdirghéime
since the ancient temples were profaned. Then rttzgyes
reversed, and she - the Goddess - rode that diyiieatst whose
lust for life outlasts the death of all: Gamaligtey call you!

| have adored your sacred emblem! | have surpgisedn
the spawning of the sunset; in the dread call efmiight-bird
shrieking from the tomb to take fresh life in varegsweeping
silence. In goblets where your wine has flowedside to drink
your venom, lest one dart escape to lie unfertilide your
vampire-catamite, your true abomination masked asan,
writhing in the blackness of soul, wallowing in thelfs of
Gomorrah's ghastly greatness. |, of Babylon, amohédy of
Khem, rise up and greet you - Lord of Hell, GaniaBzasts
and fishes, demons and humans, have received yakr im
secret places. Blood red, the flowers of girls ydlur festal
vessels; your platters run with honey seethedwn d®u have
stirred my cup and left a brew of bitter evil; @ is potent to
taint the world with plague and madness.

I, your spotless priestess, have submitted to atations
in your Name. | have bared my womb to viper's spéinave
drunk at the fount of Faunus and of Artemis, aridhied the
lunar poisons. | have played Witch to your Wizgpélls and
have concocted potions of annihilation. Use meoaswill, but
let me always serve your sorceries. | have notitHenwhen
fools have prayed, but have crashed through dorsbwth



46 Gamaliel

and chapel with my train of devils trumpeting alolitiere we
brought chaos, polluted the wine, profaned theasaent,

opened the gate of the Pit. In your Devil's Masghlabeen

Lilith, and in my mouth your steaming mass has ewelnd

turned exquisitely to gold. | come now to reap mye to feast
beside you on the Throne of Geh, veiled in thestvidasphemies.
| know you both, ugly and awful as you are! | kngowu for the

true Redeemers and givers of endless ecstasy. ¢gHaupped
of satyr-seed, | have turned to that unholy meatreim the

moon-wines run thick and mingle with stranger dedies.

| come triumphantly! Have | not won that greatesze -
the right to do Your Will, to perform Your rites aip the hills
and summits of the earth, as also in the valleybs dark-lit
places? Let me die impaled upon your Spear, emgulingith
my blood ... and, as | die ... fight free from varagangs ...

November 25
The paean yet echoes in my ears.

The shapes around me are becoming more precisg@nand
acrid odour fills the room. A certain change ocedrast night.
My body became ice cold. | was terrified, and stret out my
arms to save myself from toppling from a crag ithie deeps
below. | was aware of a swirling volume of watertaege
bubbling crater welled beneath me and | wantealta.f

| altered my focus of vision. The circle surrourgithe bed
had become warmer, had become a ring of intolefadé To
escape burning | tried to reduce myself to the sfza small
bundle. This made me think my body was ice coloralyed
fervently to be released from this nightmare, kautghter
was the only answer. Such hate was in it. | recghithe
voice as mine!

The fear then melted and | became calm; but soddehi

activity is going on silently and secretly about, m@reparation
for something?
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November 26
Yes! It definitely is a preparation. A scene hagetleped; a
precise picture. A green-hued radiance illuminesrygking,
which makes it all the more easy for me to seegthwith
perfect clarity.

| am in a vast building. Its ceiling is so hightage out of
sight. A multitude of men and women are surgingnd out of
great doors which swing to and fro with remarkaddse and
terrifying silence. There seem to be street lantgskéd by
high walls vanishing to infinity on either side k. They are
unsubstantial and they ripple slightly, as in aehee Gigantic
blocks of stone have gone to their construction.

Utter silence prevails, which makes the scene umngan
ominous. There is a lightning-flash, and the mudid@ turn
stunned faces to the sky. Mirrored in their eyea @imson
light, the cause of which | cannot identify. | feearm and
confident, knowing that | am expected to play aanggrt in
what is to follow; not in the least worried and teuprepared
for any eventuality. My hour is come; | shall perfothe
ultimate Rites.

A pungent odour seeps from a dark patch of putpelewy
and fills the whole building with a nauseating sten cough
and vomit, and the scene continues smoothly toldinfo

At midday | rose and ate some food. Mrs M leftutside the
door this morning - yesterday morning - who knowste
evening the sense of an invisible Presence wasvbeéming;
but, as yet, no manifestation to sight, touch,earing.

In my devil's posture last night, | coaxed the Breake to
a high level of activity. | like to tempt it; toenease its itch to
the utmost degree, and then - reverse its direclieaways
its head blindly; its adder-fangs snap empty afeel dizzy
and sick, and hear only with difficulty. Also, I\enot taken
any malourea since three days before the Invocéswan,
and yet | am keyed to the highest pitch of sengiti&hapes
form easily, but always against the backgroundietuilding.
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The acrid odour is not always present, and the |pesgme-
times fade into the distance and are lost in ibfinbut the
purple patch of shadow remains, concealing somgthin
unimaginably evil.

| cannot sleep, nor can | maintain for a momengédorthis
peak of intense concentration. | know that madhegs, but
before its waters overwhelm me | must discovemiueire of
the building which forms the background of the iesgl
believe it is some kind of temple.

| ate a little food and then | conceived the craation that
| should dress, go to town, and act as if | weremad! Yet
anyone seeing me now would never recover from tibeks |
look long and intently into the mirror. | have artestocking
tied about my neck; my belly is swollen as if i final stages
of pregnancy; my breasts pendulate like witch-usldéne
nipples awry. My eyes occupy almost all my facep fyveat
bruises; the mouth, a scar festered and wet witioldthe
teeth bared, yellow, longer than usual. My haless affected
than the rest of me, and its sheen is remarkablyabt. It
seems somehow to be lit from within, a strugglinggeries of
medusa vipers, each bearing a little light in i€adh | am
nearly naked, as | have been since the beginninthef
Invocation.

[Several pages have been torn from the notebook. Ed

November 30

The Invocation is nearly finished. | wrote a futicaunt of
the Seventh day, somewhere, but have mislaid itwamied
about this because if anyone finds it there wiltdogible.

The whole Invocation ended badly, dismally, a falul
haven't contacted any Power that has in any wayedeaie.
But it has done me good; it has proved that | carcentrate
great energy and that | can deny myself anythingggessary.
Also it has proved that | am altogether fearlesBut | boast
... too much and too soon!
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Have had a terrible scene with Mrs M. Curse her!

For the past four or five days | have been obsesghdhe
idea of going out. Little wonder that the Retiretnended so
lamely. | cannot continue for another day; and yetst, even
if only to prove to T that | am not completely vairghed.

Later:

| had settled myself in the devil-posture when boy
started scratching on the door. | told him to gayawe replied
with blasphemies. | rolled off the bed and felthe floor, my
head reeling, my legs numbed. | crawled to the doorwas
about to open it when a sharp pain buckled me dg &l flat
on my face. He heard my sobs and tittered inaSelgnmoning
every ounce of energy | wrenched open the doocanfionted
him. Then | realised why | had been so desperate!

When he saw me swaying grotesquely in the halt,ligé
let out shriek upon shriek of maniacal laughtéurhed away
and crawled round the room. The blue robe wastiers
saliva trickled from my lips and | shuddered vidhgnHe is an
idiot but a lewd one, and before | could rise tofegt he was
on my back, towering above me in bestial glee. @sd later,
pandemonium broke loose. Mare to his mentula, ¢édaand
ramped in jerking spasms. Again and again he tboene; the
urge increased as each fresh vacuum caused bythisawal
clamoured for fulfilment. Maddened now, he chargpdn me
and for one exquisite moment | thought my bowelsiido
burst.

My back was drenched with a molten lava and like th
Khem-Besz beasts we fell to the feast. A part ofoeeame
detached and | witnessed the scene from abovemowsters
gorging, tearing and scraping from each other tbgimgy
scales. Hirsute and sore-scarred; a monster cuggeldpaws
to the dugs of its Lilith-consort, Queen of stefidasts and
barren lusts. The two deathless atavisms of thevigad Ages
appeared in stark precision, emerging from the pasnt on
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satisfaction, blinded by beast-rut, imbecile, cptridere, in a
rehearsal of antiquity, arose the incense of a fessdviass.
The temple was the room; the lusts were thosedofrdien the
times were confused and the shrine of the Livind @ofaned.
The patch of shadow became a luminous rectangte aan
image crystallized within it; stupendous in its mgeur,

terrible in its godlessness.

A searing pain shot through my head and | sank timo
ground, into the earth, deep down through stragraith and
decay. | saw reptiles begetting strange childrew Bquid
testicles of fire shooting their projectiles thrbuthe soft
interior of earth; saw the flaming points piercating wombs
and burgeon forth as offspring of the blind bignddse swell
of the earth became ocean; the tides rolled orgdyidoam
mingled with purling dews, creamily white. Througky and
fire, through hideous heats and paralysing coldsaw the
woman debased and the beast triumphant - wavirty thig
Talisman of Set. The whole earth was abased bfermystic
Cross whereon | lost my life to Him who grows fagein me ...

The door opened; | fail to remember what happenédit |
came back, somehow. |, of Carthage, formerly ofrikhthe
coprozoic priestess of Cthulhu, am returned froendkbep.

December 3

Depressed and sick. The whole thing was a fiasoovdid
from T, and | cannot be bothered to write. EithbaVe suc-
ceeded, or | am utterly finished. When shall | kRo&l was
deceptive during the Invocation. It succeeded drdyn the
point of view that | was able to understand certhimgs
about myself. | dare not write it all down, fortrie | must
sever myself from this age and go back througldtist of the
aeons, back to Khem where | ...

[The sentence breaks off abruptly. EH.]

shall go out and walk in the brake.
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December 4
| took a very long walk; too long, considering éswthe first
for some time. Everything has changed, blackeng&doégh it
is bitterly cold outside, or so they tell me; Iife@arm, hot even,
though wearing nothing more than a summer frock.

| came to a queer little well this afternoon, artthdl to go
out again to confirm that it was really there, moérely
imagined. The walls are old and oozing with a gieslime.
Fungi luxuriate at the bottom; some of them haveplmh
knobs which resemble thghalli of beasts. They push their
way into dank russet-coloured undergrowth, andlag of
polluted water seep out as if they were raping samthe
obscene analogy dawns suddenly upon me. Heregetateve
form, is the same rite enacted; here is yet anatperbolic
series of obsessions, objective, actual, and extertactual.

| cannot accept... let me die ... let me drowlet.me pitch
down into this turbid slime of noxious putrescence.

December 5

I was found unconscious by one of the labourers faom
neighbouring farm. He should have left well alombey say |
must have caught my foot in a root and fallen thi® water.
Mrs M says | should count myself lucky | didn't getinfection
from that 'horrid well'. She could learn much frémat well if
she knew how to use her eyes.

| have made the brake my temple; the well, my erad
the Sefekh-lust that wraps me round | shall perfony
earthly functions therein; it is hidden from pryieges. There
| shall void the golden waters, that they may nenglth the
unction of darkness and corruption, giving lifdtte obnoxious
weeds which flourish and twine about the stones deat
roots. | shall take the boy down here one day.

Sheer weariness mars my vision and perceptionall sh
sleep and dream until the oracle awakens me.
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The days pass uneventfully. | sit and sulk, whert no

cramming myself with food. Mrs M is alarmed and aec at
the quantities consumed. She attributes it to nmgriky fast”.
I think she suspects an acute form of religious imahhe vicar
must have suggested this; | can think of no othko would
give her so absurd a notion. Still, even vicars reagnetimes
experience a little of what | have been through.

Mrs M has just brought in a letter from T.

[Editor's note:
This is the fragment referred to in the ForewortieTirst page
only survives:

Dear Vilma,

| am appalled by what you write, not only because |
realise there may now be no possibility of withdahw
but because my resources are exhausted, and there
seems no alternative to your leaving the househintw
you are staying, and making your own way in thelavor
Please understand that Y is instructing me in dbh |
and say. He financed your stay there; | could aad b
meagre sums by way of extras which | thought you
might appreciate. Times are hard, and now thatsr ha
withdrawn his support | cannot meet alone the saces
payments.

This, | know, will be a dreadful blow. We had hopeel
Ordeal would have resulted differently. Franklyuyare
of no more use to Y in your present state. It cause
great distress to have to write to you in this vburt | am
sure ...

Here the page ends. Ed]

So! The rats have left! A pleasant prospect: no e@yomo
plans; black hopelessness.

December 13

The M's have received a final cheque from T. Thaoklat
me questioningly, and well they might! | shall stamtil they
throw me out.
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Later:

| dressed at three o'clock and went to town whesdiéd at
the little bar on the corner of Olan Street, toiféeey wanted
help with the pumps!

Got back at eight o'clock after a hellish day afstant rain.
| was drenched to the skin; the M's were out; thedkulking
around like a festering astral maggot. No one tkariaa; no
tea to make. No money. Something has got to hajgbeep is
impossible until somebody has decided what is¢orie of me.

Later still:

A little after ten o'clock | got the crazy ideagufing to town
again. | dressed in a frenzy, caught the lastdused shortly
after ten forty-five. | combed the usual resortafdgtunately,
it was too late for any serious effort. | decidechang around
until the first cafe opened its bleary eye.

December 14

| returned, a total wreck after a chaotic night. kigls are
so sore and my handbag so full of gold that | dhalbble to
afford the M's prices for another three or four kgedt was the
only way.

| have replied to T, telling him | had some resesrgkcash,
and that if he cared to send me his little 'extwasasionally,
| should find it 'awfully useful’. This should meits stones;

anyway, | feel good for several moons at this gdasv to my
plan of campaign.

| must link up with the Current that has destrogeéry
vestige of humanity within me. | shall then smashnd direct
the beam of power against my other good frienderd keems
no option but to evoke the Gamaliel; if | depentklgoon my
own strength | may fail. The Invocation will ocaum the 20th
or 21st, a day or two before the commencementeoitbon-
Rite. | shall sow the seed, and the inundation ywdld the
flower.
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The well is to be the place of Invocation. The ceid be
intense, but who cares? It is life or death. |Ishebd several
grisly objects and will start acquiring them at enc

Mrs M is complaining about an unpleasant smell loa t
landing. | reminded her that the boy has his rotmsecby. She
looked at me reproachfully. | said nothing. To as®ciable |
then enquired after her friend. She blanched andpehed
something in my ear. The girl is pregnant. | cotildonceal my
amazement. "What's so awful about that?", | askée. old
lady nearly fell down the stairs in her eagernesget away
without disclosing more!

As | turned into my room | smelt the odour as shé h
mentioned, a queer, rank, and sickly perfume sugges
orchids, or fungus slowly burning. I looked up dght played
on the banisters above me. The boy's door wasaajdra
sallow face leered down at me, the eyes darkdfligvil. With
a start | realized it was not the boy's face. Ttienlight was
extinguished. | heard a heavy thud followed by aveuing
song, unearthly, dismal, unutterably lugubrioushitled my
heart. | locked my door and sat on the bed. | caoldbanish
the image of the face. It was strangely familiat, lycould not
identify it. | heard nothing, and there were nacés of the
cloying odour in my room. Suddenly | heard a sittilastling,
as of leaves crackling in a fire. What made mektbineaves?
The face | had glimpsed was the face of somethyhas; it
suggested a wreathed head. | cannot remember énhetd
resembled; | remember only the eyes and the blemiding
brows arched high above; and a queer distortedottinke lips
that was a smile of such malignancy as | had nesem on any
human face. | shivered at the recollection of itd D say
humanface? Why should | worry? Few of the things | have
seen recently were human, or ever had been. Anithgnet is a
difference. Here in my room, within the magic ackuch
things are permissible, understandable. But upetherthe
cretin's room - where, to my knowledge, no sorcegurs and
no intelligence dwells - these things should notNimatter
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how terrible are such phenomena, | invariably ratzega part
of myself in them. But this face, although soundingague
and remote memory, is not of myself, and | theeefear it
more than | have ever feared anything before. €mgade up
my mind to destroy the thing, to discover what getesl it,
what purpose it has in the house, what fiend hasiseNO!

Surely ... it cannot be that! But the wickednesghaef man
makes anything possible!

December 15

A night of vile dreams broken by the expected aigin.
The magic circle is stronger than | thought. Thaglswam
round it but made no attempt to enter. | examineatently
and wrote a detailed account which | later burnecabse it
revolted me. How could |, even |, have describedhbrror of
that abnormality as it floated about me, its blamt yellow
eyes, crossed and vacant, emitting jets of ich@@&nhbked the
presence of utter evil bottled up in its wizenefe. Writhing
tentacles coiled from its twisted trunk; ugly pashleprous
and mauve, glowed like dully-burning wounds agaapallor
of mottled furriness. | realised with alarm thatvas not the
strength of the circle that had kept it at baygauld have
penetrated it like water. It merely gyrated lazibund the
perimeter. Its hideous slit of a mouth opened innabecile
grin; the teeth, needle sharp, jutted from frillyngs; its ears,
like bat's ears, exfoliated from a bristly craniuglongated
dugs terminated like crinkled cork, emitting a eoless fluid
which reeked of thunder. Between its legs a fissmanated
vaporous exhalations which shrouded the thing maave

mist, and from the anus swayed a ribbon of greesh an

squameous flesh exuding the slime of the Deep.

In a paroxysm of supreme horror | understood thereaf
this teratoma which crawled like fungus from thdrals
gliphoth. It was an unborn babe conceived in hiddaasphemy
and poured forth from the cesspools of whoredonwas
formed of hell's infernal sperm. | screamed alouduch an
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ecstasy of fear that doors flew open suddenly hedathole
house came to instant life. | saw the boy's headtlits mane
through the mauve miasma, and Mr M clattered usthies,

his hands raised high in horror, his lips whitehwtérror. Yes!
They were afraid; all of them - damn them; all quirng like

lumps of jelly.

My breath burst from my lungs in agony, making vatich
burst a rasping sound. They straightened me obéststhey
could; tried to pour brandy down my throat; threat: me,
cajoled me, soothed me, irritated me, terrified amiised me.
They surrounded me, hysterically.

Mrs M came up after the others. She entered theroo
pressing her fingers to her lips as if to say "Huslsh, the
baby's on its way". | glared at her. She too waseyh living
embodiment of Fear, Hypocrisy, and Guilt. After tsmonths!
Nothing like it had ever happened before; what astrous
abortion! | laughed, and my laughter rent theiethabsurd
faces; tore their lips, eyes, snouts, to raggdabrib. | exploded
with mirth. The M's exchanged glances. The boy ftedhis
room and locked himself in with the monster he baed.
Curse him! But wait until that idea seeks formlesh! Then,
my friends, then the fun really will begin!

December 19

The flood gates are open again and the scarlerntsrbear
me along their current of chaos. | stretch myselfyn, and
feel well; seething with energy and impatience.

| went out early this morning to make sure thatrgeng
is in order for the coming ceremony. The well laydismal
calm. Its stagnant scum, home of squatting toadliamaid
fish of the Qoph-inferno, lay aslant the moonwrdughters of
the old witchery. My voice fills the caverns of theell's
immensity, calling backward through the aeons tsé¢hother
selves, those Deep Ones, uprising in the vapoussiarice,
wearing my myriad masks. Weird figures greet mews,
solemnly, Their arms extended in secret signsroérebrance.
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Yes! They remember me! | know you, too, you mighsil-
womb of myriad selves that | am!

The trees web the night and the stars above ntergiit
the well. | spend the entire day, spellbound byirtkg darkness
of its waters, watching its ghostly movements ilersie;
watching my reflection change a thousand timeschuad) the
eyes of me glance up like moons of murder. A sisiteflected
on the steaming surface of the waters, and | heasitence
move in a wilderness of thunder which booms my name
Explosions at my loins are the flying rubble; dovemg+hurling
sparkles of star-spate. A mighty monolith trangixee and
splits my earth asunder, scattering seed abroadtaaddle
besom-stick to ghoul-grove. What friends and fieadsit me
there! There, where | may drink the moon-blood frdme
Lilith-flower!

| slipped through the well-water into the cataclniao
Night. Slipped as sap into the slit of womb shenepleup, and
like a tree plunged headlong down into centuriddnse
seething with new dawns of power. | saw her lamseis
flicker like lanterns seducing to the grave. In thenereal
valleys of her poisons | saw multitudes succumthéodeath-
dealing snake which nestles in her corruption. Ddve
streams of time a rank putrescence drifted, passiment
cities, cleaving sunless valleys. | saw unhallowedls drain
flowing cups of livid light, swollen with diseasaddeath. A
vast pregnancy exploded and the waters swept befere

| awoke to my immediate surroundings, cold, ridilight
had fallen, and the well - a greater darkness méat the
crater of my skull. There in the silence echoedl#hghter,
rang out the laughter: the Lilith-face leered baioke. | staggered
and fell like a stone upon the bed.

Later:

During the night | awoke with high fever. The cemm
failed; | was hypnotized by the well-water. Tonidjlgio again
to call Them. | have all the necessary things small black
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bag which | have under the bed. The stench is ammeeping,
but | managed to keep the M's at bay. Tonight listedurn as
the Hell-Queen, newly crowned!

As for the boy, he was hanging about the landihgla}. He
smelt the unction, no doubt, and well he might! Wheit as Geh
upon the summits of the earth, his head shall behrgne ...

| threw the rich blue robe over my nightdress amimd my
way slowly through the shrubs and trees. Shadowsdtand
a host of spectral hounds and stallions leapt fthenpurple
leaves. They also were heading for the well. Thitheshuddered,;
| was borne upon a hot wind, my robe flying in ghtisuddenly
alight with bright green flame.

Not alone did | wail above the trees, shrillingthe whirr of
bats. The stars blossomed suddenly through cleftednstrous
clouds and shone serenely in the well. The wateerand a
thin dark trickle lapped its rim of ancient stonadjite with
moon-dust. The hieroglyphic signs gleamed sharpiytloe
walls. The cavern expanded; reptiles slitherechdyefrom the
depths, their eyes beads of black evil. A paleuste lay
before the well; its arms were raised and my owns livere
emitting weird ululations which formed a litany &0 long
forgotten tongué:

Thee | form in the web of dream
With the tainted seed of lust; Thee |
call with the endless scream From
the loathsome gliphoth-dust.

Thee | fashion, Thee | form

With breasts of shining dew;

Thou monstrous shade beyond the norm
Born of the powerful few.

And in Our kiss well tell a tale

Of how the world grew dark;

Of how the face of God grew pale

As we sealed Our death with the Devil's mark!

* The characters in which the litany was written ddw Vima are from an
unknown and probably unearthly language. Againsiesof the versicles she
added what appear to be the approximate transgdagioan here. (Ed.)
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All about me night unfurled its furtive bannersdairkness.
| felt uneven steps beneath my feet; blocks ofestoounting
up and up, back and back. | was returning atdaatyn by the
suction of the well's violent vortex. | floatedarthe night, into
the heart of it; and that heart was so ancientitteoly remote,
that | came face to face with myself and did nobgnize it.

| called thrice times thrice and twice upon the p&me. |
dived deeply down. The mirrored stars sprayed heawith
their luminosity and they bore me into space. Bldogped
from my robe. | staggered and fell, clutched a éoosck,
climbed a tree, slid, flowed, twisted my body ist@pes of hell
as the hounds mounted me. The air filled with spbagting,
moaning, screaming, neighing, shrieking, lowingdAo, They
surged upon me.

An immense silence followed. | had not left my rqand
yet | knew that | was at the well and that They bawhe. | was

ready for Their Song; but Silence, only, envelopedin endlessly
rolling waves.

December 30

| have lived in the well for many days; hence naesin this
diary since December 19. But | have made entresdiere!
The Gates of the Sanctuaries of Set have openectlrat.

Mrs M came up and raved at me one morning; | reneemb
the incident clearly. She threatened to throw ntefdwid not
pay. But | hadn't been inside the place for daysied to
explain that | was now living in the well and thatould not
pay rent for such cold comfort. She sneered andesha real
transformation occurred in the sedate Mrs M. Whalange
the idea of money can cause!

But, to the important task before me! | have gaiaeckess
to secret Sabean shrines; have beheld the Gnosgioménts
assembled in perfect order; have participatedertily feasts
and partaken of Their Mass. There is now no fdastiever
holy, at which | have not been present; no sagtet which
| have not held graal to Their uplifted lance. Whenofficiating,
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| sat peacefully gazing out of the well, whichimet luxuriously
with green moss, slime, and nameless rank growtiestangled
roots are my hair; the fallen leaves flake from sogly arms
which encircle the woods in an embrace of bitinfgl.cdwo

craters formed by absent stones in the head ofi¢tieare my
darkly sleeping eyes; sleeping in the dim agesfaaback;
limpid lanterns of the past, in-turned; contempigtiold

mythologies, lost faiths, sidereal shadows. My gfeis the
nearby tree-stump jutting from earth already tegmuith the
seed my mouth has spewed as each feast is absorbed.

Amusing diversions occasionally occur. | have bieehby
farm-hands and stray travellers in the wood. Actlnihce
threw a handful of crumbs upon my stagnant surfBaels
swooped in and swept them up; huge seemed theibirdg
small cell. Men often added to my waters their owng
sometimes turgid members, hugely enlarged in thi'swe
mirror, tossed white scum upon my silences; and &an the
town once visited my loneliness and relieved hetgen me.

They held a feast in the town some days ago. Naw thm
back in my room my diary tells me it was their Ghiiass.
Had | realized it whilst in the well | would haveiled and
showered upon them a flood of raging lava. Sowlas their
feast! They spat and pissed upon me; their ribad)s were
drowned in drunken laughter. Troop followed troapd it was
not until the sun froze in the midheaven the next that the
last raucous rattle died in their throats, leavimg alone but
horribly raped. My silence lay violated like shatt glass.
The fragments hurled frozen sparks of sun backdddce of
the sky, white with rage, vacant and blind, hating false
feast that had marred its tranquillity. Then snelvih muffled
curtains, and the singing waters of a brook comgkalnd the
great hills held a sullen grey secret locked inhilzek hands.
Oh so cold, so fine and white and pure the snavasl aware of
a subtle odour which grew stronger with each ffeshy as it
brushed my face, filling my eyes with immaculatase At last
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| became solid; | might have been pure diamondnoadwine
polluted me; my ice was excrement and flowers eméd]
singularly cemented. But the scent came in waves jtavas
a rich odour, as of paradise; of vines and tamsuaskl sweet-
scented fern. Perfect peace, beauty and sereaied with
that fragrance, and my joy was restored - for a eraimrhen
the sky darkened; the clouds above my emptinessbtesl
with the vibrancy of coming storm. Forked tonguésiving
fire darted from the viper-mouth of god - Toad loé tSkies -
who squats upon my nakedness squirting his botts rimy
mountain womb. Thunder-rush and iron-hot glow oftene
sang wildly in my hair. Branches tossed and shdgkaught
by awful winds, stricken to earth by savage gusigashed
through the doors of the north. Tattered cloudseleded in
sheets of driving snow.

A lurid flame arose; my shell of skull and wellpsé and
bone, were smashed asunder. A raining torrenbogdell out
of me; all the blackness of my heart, the hate,rémepant
beast in me spat forth its venom on the white earbrched
its dazzling nemyss with the brand of its infamigésen the
gods withdrew before me, shamed by the monstrangsh
that gushed from my caverns.

I, woman, womb of the world; | of Carthage, fornyeof
Khem, abased myself before None; the gods, eveneligd in
the filth which the lightnings smote from me as wslfl-bottom
split, its masonry shattered in a thousand deblight mingled
with day; wind and rain fornicated with drifting®m which
crawled in creeping silence.

A tumult that was heaven falling, swelled thundstguas
the earth collapsed, falling into itself like a naering skull.
Hell burst upward in lightning, and the Cosmos estkMy
coronation was the End of Things; for, as Theynseton the
Ass in the Chaos of Heaven and Earth, the welllivagth the
lurid fires of every abomination that had ever beeacted:
morbid masses, lit by human candlelight; seedestime, fat
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of babe and blood of virgin, all blent in a hellsha. Not one
foul crime, not one vile vice perpetrated throughtie aeons
of my agelong reign was not enacted then - atdheof the
earth into its own hell - within the well.

[Editors Note:
There is now a break of more than two months, afteich

appear several entries running into many pagess Ehiollowed by
another hiatus.

It has been considered advisable to omit thesaesntmost of
them illegible, in order to maintain the continuif the narrative.
The gist of the omissions may be summarised asvigllalthough
at times it has been necessary to resort to guekswo

After the receipt of Ts letter wherein it is mad@mpthat Y has
withdrawn his support, Vilma gets into financiaffidulties. She
solves them in the manner with which the reader hasn
acquainted. But there is another difficulty whishslowly assuming
alarming proportions, and which she cannot solveeasily. This
concerns the supply of drugs which T was sendigglagly from
London. The source, of course, was Y. The diargrbes full of
accusations against him. In an entry dated MarcKiBna appears
to have contacted a man in a nearby town who wasuoh with a
London drug ring, and who offered her a regular gypOn what
terms we are left in doubt, as no indications ste\in the legible
remains of the diary. We do learn, however, thatshpply is inad-
equate, and her pleadings add a pathetic and hepetete to the
diary. She is forced to repair the lack of drugsregorting to
alcohol, and there are intimations of "methylatedia’.

Vilma stays away from the house at odd and irragulzrvals,
but there remains no decipherable account of héwides during
these periods. Drunk one night, she shrieks acmrsagt Y who
has brought her to a state of "utter abjection"oRr similar frag-
mentary entries we learn of Y's terrible dominiaremoher. The

story is sordid, the least appalling features beigrder, rape
and blackmail.
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The weeks pass and she is desperate for heroire-driig used
chiefly during the period covered by the diary. $adorms a Moon-
Rite in order to obtain supplies by 'magical' meahtter this, she
prepares to go to London in order to acquire itp@rson, and by
violence if necessary.

The diary then becomes even more confused andseethe
thread of her wanderings in the jungles of deliriand madness.
The next legible entry tells of her physical coiodit The winter
months have prostrated her; various parts of hedybare
paralysed, and syphilis is deranging her mental ansual
powers. And so it proceeds - one terrifying ordafaér another.
Then, on the 1st July:]

July 1

| am compelled to write. As soon as | am able tagiand
hold a pen, | turn to this diary and record thenesgions |
receive.

The M's are shocked by my condition. Mrs M hashesn
near me for several days. It is Mr M who bringshgtray; he
wants to preserve his wife from a vision of hed, doubt! Is
there no escape from this nightmare?

| have seen a stranger about the house lately.ddern
comes up to my landing, but | see him occasioraitgrging
from a room next to the dining-room. He clutchekigihand a
little brown bag. | note the dates: the reasorbiaus. Mrs
M's friend is having trouble with her confinemenhe boy is
not in evidence; I've not seen him for weeks. Alstmust
account for Mrs M's absence. | am not outcast ath@zed
after all. The idea fills me with relief and contieent. Thank
god some are blind to horror!

| can move my arm quite freely now, and the paimynside
is diminishing, but my eyes are still horribly ppfind blood-
shot. | must get out and about again. As to thecmndnia -
this is increasing, but | am recovering generally.
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July 8

Loud screams awoke me early this morning, and raofai
confusion still prevails. | like it! It seems toafen the sense
of my own chaos and dread. | saw Mrs M on thessfairthe
first time in weeks; she looks even worse than!IHier hair
has practically vanished; her eyes, like black anis, roll
absurdly in her starchy face; her lips writhe, dned arms
hang limply at her sides like the stuffed arms ofaionette.

A large car drew up outside the house at 6.00 d.coyld
hear its engine purring; my window is always oped aothing
escapes me. | crept to the banisters in time tadweenen
disappear into the room adjoining the dining-ro@ne was
the now familiar figure with the little brown baghe other, a
larger man, was also carrying a bag; he was drésdadck. |
shivered with the cold, then the internal shuddeecked me
and only with difficulty did | manage to crawl battkbed and
sink into a torpid sleep. Even in dream | sensedaibproach
of something terrible. | am sure they have comeatoy me
away; to put me in a box and bury me, or ...

| suddenly awoke. Mrs M's friend was brought outggiling
and screaming, her body barely covered by an atreq@urple
night-gown. As they carried her away Mr M talkeaigedly to
the two strangers. | heard a sound on the landiogeame
and saw the door of the boy's room closing, veftjyso

July 11

Two days ago | went to town to earn more rent.dswa
sultry day and the heat shimmered in waves fromdtrsty
pavements. | got drunk in the evening and put upaiAlba
Arms where | met someone able to get me a littvsiHe
shied off when | mentioned heroin; looked at melgaas if |
couldn't afford it, and said snow was easier tam®, and less
risky. | had to agree, and | feel now that thiarisopportunity
to make a fresh start. I've had no snow for months.

The next morning we got involved in a row, andgraprietor
threw us out. The man offered to take me to London
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I knew it was no good. It could not have lastedsides, |
have so grown into the well, the brake, and thelevitess
about me, that to uproot myself now would destr@y hmust
stay where They have placed me; | shall not becsedoy vain
promises. People think I'm just an easy lay, a womigh an
itch - that's what they call me - good money's Wwoand all
the rest of it. The foul pigs! What satisfactiorgives me to
know I've poxed him through and through!

On the 10th | set out on my return journey. My lobst were
torn and dusty, and people goggled as | approatieedilage.
| was attracted by a large building that was steatagme. A
turret-like structure pierced the hazy sky, andot the
impression of an extremely solid edifice that wasmystical,
uncertain, nebulous, remote from our time and plabegan
walking towards it, but realised after | had goome way that
I had misjudged the distance and that the turretamasiderably
more remote than | had imagined. Even so, | fgdowerful
compulsion and continued. In whatever directiorehty down
winding slope, across miry ditch, or up sharp bkld saw the
turret, now shrouded in a violet mist.

The shrubbery became a tangled wood and a brabdeti
nearby. | must have appeared grotesque in my laglshThe
barest suggestion of a track wound its way thramglzes of
gorgeous flowers and luminously green leaves. Abmee
blazed a sapphire sky, strangely cool, flecking webbed
foliage with imperial hues, a gold and russet dalgueed with
purples and emeralds. And the building loomed, near, now
far, majestic in the blue.

For what seemed like hours | pressed on. My feeewe
numb, yet | felt nothing but pleasure and anticgratSeveral
wells lay open to the sun, and exotic birds flattethrough
leaves the like of which | had not previously se€hen |
realized that the sun was setting, and a soft easkloped
the wood with violet veils. Stars blossomed in #dfierglow
and the saffron sun poured into the evening itedbtinged
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shafts of gold. Colour became supreme; exquisitgles,
coppery greens and deep obsidian hues blendedomiitant
reds and radiant sapphire. Then descended a degpeni
darkness washed with a wistful amber. In all theygl was
nothing: a moving phantom invading a sylvan landli@fam
and wonder. And with the darkness came fear. Fefitkt
time | sensed the wrongness of it all. This wasorainary
walk; here was no earthly beauty. | felt | had peessed,
strayed into a garden inhabited by saints; an arkaju
enlightenment. | tried to hide my corrupt hearteihvery
slowly, the scene dissolved. The flowery foam o thood
became a home of horror. | screamed as | clutchkerchaches
once shining soft, now writhing like the tentaatésOctopus.
The stars were snuffed, and an ugly moon gashetaighesky
with a blood-red curve. The waters turned to swang
marsh; the brook sang no more but oozed an uncislone
over-growth that once were flowers.

| cried out with such anguish as to cause a sudd&st-
ment of the crawling corruption. | saw the suddefrifaction
of dew-lapt toad-face, the snakey subtlety of fishdeyes
frozen in a basilisk stare. These were my brothis, my
home: the mephitic pit where no lamp but the mobysgerics
lit leprous pathways to the ghoul-grove. Here, @ething
silence, strange reptiles, repellent and darkyesid from the
depths of the swamp. Here the undergrowth belchet &
brood of horror, each tree-trunk an evil figure @fgg the
brain in phantom shades of delirium. | saw the gfiklecaté
crease strangled bistort, and twist the saplings fiorms of
madness. The barren grasses swayed to the breebes o
mouth; her plasm coursed through the purple-bloates and
burst, xanthic, from its bulbous contortions astritiggled, like
Liana, and strangled all.

| then remembered my goal - the turret. | sougluuit,
tried to pierce the darkness that smothered evinyth
Through it | saw the darker form; a strange dutheon glow
shone from its narrow slits. So near it seemed ...
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| struggled on, my shoes bemired, my skirt rippay,feet
caught in tangled webs of root. | fell and smasimgdace on
the rough stones, rose and crashed through thé bvhide
unearthly sounds filled the air. Somehow, | readedturret
and fell prostrate at the threshold. For how lotay] | do not
know. Whatever my plight, | could not have turnegkand set
foot again in the swamp | had made of Life. Thereere the
woodland had turned to horror in my presence; Idctace hell
itself rather than that! And | was in hell themo$e and entered
the building, and the great door slammed shut bemia.

In actual fact, | had walked into the chapel of\ih#ey. The
bell clanged, the light was sulphurous and clanmfimg faces
of the congregation, intent on the figure on thésdaere
dog-shaped, their hymns hyena-howls. As if repgadirpart
well-rehearsed, | was greeted with baleful glarfce® those
wizened capripedes. As an altar | spread myselgdtbnthe
anus-dome of festered purple, where fluttering bdisred
restlessly. A slow chant rose and fell from thestriof the god
enthroned there - his back towards the throng. Jilted
arms of the high-backed chair - its throne - wduotched by
hirsute tentacles of scaly yellow. Pungent perfunvafied
from black tapers radiating into the shadows anatglow. A
fitftul baying broke the chant as a golden jackareel and
worried me, stabbing its stiffness into me. | s&& tight-
drawn scrotum, bearded with clinging phosphoreseeiac
seaweed barnacle of saprophageous life. | watang:avaited,
quivering like a flame, my throat a dry channel tfeg jackal's
spume. The mixing of our oils aroused to ragingn#athe
sleeping kundalini-kteis. Hideous howlings wereefiisn an
ugly dissonance as the cymbal-crash of chaos Inentoetid
atmosphere of Set's infernal sanctuary.

My bed became as running water, and the room asusider
as Mrs M rushed in. She saw my astral breakingelaod floating
on the higher banks, swirling round the ice-coldlei which
saved my bed from cold. Inside that circle my lifid flowered
in the flames of water. She waved at me a blooddleyit was
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shriven in cerements | recognized, umbilical anmicadinging
to the womb-fiend; still-born in the room so near oavn.

July 16

Yes: it was indeed born dead! It happened on thessth of
July, the day that sealed my own doom and exaltedonthe
throne of Geh.

| seem to have slept for many days; at least kdddike
sleep to Mrs M. My door was bolted, and beforehad piled
all my furniture; | had closed even the window, anawn over
its vacant stare the dark mauve curtains.

The house has changed since my sleep, and my room
exhales an odour of corruption. There is a broottingliness
about the place as if all souls had fled. All isrsti as the grave.

No! I hear a sound above me.

| heaved aside the barricade and turned the hardles
door. It stuck fast. | pulled and tugged, a rigramic choking
me. Then | rushed to the window. Outside, all waskdnot
one star illumined the appalling night. The rooon,twas
dark; | was imagining the door, | couldn't se@tien | knew
that | was blind!

When | came to, it was to find that my vision hagt par-
tially restored. | could see that the door was opeashed on
to the landing and saw the boy, naked, danglinglliraver the
banister. The next moment, the rail collapsed;dhig-like
body plummeted to the floor below. His scream fiedrime; his
broken spine, his twisted neck, and the curiousgimenon
which - in death - had erected his penis, fascahate. On
entering his room | saw the devil-spawn, swimmimg ijar of
alcohol. Beside it stood a basin containing a gséecoloured
fluid streaked with blood, which | dashed to theofl and
trampled underfoot. A miasmic stench arose in d thisugh
which swam a wizened face, swimming in aspic; &ed,tin a
nightmare of chaos, | floundered blindly, draggi@agand table
to the ground. The thing swam clear and swarmea upe:
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mine own mind-child born of the blood of anothérfléated
backwards and passed into my body. For an untaid aé
agony | housed it, and then - from the front of+iteemerged,
bloody, like a hell-rat that had gnawed a tunnebulgh flesh
... In my blood it traced sigils of dark sorceri@sscribing
blasphemies in ichors of corruption.

July 17

The boy's body was collected this morning. Thensecesis-
tent batterings upon my door. | leered unseeingndeh They
think they'll be collectingneone day; but no! | shall collect
them!- and | shall bear them to the secret cells wheseshall
lash their hypocrisy to madness, their normalayightmare.

July 18

It is all over now; the Great Ordeal has passethdrmow |
shall go to town and ascend my throne. The grektase of
all now resides in my womb. | shall give birthesily.

But wait! They are knocking on the Door ...
Tomorrow, | shall set sail for Khem!
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Final Note
By J.R.W. Wyard
Prynne, Ps.ScD.

My friend R, who wrote the Foreword and edited dogu-
ment here published, died suddenly a week pridhéodate
originally fixed for its publication. As his executit devolved
upon me to put his papers in order.

The diary of the unfortunate Vilma was indeed alfahe,
for it was undoubtedly the chief cause of R's deglie latter
was a man of peculiar tastes and talents whos@pdss the
unusual and the curious, in literature and in hisd manifested
in his youth when he began the collection of 'obiects' and
macabre writings which made him well known in hisno
specialized field.

It was during a conversation with him on thesedsphat
| mentioned, casually, an unusual Cult about whi&hew
little and which | thought might be of special irgst to him.
It was not a large Cult, and it consisted of a dozeso men
and women engaged in investigating certain bywdyth®
occult which | knew interested my friend.

| did not see R for several weeks after our comatens, and
when we again met he told me that he had becomenabir
of the Cult about which | had spoken. He had in fiagited
several people to see his collection and to disauts him
relevant topics. As time passed, four or five imdirals became
more or less regular visitors, and certain evenaighe week
were set aside for them.
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One windy evening in October, | remember, he invitee
along to meet a man named L, whom R consideredliarir
exponent of the subjects which he most cherisheehd also a
man of eccentric and peculiar habits. | acceptedn¥itation.

| remember that evening very vividly. On Octobethl &t
7.00 p.m., my cab drew up at R's house. | was shioterthe
study crammed with books and all manner of weijecb. In
a chair by a dully glowing fire sat the man | hagit especially
invited to meet. Small and dark, impeccably attirbds
appearance rather surprised me after R's flambaolgasetiption
of him.

We settled down over some mellow wine and | soalisezl
what my friend had meant. When L began speakingethe
seemed to rise that other figure which R had desdrio me,
for there was a quality in the man that was noy dmilliant
but also exotic, bizarre, and intensely compellidg.spoke of
the soul and its mysteries in such a way that lustfantastic
statements seemed grounded on the firmest of facts.
Necromancy, sorcery, witchcraft, metaphysics, pshdy -
which he treated from a startlingly unfamiliar anglformed
the substance of his studies, and he expounded ithean
masterly fashion such as | have never before aediad the
pleasure of hearing. | had to admit the singulavgroof this
unusual man and to defer to his seemingly inexidast
knowledge and wisdom, for so it appeared to meeatiie.

My friend was completely captivated by L's undelgab
charm, as much as by his profoundly penetratindgpegtions
of the mysteries of life and death; and, becausiasfascination,
R himself began to move into deeper occult wat¥tsen | saw
him some months later he was replete with accooihtss
personal experiences of magic, witchcraft, andesgrt listened,
amused and a little disquieted at the escapadehiie man
had induced my friend to believe. | realised - algh disquietude
- that | too had listened to similar stories andth& time,
would have been willing totally to accept that whichad
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heard. It was the personality of the man that held lus
spellbound. Now, hearing similar stories at sedwenad, | was
ashamed to have to admit that | had been liteeaishanted.
| felt annoyed by the whole business, and when &entelling
me that L was leaving the country, and asking mjeitothem
at a farewell supper, | made some excuse and eéelctime
invitation.

For several months | was engaged on work which mek
to the North, and, on my returning to London fdorief spell,
| had not time enough to call on R. One day, howevikad
news of him from a friend of mine who told me thRatvas
creating something of a stir in occult circles. bl come to
the conclusion that some of the persons reportethén
newspapers as having disappeared without trace, were
actual fact, the victims of certain 'black brotheats', for
purposes about which he refrained from being mxpéct.

R - it seems - had raised himself, or had beerdai® a
position of authority in the Cult to which | hadrimduced him,
and he had given to it a more positive directi@ntthat which
it originally appeared to have had. My friend tohé that R
had instituted a campaign against these brotheshadich,
he supposed, threatened the safety of the planet!

| listened with little interest, as | had much og mind at
the time, and did not take R and his activities/\sariously.
But one day | was surprised to see his name ipépers
together with three or four photographs of rathesavoury-
looking individuals whom R had apparently beenrimsental
in apprehending. | read the accompanying accoutit wi
interest.

R had traced one of the 'black brotherhoods' teegslquarters
in a squalid back-street in East London, whererséegildren
- known to be missing for some time - had been dormna
state of extreme distress. The papers hinted mesragainst
them, but there was nothing definite. My curiositys aroused
and | visited R to hear his story.
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| saw immediately that he had changed physicatigesour
last meeting. | complimented him on his astutemresgtecting
the criminals, and asked him how he had trackeah thewn.
He was in a sullen and irritable mood, and | apakagyfor my
rather flippant approach to the matter. He in tapologized
for his irritability, and told me that there wernhers concerned
in the East-End atrocities whom he had not been taltrace.
| asked if he suspected a highly organized netwidekshook
his head and complained bitterly that L alone, Wwithspecialised
knowledge of international occult networks, coul df any
real assistance. R seemed at a loss to know wiutt, tand |
felt that there was much that he had not told me.

When we met again he had discovered the identitgnof
important member in the black circle of which thesEEnd
group had been but a tentacle. This member, a aléedc],
and a rogue of the first water, had not only exé@enoney
from people who approached him for spiritual ingtinn and
guidance, but had also led them into drug addictzirarges
against him included blackmail, rape, and extortidren
questioned, J admitted that he was the chief ifafaigof an
organisation headed by one known as Y.

R had not, it seems, considered the possibilityegénge
being taken against him for his part in the appnstoan of J,
and, when | suggested this, he smiled and saidutdwnot be
worth their while. But revengeastaken.

For a time came when, greatly excited, R told raé ltthad
invited him to Luxor, where he - R - would havedmain for
some months. In his impulsive manner, R jumpedhat t
invitation and embarked for Egypt, but without thsing to
anyone the nature of the work he was expected dertake.
Judge of my surprise when | heard from him a fewtng
later at an address in London! | called on him.

A further change in his physical appearance wasexedent.
He was seething with suppressed excitement; asdithe |
really did marvel. R was in love! No one who had kreown
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him could be expected to share my amazement atthjsite
normal phenomenon; but he would do so, had he krniben
man's views on life, on people, and on women itiquéar. A
more confirmed bachelor it would have been harcbtwceive;
yet here he was, scarcely able to contain hisesxeiht! That,
indeed, was my impression at the time.

He had worked with L for four or five months anddha
enjoyed the work, delighting his host with his ligence and
assiduity. Then, unexpectedly, L had had to leaveTtinis
where some urgent business demanded his atteffti@ne
was no need for R to remain any longer in Egyphight be
away for some months, and would recall his co-workand
when he was needed. There was much secrecy attacties
whole matter and R — true to his position as Lferiar in the
Cult — did not ask any questions. So, within a wétket salil
for England.

Shortly before the end of the voyage, he was apping
his cabin when he became aware of a woman seatedhse
entrance, gazing at the sea. There was somethmg &ler
that arrested his attention and rooted him to tkekd
Although vaguely familiar, he could not remembevihg seen
her before. It was dusk, and her half-turned faae mdden in
shadow. In a fleeting moment he observed the psowskp of
the chin, the large luminous eyes, the long flakair, the
finely chiselled nose - all of which suggestedito A goddess
emerging from the dusk of ages. As he stared héhieimpact
of her glance as it turned upon him. The lips waBnder
threads of scarlet, living serpents of the sundethy at that
moment, splashed the deck with flame. He scarasiged her
loosely clad body which sat bolt upright and stedypgensed.
He heard himself addressing her, but the words sdem
strange to him. The sea, the sky, the rising mamh the
gleaming stars all rushed into one globe of celedire,
exultant, undying.

| cannot develop the impression as R described ihé.
Instead, | go on to recount how, from that momidet affinity
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he felt for this unknown woman was partially reogated by
her. They talked away almost all the remaining bairtheir
journey. She was travelling to England in orderetmver from
some obscure disease. He learned other things disyut
things that were strange, even fantastic, yet whdclim
seemed more real and more vivid than anything lea@rbeen.
Her knowledge of hidden things was inexhaustibé; dharm
and her beauty, indescribable. He believed, sorestithat he
communed with the very source of the universe. Suah his
enchantment. Any attempt he made to ascertaindegtity
was nipped in the bud by her faraway voice, whaiterated
only that she was ill and that she would neverwecaoro this
constant refrain his mind responded by forming raage of
something ineffably lovely that was yet inscrutabtaccessible,
remote, andloomedLike a powerful drug, the idea obsessed
him to such an extent that it was only after the diad
docked and he found himself driving home, thatdwised -
too late - that his dream had slipped from himskeal him
about L. "I shall never go back”, he replied witkafity.

When | saw him again, a fortnight later, | was avaf a
deliberate attempt on his part to interest himgetfe more in
his collection of morbid objects, magical grimoiraad
incunabula. He told me that he intended contindimegwork
he was engaged upon when L had summoned him td.Egyp

We met yet again in one of those quiet public heusé¢he
backwaters of Bloomsbury. It was a chill wintevemng. After
some minutes of silence he drew from his pockedcket of
letters. They were from L to R; the postmark, ircakes, was
Tunis. With a smile R handed the packet to me. &Tddem
home", he said, "they will interest you". Then ligled, in a
cynical tone: "Yes, you'll find good copy there!"

| did as he suggested. They were interesting indesd
personality projected its power through the notepagnd
seemed to materialize about me. | was amazed gradlepby
the ingenuity, the diabolical subtlety, of somdh# passages,
for although the letters contained accounts obagrincidents
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connected with the work upon which both L and R ¢talthb-
orated, there were also brief discourses on ther@atf the
soul, on evil, on metaphysics and on the inexplgaienerally.

| saw R less and less frequently, so busy washl mmit own
affairs, and | remember telling him that | hadldittime to
spare for the idle art of reading. However, he @it eager
and anxious that | should read a particular sesfeletters
which he had received, and we arranged that he dvoul
despatch them to me. | could not account for tigency he
showed in wishing me to read his private correspond, but
| decided to acquiesce in order not to hurt hikrfge, and also
- truth to tell - because | was becoming extrennatigrested
on my own behalf.

| heard nothing more of R for several months, aherwil
visited London again - about seven months befordiée - |
found him in a highly unbalanced state, althougisémmed to
be recovering from his profound emotional unhapgsnéie
had, it seemed, been instrumental in apprehendihgnother
malefactor, and L was sending him a highly inténgsseries
of letters from Rome, where he then was. R wasemtiabout
these letters, but | gathered that they consistauhlgnof the
pages of a diary kept by an occultist who had takevwong
path. R talked guardedly of his correspondencetwltie said,
afforded an unique glimpse of the Qliphoth. Theteat
expression he defined as the 'World of Shells' slyaohce-vital
organisms which, having died to earth-life, liveiora weird
half-life, uniting with, and drawing sustenance nfrothe
emanations of unbalanced minds: a polluted comminglf
decaying mental bodies, productive of a massivieyeetiching
back to the remotest past and, reanimating theeahghosts
of racial memory, creating atavisms that feed atteh on
more recently deceased thought-waves. But whatevas
more loathsome and inexplicable was the notiongently
accepted by both L and R, that the entities arifiag this
midden had - by a mysterious species of sympathibtiation
—  evoked creatures of an alien dimension, deninéns
watery
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realms known as the Deep Ones. Their ultimate godevil,
was an abnormality named Cthulhu, mentioned indibey
accompanying the letters from Rome.

I could not follow all R's explanations, but | gatbd that
the writer of the diary - a woman - had fallen faifllthese
entities. They are known to occultists as @Gamaliel,and
they have points of contact with the earth via spsnpools,
and wells, and with the human organism via the geive
system. Through the latter she had been swepttbackreéval
stage of evolution characterized by the belief thatMother
was impregnated by her own child, a belief thaglantedated
the solar cults wherein the role of the male sigoked that of
the feminine principle; the God, that of the Goddes

R would not dilate upon these matters, which was di
appointing because | could see - at last - thdtduevaluable
material for a case-history that might prove uniguehe
annals of occult psychopathology. He was appalkednly
suggesting such a thing, and made me promise riwetihe
a word about the matter to any of my acquaintarssmsge of
whom were journalists. We parted on a strained, radtigough
| endeavoured to redeem my lapse by congratul&iimgon
his success in bringing to book the "black maggfiaHowever,
he turned ashen grey and all but pushed me obeabom.

Several weeks later | received a letter from hirwlinich he
forgave my indiscretion and went on to tell me malveut the
diary. He had since received all the available melt@nd
having, it seems, undergone a complete change oé,mi
intended publishing it as a warning and a detertrerithose
who would investigate forbidden realms. He felifalse act of
publication would free him of the responsibility withholding
from certain souls the danger-signs upon their rawaaths,
intimations of which - received early enough - ntighert a
catastrophe from which there could be no rehatidita

| for my part promised to be silent about the whuokter;
neither revealing the identity of R, nor the sowtthe diary.
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But my curiosity had been stimulated beyond meaancel

asked him from whence L had received the contehteen
letters which R, in turn, had received. He replieat he did
not know. That L had encountered a strange andylonkcast
in the realms of the Spirit which he himself alsuhted, we
both surmised. | neither guessed nor suspectetiuitieuntil

after R's death.

And when | saw him again, he was dead. | was tisetf
find him, seated at his desk, his pen dashed aersbgaf of
papers, his head thrown back, his eyes glazedrefefting an
indelible horror.

It is distressing to dwell on the grim aspect oéitieas |
found it on that dull November morning, for the mgeethed
with vibrations of anguish and dread such as | Hopgod |
shall never again experience. It was to me thatad h
bequeathed his literary remains, and to me thedidklving
into the mystery of his sudden unaccountable death.

| took away bundles of papers and, after perusaoh page
with extreme care, finally elicited the cause @& ttagedy.

That the ingenious Y was none other than L himgslbon
discovered. The identity was confirmed in the laier which
R had received from him. It was Y's brother thad theen
ruined by R's persistent enquiries into the aggsitof the
black brotherhoods. J, even, did not know the itenf Y.
That R had been corresponding with, had actuallskegbfor,
this man for several years must have come to himdesadly
shock. But it was the remainder of that last letidrich
stupefied me, for in damning terms Y tells theystfrthe lust
for vengeance that decided him upon the destructidh He
tells how, after debauching Vilma, he sent her lhadkngland
on the same ship as R. With devilish cunning hel i as
the focus for his powers of fascination, ensla'gsoul to the
woman's beauty and strange intelligence, althoaghwe
know from her diary, her outward appearance mugat baen
a truly abhorrent spectacle.
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Vilma was on her way to see T - Y's agent in Englan
whose task it was to ensure that she worked ouiakterfree
from the cares of the material world! This sureswhe most
cunning devilry of all, for had the unfortunate wamhad to
take her place in the world at the commencemehepstay in
England, she may have stood some chance of comlihgn
demon that had taken possession of her spirit. jpasgages
in this final letter describe the Qliphoth of thestdic Averse,
supplementing the hideous information of whichdiey has
made us all aware.

The thought of R's torments, as the letter gragudigiclosed
the ghastly web of sinister evil in which he haeéh&apped
so completely, is unendurable. That the woman weddad
fused her soul's agony into the diary he was pmegao
publish, that her naked spirit lay unveiled to &yes of all,
must have been a shock that no sensitive indivicluad have
survived with sanity unimpaired.

As for myself, | was left with a sense of remotsat twill
remain with me for the rest of my days; for haat been the
cause of involving him with Y? Briefly, and chroagically, the
stages of the drama were thus: R had attached Ihitndbe
Cult and interested himself in the exposure ofotarisuspect
secret societies. He had met L and fallen undesged, little
realising that L himself was a King of the Kind had set
himself the task of exposing. R next went to Egypere he
worked with L, and returned to England on the shat was
conveying Vilma. R was not, at the time, awareefitentity.
He fell deeply in love with her, but he did not Bee the fact.
How different the story may have been, but forihigerent
secretiveness — a characteristic, no doubt, ot pursue
occult paths. The years passed, and a strange éatdimds
its way into his hands through the medium of Lpauinent so
hideous in its import that he intends publishingsita warning
and as a sign.

R believed to the end, as is evident from his vagiiiags,
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that Vilma was his star, his goddess, his ideakds her image -
blasted out of recognition, dragged through the emaf

abominations so evil that no sane mortal could be&hb

without shrinking into dust - that he could not get and

could not relinquish. It seems that he locatedaheient house
where Vilma had stayed, and he found the old caubliethey

would say was that Vilma had returned to "her oveoge".

We shall never know who these were; but we may gu€ke

M's, too, were part and parcel of the whole fiehdisenario.

R died of a broken spirit. And because a monstédeden
human habiliments yet moves upon earth among meh an
women, | have published these facts as a warninbase who
might stray unawares upon the Path Averse.

My friend, who was -I believe - a Buddhist at heanight,
had he lived long enough to view these matterténpierspective
of time, have been reminded of the words of thatgEastern
Sage; as they have come down to us, today:

| will act in such a way that, after my full enlighment,

| shall demonstrate Dharma in order that they roesake
the perverted views of the perception of permanesfce
happiness, of the self, of loveliness; and in ottat
they may learn that 'Impermanent is all this, not
permanent; ill is all this, not happiness; witheelf is

all this, not with a self; repulsive is all thigitdovely".
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The silence clamoured, vibrant with echoes of olEs@pithets,
and the process of awakening was gradual. Layer lafter of
consciousness seemed to lift as a cloud. | fetidjdewildered, as
if groping my way in a dark corridor, slowly ligimieg. Then |
remembered that Roma had tried to kill me, suddemgc-
countably.

Memory flowered: the vivid image of her as sheggted
against me; the knife bearing down on me; the cigpklack-
ness; her screams of abuse; then night. She hageatidhe
blade and fallen upon me; her anger, like oil tofirgy which
turned her fury to desire. Like a vampire she @m@ime of life,
and of something more than life. The knife abandpisbe
achieved her end by other means.

| went to the bathroom and sluiced my wounds. A&dtrof
slimy moisture trickled sluggishly down my chin. el mirror
on the wall told me it was blood. | had bitten Rassave strug-
gled, sunk my teeth in her heavy haunches. | é&ebtbod ooze
down and drip on my chest; watched it wander crdlykéihe
whole length of my body. My mouth was full of blood

| slipped into a dressing-gown and crossed the lo@ivay
to the room lately occupied by Orgen. A cloud ofeinse
enveloped me as | opened the door and peerechmgidom.
Stunned by this amazing phenomenon, for Orgen rextia
month previously, | moved towards the little shrime had
constructed at the northern end of the room. | drasvn by
pinpoints of orange fire emitted by a circle of gesticks
surrounding an image which, | knew, stood veilethencentre.
In the aromatic darkness | approached the altgruanudvering
Orgen's damnable idol, smeared it with Roma's btbed covered
it again. At this moment | detected a faint souhtreathing.
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| tried to reach the door, but stumbled. The bregtpersisted:
someone was asleep in the room. | tried to reaeHigjnt-
switch, but my state of alarm paralyzed me. Thezrewnatches
in the pocket of my dressing-gown, and when thesvadalarm
subsided, | struck one. The fitful light revealedni, spread-
eagled in sleep upon the bed on which she hadlkidiyen.
The flame burnt my fingers but | felt scarcely dnyt. The
ensuing darkness was reverberating with the dyohges of
obscenities shrieked in hysteria. Now, deadly séeprevailed
except for the breathing, and the almost undetkectdund of
eight atomic orange points of scented fire smouideiound a
covered image smeared with a murderer's blood.

| crept forward. The cruciform whiteness of her \geswving
out of the darkness. Her legs appeared amputas¢clpove

the knees where the blackness of her stockingsucdster
abnormally pallid flesh.

| sprang upon her, enveloping her as with winge. Bbke
and screamed. The glare of the match had revealednde-
scribably desirable, as ever. We coupled in a tiliessat struggle
as | glued my lips to hers to stifle her shrieks.

"Why did you come to this room?", | asked her,
when the tide had ebbed and left us exhausted.

"Because he comes here every night", she answianpty s

"But he had no use for mortal love. Why did yougpia
him?"

"He obsessed me with thoughts of the thing he ¢@ptred
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on that hateful altar. Every night | light eighicks of incense
for it, as he used to do. | have not uncoveretfiate never
looked upon it. But it is the image of somethingilaar; it has
breasts like mine, and haunches like mine, anduats or
dances on something which my fingers fail to idgnfor it is

like a fluid chaos, ever moving, ever flowing, ebeeathing -
like a sleeping breather ..."

"Roma”, | broke in, "Why did you kill Orgen?" "Basse
he was indifferent to me, and | wanted him."

"Then why would you have killechelast night; do | not
desire you ceaselessly?"

The flicker of a sneer rippled over her featurées. "
despise you!"
She rolled off the bed with great deliberation,nttehe

wound her arms around me. Her long white fingengstcky
with blood.

"Tit for tat", she said. "Now your face is stripath blood.
Look, there is a little of your skin hanging fromeoof my
nails".

It is true that my face felt like fire, but | fetto pain. |
noticed the bed was wet with freshly-spilled bloGah. the rug,
alongside, the blade of a long oriental knife glednm the sun-
light. It was a ritual weapon which Orgen usedéegkon the
altar of his deity, for what purposes | knew natf Boma had
slain him with it and had attempted also to slay. Be
Orgen's face had glowed the light of the inscret&istasy, as
if his death were not a catastrophe but an apathe®srhaps
he used to scarify his own flesh with the knif@idked it up
and, crossing to the shrine, propped it in its siorued place.
A heap of grey ash was all that remained of the-giks. |
mused on this dust as it were Orgen himself. Romathved
my every movement, then she lay back luxuriouslyttos
bloodstained bed.

"I thought you were going home", | said coolly.
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"This is my home", she replied tonelessly, "I seldep here
every night".

"But this is madness!"

"Who will tend the shrine, if not I?"

"l will", | cried, though the idea filled me witlepugnance.

"You are the only one who knows - about Orgen",ghis-
pered. "Are you going to tell?"

| stared at her.

"Orgen was my friend", | said. "To him, death wasapoth-
eosis. You must have appeared, in his eyes, a$iveriteg
angel, even though hate and revenge burned withih y

Her eyes caught fire, then the flame died so thatgin-
points of smouldering fury fixed me malignantly.

"You swine", she murmured, "you have an answeevery-
thing. Why should you spare me? Your clumsy beestt is
anathema to me. But | want no mercy. Nor do | vaisy living
being to go about knowing what happened to Orgbiat &
why | tried to kill you. But | think now that | amimost growing
to like you".

A smile puckered her lips. When they parted it teagveal

the savage sharpness of her teeth. Yet she madaeeed
beyond anything | had ever known.

0 one seems to know what happened to Roma. Winekéa
from the sleep of sheer exhaustion which terminated
last meeting, it was to find that she had gone; doas |
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thought: but apparently not. | grieved for a fewslavhen |
realised she had flown for good. But it was alltfer best. She
gave me no peace, physically or mentally; and uired both,
urgently, at this particular period.

| was one of five more or less young men occupgisgacious
bungalow name@arfax,set in deep woods about a mile from
Chalmer's Bay, near Kermstow, Gonave Island. Themro
adjoining mine was occupied by lan Marchester, whe writing
a thesis on something or other. As well as beiegetdest, he
had been aCarfaxlonger than any of us. A knowledgeable fellow,
he struck me as ineffectual, though amiable enotliga.room
next to his was occupied by Oscar Reyluc, a pketriyself,
who shut himself away from us as much as posgibie. of the
two rooms on the other side of the hall was ocalfg a
‘psychic’ who was, | suspect, psychopathic as \Ww&ll.name
was Alistair Henderson. | suppose a Scottish ancesid
endowed him with a peculiar brand of second sigktsome-
times amused and intrigued us hugely with acconintseams
and premonitions which were invariably saturnind ambra-
geous. And the room next his had been Oswald Grgamé of
the most enigmatic individuals | had ever met. Hes \aeeply
versed in many phases of Oriental mysticism antbgbphy,
and had spent most of his last months shut up thihidol
before which he celebrated his own peculiar massdéntally,
it is the idol | wish to speak about; for it nowoses in a cup-
board in my room, still covered in the dark fakhncwhich
Orgen kept it perpetually wrapped. But before d@agl must
mention what may have been a possible reason faraRo
abrupt disappearance: a rumour concerning thendettif
Orgen's now vacant room to a girl-student, at predselged in
an over-crowded hostel on the outskirts of Kermstawdown
the valley. | had not until recently heard the rumdout | now
suspect that much of Roma's outrageous behavialibéan
sparked off by the idea of a strange female tagirggession of
Orgen's room. Roma had absconded with all his beigs
except the idol, which had resisted all her attsraptlislodging
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it. That she had tried was made obvious by the arthe fabric
which covered it.

| studied the idol somewhat closely, when at lastdceeded
in unriveting it. | am glad | went to such painechuse in the
metal base | found a wad of papers concerning pgroes for
its worship, written in Orgen's flowery script.ndw now why
he always kept it covered, but | shall come to k.

The image itself | could not identify, being unaaonted
with the subject of iconography; but that it wasnsosort of
Asiatic, or perhaps Polynesian, goddess or she-dérad no
doubt, even before a study of Orgen's papers exvbat actual -
or part of her actual - provenance. What struckenably, as
soon as | had it uncovered, was the facial exmpessvhich
reminded me of certain moods | had seen fleetireg Boma'’s
features; and Roma had never looked upon theTidallescribe
it were futile, for it was not what it appearedb@ Outwardly,
it exhibited an attractive female form in a dancpasture. It
was wrought in a shining black substance which rgbsh
curiously with a greenish glow. Silken cords andaonents
adorned the breasts and legs, giving to them aedbrlerotic
aspect; and two dark bands girdling the thighsvee¢he loins,
almost suggested stockings. But it was dlreospheref the
figure which caused me to wrap it up once moretarabnceal
it in the depths of the cupboard, for it emanatedrdense
unwholesomenessich as | had not previously encountered. It
flowed over me like a wave when first | unveiledatwave
which was virtually palpable and which could, | aore, have
marshalled power sufficient to have thrown me doWmere
was some kind of energy locked up in the thing, amed
unwittingly released it. | remember wondering whkatd of
dangerous game Orgen had been playing therepakt @ his
room, week after week, with this as his sole congrar lot
was made plain when | read the sheaf of paperdfauthe
metal base, but much still remains inexplicabigas fortunate,
no doubt, that the mere veiling of the image chddke out-
flow of its repellently dark and occult vitalityefhaps | should
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have rid myself of it completely; but | sensedimdively that
the disposal of the object would not nullify itdeet upon me,
now that | had forged such an intimate link withtistill bore
traces of Roma's blood ...

ot long after my experiences with the idol, | wasirning

from Kermstow taCarfaxthrough the woodland flanking
the road which curves past Chalmer's Bay. | chioiserdute
because of the comparative cool of the woods sjftending a
sweltering afternoon in the town.

A peal of bells sounded from afar and penetratet s
muffled gold the dark curtains of foliage. Musingntentedly
in these pleasant surroundings, it was some tinierdod
realised that another sound had merged with trggngn A
motor-vehicle was approaching high up on the rdmmve me,
and with it came gales of laughter.

Through the gap in the wood | saw a large shodiiradre
slow down, mount the verge, and bump along thesstdpus-
sock. All its doors suddenly opened and a bevyrtsf mimbled
out and ran into the woods, shrieking with laughtsuspected
they were from the hostel on the outskirts of Keaws suspi-
cions that were confirmed when | recognized aGaliman girl
who had once had an affair with Marchester. Therogirls
were a mixture of Scandinavian and German. They adur-
bulent, unmanageable lot, notorious for hiring teelves out
to sailors docking at Chalmer's Bay or nearby Alags|

The car bumped to a halt and some of the girlsdraeek
and pulled out the driver, a young fellow in heefis who gladly
fell into their arms and was borne to a small arepwhere a
ring of saplings sprang from a slight rise in theumd. Then a
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record-player blared out a cacophony of black jazzatched,
fascinated, as some of the girls divested themselivelothing.

They had been swimming in the Bay, and their lirsbsne
golden in the sunshine; others wore simple summeks$, so
tight and so short that they appeared more naked than

their companions. Bottles were passed round, amdirig a

circle about the youth they teased him with lewstges. As
the music reached a crescendo, some of the gidedlin on
their victim. A tall Swedish girl, who seemed totbe ringleader,
swept him with her into a frenetic dance. | saallias a mock
celebration of the Rite of the Summer Solstice.alpahdeed, the
sun had attained its zenith in the place of itdtattan.

The Swedish girl had resisted attempts to seizephee
and had toppled one of her companions down theysispe
straight into my retreat. As she broke through ttihieket |
recognized Marchester's erstwhile companion. Her khas
still wet with the sea and her bikini was torn.olkitated by
the heat, the music, the wine, she fell into mysaaimd we coupled
like mad beasts.

When the others saw our game they flung themsdies
the slope and pulled us apart. As | went down bibnieeir
combined assault the world seemed suddenly to it
flame, my whole being a conflagration; then blaakslof dark-
ness blotted out the scene.

When | came to, | felt detached from my body. Tins ad
gathered thick green tendrils of snakeweed, ant thiém
they bound my arms and proceeded to festoon meliaiths.
Crouched on hands and knees, the girl who hadedpfdwn
the slope voided a backward flood of urine in a nean had
associated only with certain animals. As she dj&ke stared
at me fixedly with a leer of indescribable beastis while a
stream of obscenities poured from her lips. | wasgicipant
in a lunar and averse form of the solar rite.

In the twilight of dream | saw that the youth haeb bound
to a sapling, and that a white and spectral figergirely
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naked, was approaching him. It was Roma. Althoughelw
that she was dead, | also knew it was Roma; anl weis not
she, for the spectral face had a peculiarly Morigohation
which lent to its expression an element of savag#éancy.

| struggled to free myself from the binding terslriThere
came a sudden hush, a deadly quiet, and a lodkrof an the
faces of the celebrants. Then came a fearful siioekthe youth
on the tree, and in a flash | knew what was aboiappen.
Orgen's sacrificial knife glinted in a beam of sght that
changed to moonlight, and | fell headlong downadtshf unut-
terable blackness. A great blood-red moon, peyfégli, rose
and hung above the wood.

The first sweep of the blade freed the youth fromttee.
The second sweep plunged it into his breast. tedeny gaze
before the third sweep fell. Then the form thagmnelsled Roma
abruptly darkened. She squatted on the corpseasaday bit
off a part of the body. | saw the blood, blackha moonglow,
trickle from her mouth as she devoured her ghoufishl.

| knew without doubt for what purpose Orgen had leygal
the knife, and the reason for Roma's insane rags \she had
found herself denied in favour of the accursed, itwlwhom,
like a votary of Cybele, Orgen had mutilated hirhsel

The girls formed a circle about the shining blagtof as it
danced in ecstasy. | was reminded of the pinpahtsyange
fire surrounding the covered image, here unveifetiteampling
upon the mysterious entity which Roma herself hestiibed as
"like a fluid chaos, ever moving, ever flowing, eweeathing -
like a sleeping breather ... ". | recalled somes@dyy Oscar
Reyluc which had, he said, swept through him ogétnvith
frantic intensity:

In blood soaked silence

Black, replete

She stands ... _

An awful calm pervading her ...
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M archester looked askance as | enteCedfax the next
morning. The weals on my arms, the scratches on my
face, surprised him, but he made no comment. Ielolatind
went to my room with the purpose of destroyingitie. |1 had
barely reached the cupboard when a knock soundéad dbor.
It was Henderson. He looked pale, distraught; ctxlccome
in? He told me he had dreamed a strange and greedi@am;
what was worse, he swore he had seen Roma entevamy
the previous night. Unaware that | had been awaynistook
my general appearance of dishevelment for a coafiom of
his suspicions. When | told him that Roma had lgpmre for
several days, and gone for good, he stood petrifielt
exhausted and irritable, and wanted nothing maae th pro-
ceed with my plan immediately. But he persistedtaying,
and moved about the room in a way which made maayné
poured myself a drink and sat on the bed, hopingdédd go
when he found me determinedly uncommunicative. Hewe
he sat down beside me.

"You are in danger"”, he said, "and | want to hedp.\if it
wasn't Roma who came here last night, then my dseam
more dreadfully ominous than | realised. Thereoime pres-
ence, some entity, some emanation enveloping e pand it
is wholly evil and intent on malevolence. | feeliith every
breath | take. It wants fire, it wants blood, aming other
energy ... which only the male can give".

It was my turn to stand aghast. The image of thpgnts
of fire was fresh in my mind, and the flowing bloseemed a
perpetual accompaniment to all my thoughts; | wetam of
the third component of the fiendish feast.
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Henderson was whispering in a hoarse, unnaturalevoi
which reminded me of bullfrogs croaking in the svgarat twi-
light. He told me he had awakened in the morningghmas |
haddone on the day of Roma's departure. But afteate sif
intense sexual excitement, accompanied by echolag- b
phemies, it was as if an oppressive white-wingeghfgm had
brought him again and again to the point of orgasti he lay
in a lucid sleep of exhaustion, drained of all ityaThen he
had noticed a white mist which gathered itself #indted
upward to the ceiling. On meeting the walls of tbem it flat-
tened out and curled downward like steaming teesadinal-
ly evaporating and leaving him staring at nothirgme
Memory was confused, as in my own case, but thetfing he
remembered of the previous evening was seeing Rt
the hall and pass into my room.

"And | can feel her presence hei@w". His accusing whis-
per ended in a shriek. | stood up and glared at hilrell,
search the room, damn you, and see if you carhind

He looked sheepishly and apologised, and preskeetlgft.
| was too tired and too distraught to do anythinggdbeep; nor
did | destroy the idol the next day.

The day after that, Marchester smiled at me amiably
enough, though | detected an air of suspicious hialtoess.
He was seated on the veranda. Suddenly, he said:

"That was a ghastly bloody business in the woodther
night. | hope they catch the bastard who did it!"

My heart missed a beat. The newspaper he showed me
described an assault and a mutilation perpetratea ygouth
who had come down from Barnham Reach via Iglintorg
skiff later found adrift in Chalmer's Bay. | retedhthe paper
to him and muttered a few words of disgust. Thexs mo men-
tion of the girls or of myself, yet | heard latbat the hostel in
Kermstow was the centre of local and ineffectuajuemes
owing to the theft of a shooting-brake, to whicle af the girls
admitted. It had been found abandoned in Naver \\oske to
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the scene of the bloodiest atrocity in the histdrthe locality.

| went straight to the cupboard with grim deterrtiora As
soon as | turned the lock, | knew someone had taeepering
with the inner cabinet in which | kept the idok thapers, and ...

A queer odour rose all about me, vaguely famijiat,| could
not identify it until my hand came in contact witie idol's
swathings. They were wet. A sticky rust-colouretdssance
adhered to my fingers, and the odour became margeod. |
slammed the cupboard door and stood stock stithhting.

Later that day | knocked upon Marchester's door.

"Look here", | said, "you don't think there is agnnection
between the theft of the car and the murder in N¥¥eod -
do you?"

He looked at me oddly, almost pityingly.

"Why no, just a coincidence. You don't think glike that
would be capable of..."

| laughed ferociously: "You were acquainted withe aof
them at one time, is that not so?"

"l was", he replied, dryly. "If it gives you anytsfaction to
know it, she appears to have been responsibladaheft".

"What was her name?", | asked, with an effort ataha-
lance, "Ingrid, something or other?"

"Sigrid”, he replied acidly, "Sigrid Petersen. WHAfe you
interested?" There was an unusual expression dadas

"Not particularly, except that it appears to me eswinat
inhuman thayoutake so little interest".

He lowered the book he had been trying to read. telyr
chap, whatre you talking about?"

"Does it not strike you, Marchester, that she maynipli-
cated in this horrible crime?"

"Only to the extent that she may be able to ideniié vil-

lain or villains who perpetrated it. But the probdyp is
extremely remote, | should say".
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My lips had gone dry. Whbad perpetrated it? | thought of
Roma. Roma could not be responsible; she had gonéaf
away. Of that | was sure. | withdrew and left Master gazing
at the door in a queer sort of way.

he girl was laughing softly: "There will be, whaiwsay,
hell to pay if you are caught here. Ze girls mugttenter-
tain men-friends in their apartments".

She mimicked to perfection the tone of prudery, smded
archly. Having tied one of her stockings roundresk, she lay
back on the bed and let one leg, the stockingedswiag to
and fro like a black pendulum. She then fixed mia &@isome-
what minatory glance.

"You were there too - that night; you know zat?"

"Of course | know it. But | was bound hand and f@wtd
quite helpless once you barbarians had got holanef
Remembezat?"

She chuckled delightedly and pulled me closer Jareiered
fingernail grazing my face as she drew a media tight the
way down my body.

About twenty minutes later, while lying beside hayggested
gently that it was time for me to leave.

"Vy? It is not yet midnight and vill be dark tilvb at least.
Only then must you be careful!”

"I shall leave the way | came. No one will see me"

"But one girl will be looking. Always zey look fae men.
Maybe zey heard you here already”.
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Then she smiled and snuggled closer: "But ve hawehm
time yet!"

| do not know how long | remained; but when | awsda
suddenly, | was lying on my side bathed in a glyosthite
radiance. Sigrid must long ago have switched @flémp, for
the sickly dawn-glow was pervading the room. It was late
now to quit the building unnoticed. Then | glancadthe
hands of the clock: half past midnight! A suddenipawept
over me. This was worse than dawnlight.

As | shrank away from Sigrid, | saw a coiling vaues cloud
extruding from her body. Then a thin spindle ofstirig mist
poured from her like ectoplasm. The cloud billoneakkened,
and almost solidified above me. As it congealesvi Roma peering
down at me as from a vast height. As on previogssions, |
noticed strangeness about her, a maddening unégaityili
which denied the identity | suspected. A constititaused by
dread aborted the scream in my throat. | saw a damg arm
glide down from the bed and - reaching beneathrebppear
with an object that gleamed white in the spectaaliance.
Then blackness.

| found myself outside the window of Sigrid's rogrrilously
suspended above the shrubbery. A stout creepehsradtthe
hostel wall and slashed my face as | began a stolapainful
descent. Fortunately, it was still very dark, thowgiflingly
hot, the heat being imprisoned by low dense cladrish covered
Kermstow like a lid on a brazier of smoulderinglso&igrid's
room was at the very top of the building, and | lad@ady
passed two windows when | saw with alarm that the o
immediately beneath me was illuminated. | knewimasitvely
that my approach was expected, that someone wasiregva
me. A curtain parted and a pale hand pushed ogenittdow,
then a head protruded. | swiftly lodged the obyelich | had
concealed about me, in a thick tangle of creepet,head just
withdrawn my hand when familiar eyes gazed intoeminec-
ognized the tall Swedish girl. As | slipped inte ttoom, she
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closed the window behind me. In the confines of shell

apartment the girl seemed even more massive ahiidiong

than | had remembered her in the wood. She stoed oe

almost menacingly, the hint of a sneer on her gtymnckish
face. | eyed her cautiously. She wore a skirt ohes@oarse
hempen material, a light-hued jumper which hardigtained
her finely shaped breasts, and white calf-lengibkstgs.

"I know you 'aff been with Sigrid".
Her eyes smouldered as she lighted a cigarette.

"It's no good trying to intimidate me", | said. Mgice was
so cool and composed that | thought it must all deeam. Her
eyes flickered, as summer lightning flashed thraihghroom.

"She know; she is the only one who knale -and you!"

She spat out the word with a violent expulsion ieabh
that startled me. Then she held her head whileve whhys-
terics convulsed her. Her long flaxen hair, stregntike gold
in the lamp-light, cascaded about her.

"You behaved very queerly — the other night", lestaed. |

was feeling my way, watching her closely. She |loolp with
an expression of genuine anguish.

"Do not speak of that night; things happened tigtitnto
me they happened; dreadful things that | cannola@xBut
sheknow and she will remember; and when she does..."

The girl was wild, desperate. | took her in my aramsl
soothed her.

"She know", she repeated.
"Sheknew",| corrected her.

Greta - for that was the girl's name - gazed atgones-
tioningly: "Knew?", she whispered; "then ... ?"

That one question told me all. My sense of relie$ @normous,
unbelievable, a veritable release from a tyranma tould
have been absolute had she thought otherwise.

She tossed her head with a defiant gesture thathsen
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great yellow mane showering about her shouldersn tdhe
stretched herself upon a bed flanking one of thikiswa

If Sigrid had been exquisitely formed, Greta wagoadess
of physical perfection, and | noticed a curioustftttat had
escaped me that evening in the wood. Her legs wateely
covered in a soft yellow down which grew thickerewvé the
thighs flared and swelled massively above the knees

| had risen to go to her, but found that | couldrsely walk,
let alone enjoy the experience she offered. Shensholod my
consternation and a cunning leer creased her face.

"You like honey, yes?"

"Very much”, | replied, too exhausted to follow thist of her
enquiry.

She sat up, swivelled her legs over the side ofbi and
opened a small cupboard alongside. A half-emptpfjéranslucent
honey shone in its depths. This she drew out astbppered.

"You hungry; you try zis; make you strong man agjain

She proceeded to dip her fingers in the jar; ara tialling
back on the bed, she applied honey all along heerithighs.
| watched, fascinated, as she stroked and masdaayseélf as
if she were consecrating a sacred talisman. Heripoéations
became more and more rhythmic, almost hypnotic, lawds
put in mind of the courtesans of ancient Khem wbated their
breasts with rare spices. | was also reminded efarReyluc's
poems which had hitherto remained mysterious to argl
evocative of esoteric pleasures:

dead petals

a cleft

with tendrils overgrown
swamp metals, shredded, torn
overthrown, withdrawn
Vampire shadows lap

Forlorn the gulf exhales

Sour vapours

From a mauve moon ...
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| crawled along the bed like a reptile in purstiite prey.
She grasped my head and pushed downward as iftdf én
entirely in the purple wound, deep and black aktn@nd the
sweetness mingled with the sour and brackish etibvada like
the misty vapours emitted from fissures in the raicRelphi.

We lay thus a long while.

"The girls too; they like my honey-meal. It makerthmad, too!"
[ rolled away from her.

"You like girls?", | asked.

She grimaced petulantly.

"Not so many nice men lika you; so we amuse ouesélv
She was silent for a while, then:

"That is how | know that Sigrid only know what haop
that night. Z'other ones, zey were too drunk, tapid".

"So you got them drunk on honey and cross-exantiresd!
You're a cunning little bitch; or should | say Bgch? And
what did Sigrid say?"

| held my breath involuntarily. Greta looked at nagrowly,
and a sly smile creased her lips.

"Yes, | am cunning bitch. Tonight | was waiting".

"For me?", | asked.

“Not for you; You men all ze same. Why should | tar
you?"

We both laughed.

"No, | wait to see Sigrid; but you went first".

"You mean ..."

| did not finish the sentence. | was sitting bgitight now.
She was nodding queerly, and a glazed and savageng|
entered her eyes.

"Now we are equal”, she said, coldly.
| stared at her.
"But ve must leave; ve must get away from heree@diy
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zey must suspect sinks".

She buried her head on my neck, showering my batty w
all the coolness of her hair.

"Follow me, but let a quarter of an hour elapsesaid. "
will fetch what is necessary fro@arfaxand we can get a boat
at Falbat Cove. Wait for me in Naver Wood by Fgliross".

| quietly unlatched the window, peered out andhasight
was still dark, began the difficult descent afegavering that
which I had hidden in the foliage.

No sound disturbed the quiet of the hostel on npadare,
and | noticed that Sigrid's window was dark. Bu¢t@rdid not
meet me in Naver Wood at the appointed time, or after.

have claimed to know why Oswald Orgen covereddbke
He did so because he could not bear to look upoptilisical
representation of the Power he worshipped. He waara of
intensely abstract disposition, thinking not inves and circles
but in lines and angles; his was an intellectutidaathan an
emotional intelligence. To him, the anthropomorpxpression
of Truth was disturbing, because he had sedulcugipressed,
not sublimed, the passional aspect of his natune tlais had
led him to an insane act of self-mutilation.

Later, | was to see the linear representation @fdbl, but
at the present stage of my involvement in thisiaffaad not
done so.

After returning taCarfax,having waited vainly for Greta, | was
hailed by Marchester as if | had returned frorng leacation. No
doubt my large travelling-bag conveyed this impogsdt was
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a brilliant morning and | had returned exultantthaa sense
of freedom for which | am quite unable to accott@nderson,
however, eyed me suspiciously, and | thought Iaietka look
of panic in his glance as | smiled blandly at hite. was not
the only one to wonder what had become of Roma.

Had Orgen been convinced that his sacrifice wasotiee
thing desired, and the one thing required of himhlsyout-
landish fetish, he would now surely be relishingltabsorption
in the Power behind it. But it had been otherwi$e had dis-
figured himself through fear, rage, and hatredhaf living
embodiment of the very Power with which he had kbugion.

I unlocked the travelling-bag and drew out the cede
image, averting my gaze notwithstanding. My tactslse |
could not so easily deprive of its object; it tote that it was
moist with a viscid substance, the nature of whigs not
unfamiliar to me. | quickly placed the idol in tieepboard,
together with various other things | had decidethie with
me on the flight with Greta.

| had no thought now of destroying the idol, bull iggown
- on the contrary - inordinately enamoured of itd alarkly
repelled by it at one and the same time; and ¥ daslualized
it as surrounded by sticks of incense burnt in rgena it. |
had, in fact, resumed the worship of the idol wH@rgen had
had to leave off, although | was probably less avedirwhat |
was nourishing and nurturing than he had been.imBtite
intimacy of the relationship now being establishetiveen us,
| began to develop certain powers of mind whicleated many
mysteries to me. In some unbelievable manner Idiated
into Orgen's consciousness and was viewing thiagéfeom
the window of his soul; but in so doing, Roma beeaven
more of a mystery to me. It was at this time, hkhithat |
became obsessed with a determination to discovéruaeorigin
and identity.

A few days later, Marchester passed me in the hall:
"There's trouble on the way", he said. "Have yandhe
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latest addition to our household?"

| was so preoccupied with thoughts of Roma, tiaid com-
pletely forgotten that Orgen's room had been refleé new
occupier was due to move in within the month; Mastér, no
doubt, had seen her when she came to view the fbaras on
the tip of my tongue to tell him about his erstwhilonsort,
when his attitude changed, and | noticed in higesgion the
look of panic | had seen in Henderson a few dagieea/Vhen
Marchester spoke again it was in a whisper. Hegérdgne to
his room and closed the door; he was pale, vee; pal

"That was a shocking incident at the hostel!" It

was my turn to blanch, but | said nothing.

"Both of them - dead!" "Dead?", | exclaimed;

"Who?"

"Sigrid Petersen, murdered, knifed apparently [gasous
rival who, in venturing to escape, lost her footagyshe tried

to climb down the side of the building. She mustehbeen
mad, of course™.

| said nothing, but looked at him firmly. Then:

"How do you know she was knifed?"

He thrust a newspaper into my hands. The caseeihed,
was all very nicely wrapped up, except for the titite mys-
teries: the absence of any offensive weapon, anthti that a
stout tendril of the creeper, which had apparegithgn under
Greta's weight, had not been snappecthtitlean through!

"Her assailant must have cut it, realising discpweas
imminent", said Marchester.

"Very probably”, | replied.

| left him bemused, as if he were groping in hisanfor

some cell of memory, the key to which he couldfimok | went
to the bathroom and looked straight into the mirror
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omething prompted me to go into Orgen's room ane ha

last look round before the new occupant's arriVéle
sweetness of incense floated out when | openedoibie | stood
in darkness on the threshold, closed the door Heii&, and
stood still, trying to distinguish the innumeralslgrrents in
the atmosphere which engulfed me, all clamouringetgster
their identities. They all added up to Roma, amdititolerable
agony of my obsession regarding her origin andreatulis-
pelled the phantom, temporarily, by switching oe light. A
cleaner had been since last | had entered the, flatée few
items of furniture were in their usual positionscgpt for the
ugly scars on the shelf in the alcove where | haehehed
away the image, all seemed in order. | went uhéoalcove
and noticed, for the first time, soot-stains dejpdsby repeated
burnings of incense. Here the sweet and cloyinguoeaas
most marked, almost sickly in its fulsome and |ngg per-
sistence. The room would, no doubt, never quite ltssaro-
matic ghost.

| gazed at the bed; walked over to it and stretahgself
upon the cool, newly-laid linen. Thoughts of Romarewstirred
into vivid life, and | drifted into a reverie whidbordered on
sleep. The intensity of the images which swam alwet
acquired a hypnogogic depth and clarity which eratbiihem
almost with tangible existence. But although | sehRoma's
presence, she remained invisible. | did, howews, Grgen,
clearly. His hunched figure, abased before the altas shrouded
in a loose flowing robe of dark material. He reslebla gigantic
bird, and no sooner did the similarity occur to tima&n | saw,
in fact, a large lammergeier silhouetted againstoaidly blue
sky such as hangs above tropical lands. The irhage/anished
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and reformed itself: first as a large raven; them alittering
hawk; and finally, again as a vulture which, stgrrestlessly,
suddenly fixed me with eyes like knives. | quaileefore its
gaze, which pierced to the innermost depths ofthes | heard
a shrill baying, as of a she-jackal at sunset. Biotle sights
and sounds faded and | remained alone in a pullolzean of
criss-cross shadows, an umbrageous trellis throwuigich
streamed pale thin fumes of vaporous mist. Theyrgumbu
through the lattice-window and formed a cloud thavered
over me. The writhing mass coiled and twined sislyoupon
itself, assuming any form my mind chanced to renembwvas
thinking of Sigrid, and of Greta, and of their beslipregnant
with spume, frothing and bubbling unctuously abawe;
thought of their hair, flecked with blood and honagd of the
cry of the she-jackal which terminated in a mufitéking sob
that was myself entering the cloud.

Owing to the heat of the evening | had undresssl] aow
looked down from the cloud-mist on my naked bodgdyat
ease upon Orgen's bed. A thin pencilling of vapiawed
upwards from me, and | gazed with astonishmentashade
of Roma coagulated above me in the spate of mysomanation.
A hand reached down, groping blindly for me. | lgyon the
bed, paralysed by the thought that out of my ovbstsunce she
was fabricating for herself a vehicle for her vampsravings.
That she had come in hatred, as an act of reveggest
Orgen, | suspected. But only at that moment dighlise that
she was the entire and incarnate content of Orgapisressed
desire, a succubus, as | had once known; and alsman of
possession, as | had known her through Sigrid artaG
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t was Henderson who set afoot the rumour that | was

harbouring a woman in my room &arfax. Although
Marchester and Reyluc both admitted to not havictgadly
seen anyone resembling Henderson's descriptiorerofttey
were distinctly suspicious; and | felt under consta
surveillance, the more irritating in that it was @oviously
and clumsily engineered. | surprised Marchestemooming,
listening outside the door to my room.

"Considering we've all had traffic of some sorts@te time

or other, with the girls at the hostel, why makehsa secret of
this one?", he asked.

The attack was a direct one and | parried it witinaak
invitation to come inside and look around. He fatm me

sheepishly round the room and sniffed distastefatlythe
clouds of incense.

"You know", | said, determined to get his viewsRoma:
"I've often wondered where Roma and Orgen first ineean,
by the time she came to me there had been so muudiiet and
upheaval that | never thought of asking her."

Marchester looked stupefied:

"She came from the hostel, as far as | know, byt ddhyou
ask? This whole business is appalling; inquiriessill pro-
ceeding in Kermstow. Some connection is, not ssinglly, sus-
pected between these deaths and the atrocitiee indod."

"I think even Henderson has been known to havéovssi
from the hostel", | said, side-stepping his obnagimsinua-
tions.

Marchester shrugged: "You know he's a crank. Wét don
believe the rumour he's set afoot".
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"Then why snoop around my door?"

He looked pained and anxious: "I'm worried aboat busi-
ness at the hostel and ..."

"And?"

"The description Henderson gives of the woman gaus-
pected of harbouring, tallies almost exactly wite hew occu-
pier of Orgen's room. She is due tomorrow!"

| was speechless.

After Marchester had gone | brooded for a consilaera
time, but saw no cause for immediate anxiety. | ldauait.
Providing the weather held, | had it in mind to gaout in the
bay for a few days; | felt a surging impulse of tapmspiration,
and wanted to work unhindered. But that night aemogent
matter awaited attention.

| divested the idol of its stiff blood-encrustediand pro-
ceeded with the nightly ritual worship. | handlédovingly,
tenderly, and the opening words of Reyluc's poeutlsime as
a veritable hymn to its glory:

In blood soaked silence

Black, replete

She stands ...

An awful calm pervading her ...

Unlike Orgen, | could feast my eyes on the darkuiapof
her glittering body with no consciousness of gailtshame.
She wanted fire, | gave it nightly; she wanted Hloshe had
had her fill; she wanted that which the male alcae give -
creative energy - this she took every night throtighinstru-
mentality of her human reflex - Roma. | dayman,for com-
pared with the mystery of the idol, which | am Uedb fathom,
Roma appeared and disappeared - at times, | sagean entity
of actual flesh and blood.

Now, as the blue banks of incense coiled lazilyuabte dark
shape, the glittering doll seemed really to mowe @ndance
her unworldly measure. But | had to avert my gaaefthat
which squirmed in a mist of ectoplasmic hyle beinéar feet.
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Roma's words came to mind: "a fluid chaos ever nmywever
flowing, ever breathing - like a sleeping breathet. It was
indeed as if someone breathed; a pullulant quadaogd, sug-
gestive of infinite power of a blind and primal #inAn Arab
alcherlnist once observed "all animals increase tbleasby a
slime™

At the stage of the rite when the idol appearedatace, |
would gaze intently into a mirror fixed above it e wall. In
the wan light of moonbeams slanting through thérgyaover
the bed, my reflection appeared as a gaunt greesk,rtize
eyes over-bright with a feverish excitement indubgdthe
saltant form. As | glared unwinkingly into my owwges, they
acquired a vivid luminosity, became larger, seetmoedetach
themselves from the face and glow above the hatloseks.

| knew from Orgen's papers that by staring fixealijthe
reflection of the space between the eyes, thaontsenses are
stirred into occult life. At first there is a setisa of dull throb-
bing which grows exquisitely acute; then it feedsifaa small
wheel begins to rotate, or that a lotus bloomsiwithe brain.

Seated in my chair before the doll and the mitiwe, latter
becomes a window. | no longer see my reflectiohgbae con-
stantly through the window upon a far-flung langsgavhich
is sometimes open and near an ocean, at othersed/cott
enclosed; and, at yet others, and more usualtheirfiorm of a
rolling plain of stubble and rock, tufted with farand stiff grasses.
As a bird of prey | swoop from the open windowpting a vast
shadow on the ground far below as my hurtling f@asses
under the moon's rays. If Roma iswccubusthen | also am
non-human on the occasions of these flights; a vramwith
all the brooding sleeping land before me, to expland to
exploit for purposes of nourishment and pleasurdy @ose
who have experienced the sense of total release Whadily
bondage, which such a flight induces, can undedstaith
what exhilaration | was filled as | flew throughetbcreaming

! From an ancient alchemical treatise entitlati:Puli, His Tractate of the
Regenerated Salt of Naturepm a German translation dated 1682.
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wind to keep tryst with my kind. As | glided abaxe stubbled
heathland, sweeping clear of stunted trees whickeb and
shook with the onslaught of my approach, | came swithin
view of distant hills rising and falling in serriednks about
the vast natural basin of the landscape.

| soon became conscious of other forms startingaup var-

ious parts of the landscape. There was an impresdigreat
wings unfolding to the night; and of a strange stesit call,
like the baying of a wolf or jackal, wailed weirdljke wind

shrieking in telegraph wires. A great white gullddenly

swung down my path, intercepting it not far ahefhe. | rec-
ognized it as the animated totem of a creaturerthghed as
a Queen at the nocturnal revels towards which | syped. The
sheer beauty of the dazzling flight of a gull, gigiwith superb
ease in moonlight over a ghostly terrain of mathedsws, is
a supreme delight. Snow-white to my black shape sslemed
to flash a greeting at me, and | exulted in thegedion. Here
| was, free, unhampered, a poem in the processaafrhing a
vital, imaginative reality which surpassed all thedes of the
so-called living, who merely sleep a turgid dregmvanescent
hopes and fears. Here | sensed fully the triumphetndead
or Immortal Ones, who live nakedly, royally, unriesedly, as
the Great Shining Ones of Amenta.

Because this was one of my first fully-consciousyicel
excursions, | linger upon details which seemeadigédo me in
the beginning; but which became so familiar to s\eg powers
and abilities increased that, later, | regardedcemsmonplace
what at this time utterly entranced me. And yefihtifrom the
start, | felt a sense of familiarity with my ghgsslurrounding.
Is this because we most of us travel in our slaegpme time or
other, although unaware of the fact; and becauseddlity
obtaining in regions | learned to explore is n@ lasd no more
real than the so-called reality which normally surrds us?

Dark hills reared their metallic cones beneath amg a
host of forms converged upon a single summit. Tlaesnif
sucked into a vortex, the shapes spiralled to tbergl. This
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was the trysting place that became familiar grotmthe in

the course of my nocturnal forays. Just now, howeve
remained at a distance, not wishing to be caugtitermael-
strom as it spouted from the hills and drew dovenvthithing

horde. | hovered on the outskirts and became aofaaevast
and swooping shadow which curved and wheeled eailti

and which gradually encircled me.

In regions such as these, shapes signify not essghat
tendencies; and | knew without a doubt that somgtkiomi-
nantly malevolent had spurned the vortex intentigne
engage me. | was also aware that the massive slaaped of
predatory aspect - was Roma. Her abnormally paitdy
shone through the feathers; her red eyes glowedthat lust
for slaying. This shape, terrific and fearful, lbstpower to terrify
me when | saw, within it, the sheer white nakednfemfold
enticingly. The impact of our encounter resoundezlthunder.
| saw a pack of jackals pouring from cavernousoldl in the
hills, raising their heads in unison, baying ax<agpled in space.

Her feathers fell away as | swooped again and agathas
she clawed and bit and ululated in her agony,dtieeyes of her
craving were baleful lamps which lit up the wileétse below. In
the midst of raining blood danced a glisteningrigsurrounded
by beasts, each bestial form a mask of insatidbigsans pro-
jected through aeons of time. Then we too were midawn the
spiral flue of the infernal funnel; down, irrevotatdown.

Roma's body had regained its smooth, unwoundecdewhit
ness; yet on her haunches | saw the scars myhaetimflicted,
and a gash in the region of her throat. My own wvasuand
weals glowed upon me like burning jewels; and hkhi then
understood that the physical nature, when slougiexit off
abruptly during life, constantly reforms itself acding to an
innate diaper of tendencies and desires, in no pagsical
material, but on a different level, or in a diffetelimension.
The features were Roma's, and not Roma's; the wasdyhers,
and not hers; for had | not seen it a moment befuidled
with gushing holes from which blood streamed asfeoperfo-
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rated wine-jar, as we crashed and exploded likehmaaguns
coupling in mid-air?

An enlightened hermeticfshas observed that even on a
mundane level of existence the shape of animaiseignant
with meaning, and that on the astral plane thifaismore
emphatically the case. And Baudelaire once Wribtat he had
always considered foul and revolting animals ta bevification,

a corporealization, a flowering in material formrmén's evil
thoughts.

Roma would continue to assume different shapegaans,
yet | should recognize her familiar spirit in anyfamiliar dis-
guise. She could not conceal the burning and pepetaving
which consumed her, for she too worshipped the aiod the
idol spoke and moved with eloquence through hey.bbdese
thoughts raced through my mind as we merged wéhlist-
ing frieze of forms encircling the Goddess. Manyre | recog-
nized; some, moving in a dim dream, were unawarthaif
participation. If they awoke in their beds next déney would
perhaps shudder at a dimly-remembered nightmaren@u
they were filled with bliss and responding to jogaiimulation
with every particle of their bodies, for the extearestrial
senses are so enhanced that even the most tenootiastc
affects the sensitive plasma with electric intgn$wedenborg
described the sexual congress of angels as a gatiten of the
whole being; and | suspect the same applies tetiereal
counterparts of some other sentient organisms.

In the rain of blood the figure danced, and Ronmreceld too;
whirling, gyrating, leaping, her face flushed watkhilaration.
| saw the white gull also, stripped of bird-pelfiemdess of sin
ister glamour.

Beneath the mirror on the wall the image stirrdue Tight
without grew darker, a bat-like shape burst throtinghcurtain,
and once again a gaunt green ghost shone baclkfeamirror's

23, L. MacGregor Mathers.
% In a letter to Alphonse Tousserel, dated Januaryg56.
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glaze; the sunken cheeks, deep hollows of darktiesgyes,
overbright with excitement.

When day dawned, | was astonished to find | had
written down these words:

My familiar spirit is a female creature of exceptd
charm. She bears a strong resemblance to the Mongol
race, therefore | think of her as my Asiatic Guider
predominant physical characteristic is a remarkable
suppleness; sinuous, almost reptilian, yet not khol
animal, for there is a hint of profound and insable
knowledge which raises her above the plane of gnerel
physical existence.

| have carnal intercourse with this creature asroéts

| may, for she is always eager to perform, whenamdr
however | desire it. She appears usually at my call
dressed simply in a dark green, close-fitthgong-sam

of silky texture upon which shimmer, as she gligtedu-
lantly towards me, vague impressions of fiery drsgo
The garment fits tightly about the neck and is boed
with rich gold braid. It reaches almost to her aakdnd

is slit on either side at thigh level. She weartieer
garment, except a black girdle and stockings, atd h
small feet are shod in scarlet. Her hair is veack)
smooth and glossy; her eyes long, dark, liquid and
almond-shaped; her complexion is paler than ivoxy a
her mouth very red and rather cruel in appeararioe.
general impression is that of a highly sophistidate
beast suggesting human-nonhuman ancestry by & subtl
glamour, which it so weaves about its essentiahality

as to cause an observer to interpret it in the bflhis
secret ideal - as a woman of radiant yet darklinvgll-
ness who obeys the least whim of him who desines he
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| have a special way of calling her, and she ajpear
obliquely: not all at once, so to say, for her @nes is first
made known through the sense of touch as she sestle
softly against one, exciting one by slow caresSes.
then seems to assume form and become a livingyreali
bent on the purposes of my own pleasure.

During coition with her, miracles occur; | can se®

the past, and equate all my past selves with the sy
thetic symbol | now am, re-membering episodes of
pleasure or pain at will. To remember means meirely,
actual fact, to put back the limbs or members obldn
experience, and undergo the same emotional impacts
were originally felt and enjoyed; and this is pgdhe
greatest pleasure | have with my Asiatic Guide.

Anatomically she is possessed of broad and prominen
hips, a narrow waist, well developed calves anaiabn
mally sericeous legs, resembling in this respextaice
Nordic women. Her breasts are high, rounded ang fir
and her buttocks beautifully modelled and very prom
nent. Yet she is in no way heavy or obtuse; orctime
trary, refinement is the chief impression conveyed,
although this is a mask concealing bestial profiessi
Her fingers are abnormally elongated and tapethmey;
nails, a bright scarlet, sometimes mauve. Shenged
and adorned with antique gold and braceleted like
wealthy oriental women. She is highly scented puthgent
odours that stimulate sexually. Her voice is sousro
and silvery, possessing a quality of huskiness hwisc
not unmusical. She often uses the foulest epithitis
the most casual nonchalance during her love-play, a
assumes the lewdest postures with a supplenesstof |
which never degenerates irgaucherie.Yet she can be
deliberately gross and obscene, and sometimes simu-
lates certain animal postures merely for the sdke o
heightened sensual stimulation. She embodies digrecu
anatomical atavism in that she is retromingentctvhi
makes frontal intercourse impossible unless shetado
grotesque attitudes.

She can assume whatever costume she chooses, and
often appears naked as well. In western dressffetutsa

the polishedsveltesophistication associated with French
women of fashion, and at such times her entiregoein
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reflects a 'French' tone and seductiveness. Ocahée
coarsely Yankee - as if she were an American-born
Mongolian girl...

It may be significant that this was the first timbkad alluded
to 'familiars' and 'guides' and similar occult &r8. | am a poet
and little acquainted with the terminology or coptiens of
sorcery; yet here | describedsaccubusas if | were as familiar
with the genus as with lupins. | have reproduces dbscription
at length because it adumbrates so precisely sdmeyexpe-
riences of the ensuing day, when | lazed on thecheat
Chalmer's Bay. It seems that some dissociated pouafkeon-
sciousness had picked up and registered the distimressions
| have just recorded; for not before this occash@ad | been
aware of Roma as an entity thus specifically attiréet she did
indeed accompany me on many later occasions, inmaener
described. In fact, on awakening from the flightalve recorded,
| distinctly remember a suave and velvety figurarghg from
the couch on which | lay, after having exchangefitthe chair
beneath the mirror during my astral experience. Andid
indeed possess knowledge of a secret call, or tyattieknocks,
which enabled me to evoke thssiccubusany time | desired.
Even so, | was not able precisely to determine Remature.
That she was a reflex of Orgen's suppressed ddsiiest sus-
pected. Then, | thought she may beaguastor,or tulpa, created
magically and deliberately by him. On recalling &igand
Greta, however, | decided that Roma was some fdrambees-
sional entity destined to pursue me through thenobés of my
own cravings, through whatever vehicle of feminiglamour
appeared to attract me. Whatever the truth of tla¢ten | was
obsessed and possessed, and unable to rid mys#ilé dfunger
for that which appeared at my call in the forms Rdma.
Perhaps | should refer to her as Roma X - the uwknguantity
of my dreams!

| have said | was astonished by what | had writdeavn
after my first major astral experience. The facgtlihad been
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active in these realms for a long time without comssly real-
ising it. Furthermore, my friendship with Oswaldg@n had
made me the recipient of an endowment | also hadulig
realised until then. Who can gauge the potentiamnyf indi-
vidual? | am convinced that the experiences | umeet, sub-
sequent to Roma's departure, had some relationgen® con-
centration of thought on certain aspects of redfiy had indeed
charged the idol with the power of his suppresstality. |
learned later that he had actually communicatedesoirhis
own substance to it in a rite known to Asiaticgtesprana-
pratishtha,or Life-Giving Ceremony. As previously remarked,
his manner of thought, his mode of conception, mathemat-
ical: through angles and lines, points and planesthrough
feelings, emotions. It was the anthropomorphic etspithese
conceptions | was now experiencing, and which e tremn-
ished from his own sphere of working. What appe#vedrgen
as a geometric figure, appeared to me as a glaadascination
appealing directly to the senses and taking sutstaiom my
own outpouring responses. My legacy from Orgen wiafict,
a tactual awareness of that which, in his psyche, rnani-
fested as a linear glyph, gantra,which traced vectors of force
known to Voodoo cultists as them, and to Asiatics asakti,and
which | could apprehend only as flesh, seductivce@erverse.

| understood, more and more, that Orgen's idoldbllor
puppet, far from being a goddess who inspired hias, a crea-
ture engendered by him, possessing characte@stecpowers
imbued literally with his vital energy, his prayeaspirations,
and worship, and ... yes, his curses!

As | gazed at the idol, how could | deny the treduers
power it emitted and the undoubted ability it pessel of
inducing within me sensations and visions of awHihgs? It
seemed to me then, and still seems to me nowatbatfinite
reciprocal interchange occurred between the thfes.oBut
we cannot really say who or what pulls the stringsp or
what is the doll that is jerked to and fro in thereal dance.
All'l can surely aver is that from this time onyas visited by
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a being of singular attraction, who drew on mesfwergy in the
form of my worship. And giving substance daily e image
reflected into my mind, | nourished a phantom, ppaaition,
but also a vampire and a ghoul which became matdaene
than the 'living' beings around me.

It was Henderson who first sensed the presencerimalst
at Carfaxof something supra-real and extra-terrestrial. Rgyl
too, was not far behind; he wrote mysterious lities could
refer only to the inexplicablgerichoresisvhich had occurred.

It was at this period that | first remember, withyalegree
of clarity, the linear figure already mentioned.gdaly at first,
mistily, it appeared upon the horizon of my visamd it always
coincided with the initial stages of my astral fwaat what |
call the window-stage of my journey. This is thegst at which
the mirror into which | am gazing, suddenly becorinested,
then transparent; it then opens as a window ohédaastral
terrain. For a few fleeting moments the geometryhefforce
which impels me to fly through it, is radiantly¢eal over it, as
if it were an ornamentajrille suggestive of the latticed win-
dows of the East. After repeated appearances ®ydhnitra |
was able to remember and to sketch its structuneshwas a
quite simple design. Enclosed within the squareé&af the
window appeared a large inverted triangle contgirrcircle
with eight petal-shaped appendages arranged atsoutm,
and suggestive of a rose or a lotus blossom. Withenflower
were five inverted triangles arranged in diminighsize, one
inside the other. Precisely at the centre of theost triangle
blazed a point of light, which so effectively coalegl that which
it veiled, that it radiated simultaneously a vidlgibration and
an unimaginable quietude. As | have said, | wasuntt later
to see thiyantraof power which obsessed me. | neither under-
stood the meaning of the figure, nor could | fimy alue to its
significance in Orgen's papers until, also at erlaime, it was
pointed out to me. But what | did succeed in asgartg was
that the brilliant whorl in the central triangle svthe funnel
down which | was inevitably whirled when approaghthe
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trysting place. It may have been also the rooheftenuous
cord which attaches the subtle body to its physicahterpart,
and which palpitates between the eyebrows in thienmef the
occult and atavistic eye.

11

n fulfilment of my urge to dream, to bask in sunghito

write poetry, | camped out for a few days in a dmal
sequestered cove named Covey Harl, to the no@halmer's
Bay. | took with me my writing materials, a tin sindwiches
and a few bottles of ale. I intended refurbishihg amall bar
off Crott's End, where Chalmer's Bay swells intmdgland
Sweep. This is the last promontory of Kermstow, ianats far
into the green sea and is parallel for some miléstive main-
land which shimmers and slumbers in a perpetudtieeze,
like an enchanted and saffron-glowing fairylandt 8om my
nook at Covey Harl, none of these things was eviderd as
the shining heat poured over the sand, white gidEning
surf, and the azure void alone met the gaze, wothh and
again a distant vessel quivering whitely on theylgeen.

| spent the first day rapt in a reverie of gold aadre, white
and glaucous green, and wrote not so much as & Waoednset
of evening and nightfall surpassed all my powerdestription.
All I can say is that my impotence as a poet wadendain in
the most glorious manner imaginable. How could @oytal,
searching in the dusty repository of words, fingl adequate to
describe the splendours of such magnificent sinityfic

The next morning seemed even more effulgent with bhd
gold; and having exhausted my scant provisionsitest for
Crott's End, leaving my writing-gear and sleepihanket
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beside a massive rock, one wall of which fell shieter a shining
crystal pool.

The heat of the day, the abstractedness of my maadithe
desire to relish the full flavour of surroundings which |
rarely treated myself, caused me to be away frome@darl
for several hours. | ate ravenously at Crott's Eartt washed
the feast down with Kermstow ale while at ease dereace
overlooking Langland Sweep; a more satisfying viewld not
have been found anywhere. When | returned, the sun
although still high - had passed the meridian. Hgwleposited
my fresh supplies, which had grown burdensome éenhibat of
the last few miles of the journey, | consumed adsach or two,
and polished off a bottle of ale before stretchmog on the sand
where | was soon lost in a sleep of contentment.

| was awakened some time later by a plashing sanrtde
pool. Ringlets of crystal were lapping the baséhefrock. | got up
to investigate, first on one side, then on the rotfi¢he titan stone;
but whatever was behind it eluded me. Supposingligterbance
to be due to some piscatorial frolicking - as mgrfd Henderson
might have called it -1 again lay down and gazeeadrily at the
sky. Then a small white pebble described an armagthe blue
and landed adroitly on my navel. | turned my headcajale of
laughter echoed from the pool. It rang sonoroughirsst the rock,
rebounded against the towering cliffs to the backne, and back
again. | sprang up in time to see a brown formwddhe waters;
and my heart stood still. A face had flashed acnegwvision with
fleeting swiftness, yet the features were all flaanel fantasy. |
was dazed, uncertain if | dreamed, or really stmoGovey Harl,
while a lean and supple body rose gleaming frompbel and
rolled on to the sand like a porpoise. A mere gsifipcarlet girdled
the glistening form, and | knew - although | had seen her
before - that this was Kotavi, the new occupar®ajen's room.
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12

wake or dreaming? Had | astralized so smoothlyltheats

unaware of the transference from one order oftyetdi
another? | touched her gingerly to see if she wehd. This
was no test, as | realised as soon as | withdrewany; spec-
tral matter is as tactual to spectral hands asigdiysatter is
to corporeal hands. Was my hand corporeal, or ispeat that
moment? | stared at it in utter inanity. She roltacer and
laughed, looking up at me with long liquid eyes.

"Try pinching me", she said.

The heat of the day and the abrupt interruptiomyolitary
daydreaming combined to make all things seem siyddereal.
Her words lingered in my ears, but | could makesanse of
them; they were meaningless sounds, melodioushaturilg in
my brain. She spoke perfect English. The fact ktrne with a
slow dull thud in the region of the spine; strumifore my turbid
mental processes could determine their meanirag. dsvn on
the blanket and unblinkingly watched the heavinglsaf the
sea. A distant vessel claimed all my attention; migd had
become an idiot mind, absorbed in whatever passeds visual
field; or, perhaps, a child mind. But behind itthktre seemed to
be unfolding a monstrous nightmare.

"Did | startle you so much? Sorry. Please belieed'm

She appeared concerned and genuinely repentahefor
quite harmless little prank. | smiled wanly, autdicedlly. |
had lost all power of volition; | was in the grip Baudelaire's
dreadacedia.

She sat down beside me, but | felt no sense otipces Was
| then dead, or in the process of dying? | feltdswbeing
abstracted into a set of lines and angles. Thaitiage the
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idol, I also had a geometry; | was passing intolimgar form;
| felt nothing, yet my mind - a moment ago so slsggand
unresponsive - had become glitteringly keen, switaving
incredible patterns which | relished with a sortuofamiliar
intellectual delight. | watched myself unfold arldwfer into
angles and lines, curves and cubes.

Then she touched me. It was like an electric shibdalva-
nized my entire anatomy, subtle and gross. Andt lefgreat
misery and guilt flooding my soul, as if | were opgsed with
the nameless atrocities | had perpetrated. | sttoveassert
my usual wake-aday self, and to respond in a ndiashlon to
the creature beside me. She was speaking in rglutioothing,
deliriously modulated voice, but | failed to grag@ sense
behind her words; my mind was baffled, numbed idiocy
again. Perhaps | was in the presence of a greatrpbay she
not be some kind cfaktiincarnate, somgantra, which, with
a movement contrary to my recent abstraction, wasifest-
ing its line and angles in flesh: not to be intlmlly appre-
hended, but physicallfelt? My mind flew to the idol, and |
started up. She laid a hand on my arm and urgedengly
back again.

"Do you like your room?", | asked her suddenlyy#s just
as if someone else had put the question.

She nodded: "And | like yours, too!"

| was too numbed to express astonishment. Sheoasd)
straight into my eyes, and for the first time t tbe need really
to take stock of her.

Facially, she combined what | can only describaragfro-
Asian barbarity with the suavity of those rare Baan women
one finds occasionally in cities that are smelfpags of the
human race; cities where the strangest mutatiodsfusions
have produced exotic hybrids outstandingly unitpeeause they
combine inordinate sensuality with a complemengatyeme of
profound and mysterious spirituality. My thougrasged over
places such as Cairo, Baghdad, Port-au-Pramzbcertain
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regions in the Caucasus. Her movements had a soiity
about them, which | was soon to appreciate, fongseas agile as
a monkey, and as salacious. But just now | wagwarg these
things in a critical and detachedly analytical neanhcontinued
the rude close scrutiny and assessment as shenbekdth her
eyes, and hung like a dark cloud between me anebitieof the
sky. Then her last remark penetrated to the 'matintelli-
gence within me. What right had she to enter myniand what
had she found there? | raised myself on one elbow.

"Do not fret", she said, in a melodiously sweetceoi'The
idol is all right. You have worshipped well; itnew back in my
room again".

A storm of fury broke loose in me. | sat uprightigrasped
her shoulders cruelly.

"What else have you taken, you shameless thiefwleu
bitch, you ...?"

My grip relaxed and in my fury | struck her sharplyross
the face. Her mouth was open; her eyes had nowegesalint
in their depths. She squirmed under my hand likeeipand
slashed at me with teeth that had been filed tatpoBlood
streamed down my arm as | sank back on the blag&sping
with the heat and the sudden fire of my rage amdtiex. Yet
| could not smother my anger.

"There is nothing to fear, | tell you".

Her eyes blazed into mine. We glared at each dkeetwo
savage cats bent on attack, cautiously edging reaold other,
lurking with extreme care, waiting for the vital ment of
naked violence.

"What did you do with the knife?"
"I cleaned it," she answered simply. "Now it shiaesefore.

You should not have a blood-stained knife in yaesgession. It
may arouse suspicions in the minds of the igndrant.

| felt the girders of tension slowly relaxing. logtk myself;
the blow had left me dazed.
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"It is my turn to be sorry", | said.

| lay back and stared at the sky. | began talkengyself
more than to her. She looked at me quizzically:

"Why are you anxious? Nothing has happened; on the
contrary, you have done exceedingly well."

Her expression was suffused with a weirdly mystesio
charm.

"Orgen; the youth in the wood; Sigrid; Greta; dllitloem
dead", | mumbled.

"But not by your hand", Kotavi murmured.

| realised | had omitted Roma’'s name, and | alabsexl
the reason for the omission. Being unconvinceceoieistence
after the manner of flesh, | could not believe én Heath, and
a great mystical truth dawned on me with this szdion.
Whether Roma were alpa generated by the will of an
occultist such as Orgen, or whether she wemai@ubus
sprung from the lewd imaginings arising from suggesl
sexual energies, as occurs sometimes in the chsgstics; or
whether she were the reflex of the idol embodietheflesh;
or even if she were a combination in varying degcgell three;
| still could not believe her to be dead, extitecause | knew
that she had not been generated after the fashiomoals.
Roma was like the self of every man; she existéd avbody or
without a body, visible or invisible, accordingttee stance of
the beholder.

Kotavi's words had made so much seem plain. Orgen h
destroyed himself, through Roma, long before hdiegpphe
sacrificial knife.

"But the youth in Naver Wood?", | asked.

"It was an accident. The cords were too tight. fiilation
occurred later; it was the work of some beasthifena some-
times feeds that way."

My expression must have betrayed my incredulity, o
slight smile played on her lips.
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"But why should Sigrid imagine thathe had slain the
youth?", | persisted.

"It was a glamour of the idol, and it is presenevéver you
are; are you not its priest?"

| gazed at Kotavi uncomprehendingly; but a suddest gf
joy swept through me: "Then Greta killed Sigrid?"

| looked pleadingly at Kotavi.

"Yes! After you had gone. Do not ask further questi Your
friend Marchester was correct in supposing thata@eeath
was of her own design".

"Why have you come?"”, | asked her quickly.

"You will find out. Before then, however, why netish asking
absurd questions? You will find it difficult to dsver the power
which pulls the puppet strings."

With these words Kotavi put a stop to all my querie
Arched over me, she now pursued her quest withonaa
eyes.

"l am a goddess", was her first uncompromisingestant:
"You desire women".

| wondered if she were mad, and the danger of nsitipo
became apparent to me. With a shrug | admonished he

"I have no such desire."

Secretly, subversively, | knew that through thetdew' lay
a universe | had but to evoke in order to explatgy should |
search for women in the world? My hypocrisy did astape
her, and a slow smile, almost a sneer, contortethbe. | was
thinking of my recent flight and sensual gratifioat which
was far beyond anything | could experience on eavtiile
awake.

My reply seemed to irritate her.

"l have one real desire", | went on, "and it gron@re insis-
tent as the days pass. It is to produce great yaetmwrite
such verse as may twist the soul and shake ibfra# that is
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not wonder and ecstasy. A great Frenchhhas said: 'Beauty
shall be convulsive, or not be'. This is what ivetiafter; this
is my desire".

"You should have worshipped Saraswashe replied coolly,
and the sneer on her lips grew more pronounced.

"What is ityouwant?", | asked impatiently: "I have nour-
ished the idol with blood and with fire and witH ..

| had answered my own question. Her face was ahght
craving. The substance that only the male can geowias the
third requisite. | recalled Henderson's crazy words

| searched myself as truly as | might. Desire edutther
desire; fire fed on fire. | had had a surfeit ok.s€et, what
hypocrisy! Did not Roma accompany me nightly, wathd
without her greecheong sanwhereon the dragons shimmered
with each voluptuous movement she made? May bButalas
it not a step forward to have such easy acce$ese elights?
A battery of magical knocks, a flight through a damv, and
exquisite pleasures were mine. They appeared ayddibap-
peared at will, and they left no aftermath but rgleor and
temporarymalaisethat had their own ecstasies. And these
experiences quickened my poetic sense and inspieedith
creative energy such as | had not known before.

| thought of the men | had known, who, like mysstiught
perpetually for satisfaction any- and everywhere] earely
found it; of the entanglements and estrangeméms;amplica-
tions and the dull sordid mechanics of the prodessling to
disappointment; then the cynicism, crystallizingvitably into
loathing for the very creatures they most needddpathetically
pursued. No happiness lay at the end of that cYble desire to
go on in such a fashion disgusted me. | knew Ivii#iein me
some spark of poetic potential. Was my life to tzeneéd away in
a restless quest to appease unappeasable lorgisgse insa-
tiable hungers which no earthly woman could be etqueto

* Andre Breton
5The Indian goddess of Music, Eloquence and the deteerally.
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understand? And so | had craved some nebulousdbescape
in the arms of a metaphysical ideal or idol - aedmll, a toy, a
plaything, a reflection in water ... but of whom?

| could not answer that question; nor could | gugkgh
was the puppet and which the puller of the wirest did |
care? The doll danced divinely on its mysterious fiation of
chaos; why should | not adore it, surrender tdl ilesire, so
that it might be fulfilled after its own fashion?

‘Everything physical is at the same time metaphysisaid
Schopenhauer. Why should | seek among the physftat-
tions of the Eidolon, when the ideal Ideal - thel ldtranslates
my inmost longings into immediate fulfilment thrdugheans
too complex for me to fathom? And for me, poettije art of
convulsing the soul with the fleeting vision ofghmetaphysic,
this great Eidolon - consists in the power so tarage words
and create rhythmic effects that the poet and dasler can
recreate, with each reading of the poem, the aateastasy
which generated it. Baudelaire said: 'There i©iédreation of
all sublime thought a nervous concussion whichlzafelt in
the cerebellum.’

I have felt this in the whirling of the wheel betrethe eye-
brows, just prior to my window-flights, and | haatso experi-
enced it, though more rarely, whilst writing poetayd with
the logic - no doubt, of a madman - | insist oroasging the
two experiences, and to a certain extent identjfyirem.

It is when one is looking through the window, detally
taking leave of one's senses for a flight in theéapteysical
realms of idols and ideals, that this nervous cssion is most
marked; and | believe that if one were to write dame day
the supreme spell, the supreme incantation,etbsential
poem, one would be annihilated instantaneouslyhyashe
opening of the Eye of Shiva. A great explosion wootcur,
leaving no more than a little heap of ash - like dust of the
burnt incense surrounding Orgen's idol; while abdaanging
in lazy drifts, worlds would form and disintegrages, on a pyre
of celestial fragrance.
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All this time, Kotavi was watching me.

"Look!", she said, pointing: "You say you have resite for
women".

She was right; there was no concealing a familtayspeal
signal. She lowered her eyelids. The sun was wagteyet still
poured burning gold from the sky. The tranquilliti/the scene
after the storm of our antagonism reacted on me, aowd | drew
her close to me. With a deft movement she slipgéthe scarlet
ribbon, and we closed. She was, as | have saijilesas a monkey,
and we rolled over and over in the sands like Iseasplay. As
the climax came we tumbled with a splash into thel.[Down we
plummeted, locked in a crazy dance likgab-yumdol. Her hair
waved under water like ghostly seaweed, and hex facked
monstrously quilted through the swirling green. ¥efaced still
coupled, and rolled on to the bank. She lay pardimd wild-eyed
beneath me, staring at the sun as it dipped to Amen

The cove, silent, splashed with the afterglow @reng; Kotavi
lay beside me like a velvet shadow. All my ire haadished in a
mist of exhaustion, and a vaporous moon soon batisaed its
mellow gold. In all the soft splendour of that radi shadow-
land we merged and melted. | no longer knew orc#rdream
or waking prevailed. As we lay in the bliss of aamgtion | was
able to travel in space, to link star with stard am experience a
rapture of expansiveness and infinity | had notvpresly
known in waking life. When it was over, she swarmgdthe
sheer wall of rock and | was left clawing the aalling her back,
vainly. How she scaled the flat smooth surfaceftwtiessly, | do
not, know; but at the end of it all | realised tlshie was gone,
and the loss left me empty. All that remained wasre white
gull perched on the utmost pinnacle of cliff; iirstd a dim and
familiar memory which began to haunt me as sleeyeieded. |
sank down on the sands beneath a dome of lapif.lazu
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13

he next day, | lazed on the sands waiting vaintypfmetic

stirrings sufficiently strong to burst on to papsnthing
came, and | began to muse on Kotavi's return witirkding
ale! As | scanned the horizon, the distant sounthoghter
floated in over the waves. Peering over a shoudflenck -
'Kotavi's Rock' - | noticed a group of girls dargciown to the
water's edge in Croom Gully, which divided Saundérsek
from Monktown Bay opposite Crott's End. The grougswoo
remote for individual identification, but | guessiedncluded
students from the hostel on the outskirts of KesmsiMly body
still tingled with the pleasures meted out by samhthem, but
| had, just then, no particular wish to be notidaslas tolerably
well concealed and unless they approached the foowethe
sea - which would require exceptionally powerfudl akilful
swimming - any attempt to make land would give mepla
time to avoid an encounter.

They frolicked in the water and, after some tilmeseems
they decided to return to their base up the streheard their
laughter louder as they raced up the strand ananbégncing
to music provided by a none-too-expert handlingtaoh-
bourines and pipes. Later, | saw them drift offamious group-
ings, and, recalling Greta's honey-rite, suspeteg were
about to enjoy themselves in the seclusion of dlek-infested
gullies. | sat down again and watched a few dolplfigsking
in the middle distance. Amid the waves they appkaseblack
and glistening phantoms. A smaller form, no latban a dot,
moved steadily closer to the shore, and | realigtdannoyance
that one of the batheisad indeed ventured to explore the
recesses beyond Croom Gully. | moved my gear belKotevi's
Rock’, and waited as the swimmer drew graduallyenebfelt
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reasonably secure from discovery, as a jaw oeseroicks further
down the strand would serve as a most likely rggtiace for
an undoubtedly exhausted champion.

| saw her reach shore, stretch her length on theésstr a
few minutes, then saunter to the rocks. She sat low out-
crop and | could see that she was a truly magnificesature.
Slender-waisted and agile, she was both well-taunt deli-
cately formed; her flaxen hair, neatly croppededither finely
shaped skull like a helmet. Raising herself, slséeteon one
arm and gazed upon the sea. | detected a moogecfide and
melancholy in the slope of her back and the longdadrape of
her arms and shoulders, scintillant and gleaminilp \wea-
spume. She was, perhaps, a newcomer to the haslel a
repelled by the brash and open sensuality of therst had
sought escape in this nearly-inaccessible coven $he rose sud-
denly, wormed out of her slip, and urinated. It wéth a fierce
gust of excitement that | noticed that she wasmatigent; not
slightly, as Sigrid had been, but markedly so. Hmatomical
atavism is rare in non-primitive peoples, and dedla piquant
relish to the sauce of her charm. She then turbag#y, and,
seeing me for the first time, blushed a deep cnmao least, |
had been right about her modesty! She would hadegitecip-
itantly into the sea had | not risen in swift puts8he threw
back at me a panic glance as she flailed ineffégtagainst
the strong incoming tide. | shrieked with amusemastl
danced nearby, showered by the spray. She wass#etyui
lovely and of an order of perfection rarely to berd. In her
eyes | read fright tempered with ardent anticipatias she
mutely allowed herself to be lured from the waved ap the
hot slope to Kotavi's Rock.

| found, when | led her there, that she was everemon-
derful than | had supposed, and | cannot convejnheediate
and extreme effect she had on me. Shy, with a blasss for
which | could not account, she sank upon the sandsuried
her head in her hands. Then she lay back, redasitfusion,
her lissom limbs assuming the posture of acquiescefthout
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any apparent volition on her part. Realising thattpf her
embarrassment was due to the peculiarity of hetocamg |
gently eased off the slip which she had adjustatilfpan catching
sight of me, turned her over, and approached hersdly. It
emerged that | was the only man in the whole wideldvto
understand the nature of her peculiarity, and hriglood
proved her confession.

A little later, with her head resting sleepily iryrap, | tried
to speak to her. She was obviously new to Kermstod could
speak little English beyond: "I, Helga".

The difficulty of the situation was almost pathetievanted to
tell her how magnificent she was; how lovely wees legs, and
how fascinatingly maddening her ascetically arated face. And
| wanted to compliment her on her brave swim roGagdinders'
Creek, which really was very dangerous. But | sgpgter inability
to understand me was, on the whole, fortunatenied my saying
all those really significant things that are nodgerly communi-
cable by word of mouth, and therefore truly arcane.

Our bodies were electrified by sensations whicmspd the
extent of our being, like lightening leaping betwegant electrodes.
Smothering her face with kisses as she lay spregei@an the
sands, | was about to be more specific when a nrorde
attack came out of the blue.

The white gull, wheeling and screaming in ever itclgsarcs,
stabbed at my neck and shoulders with slashing beak
predatory claws. Helga screamed in terror as edolway from
her, thus foolishly exposing myself to a frontalaak. The gull
dived straight at me and | raised my hands to gtatey eyes.
The swish of its wings sounded a sinister accompant to its
high piercing shriek, which stirred memories ofiklubscenities
echoing on tumultuous air. Fortunately for me, bleak missed
my eyes, but grazed my cheek, as the flutter aashflof its
wings temporarily blinded me. | buried my head he blanket.
Blood was streaming down my back, reddening thelhedelga
sobbed hysterically and made for the shelter oicthees.
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| sat up, gasping for breath and dabbing at mylchath a
handkerchief. The wound was not deep; | was fatggray the
rich, red, turbid trickle, as it glistened in thenght. On the
blanket was that other blood, and | reverentlystehe of my
own flow on to it.

| turned suddenly, startled and confused with aaccount-
able sense of guilt, of shame almost, though naewiorse.
Kotavi was standing a few feet away with freshuats; her eyes
were smouldering, her lips curled in derision. Spbat with cold
venom on the blood-potion. | felt the sap leavirey My nerves
had been wrought to a pitch of hysteria by thenailag attack,
and | could think only of Helga and the painfulazsations she
would carry through life in connection with theeflal day on
which her flowers were despoiled. Add to this, thagd no
remaining energy wherewith to pacify Kotavi, orstisfy her,
and my state of abject misery may be appreciated.

When | again looked at Kotavi she was smiling.t&ltes of
her initial reaction had vanished. There was aisbgexpression
in her sidelong glances, and my spirits beganwiweeShe was
uncorking a bottle and, dying of thirst, | gulpemirch a glass of
lager, and went on to devour a chicken sandwicknTKotavi
lay beneath the blazing sun and told me she wastg@arfax.

| stopped eating and silently reproached myselftiar
stupidity | had indulged, which had lost me - Kaot&he read
my thoughts and the sneer returned to her lips.

"Fool", she said, "do you think | am leaving beeanis/ou?"

The final word was spoken with such withering degisess
that | winced.

"You are a child if you think these sexual frolmfsyours
affect me in any way".

She spoke evenly enough, but | detected in heradmge
of jealousy. | therefore did not reply.

Having, as she thought, despatched the matterpsie
ceeded to tell me that she had that morning redenesvs of
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her mother's death. She and her mother had liveédeomain-
land, in Grantlingham; and Kotavi had come to Keawsto
pursue her studies there, for Kermstow boastedealiforary
and museum particularly suited to the Asiatic resleas
which preoccupied her at that time.

"You must come with me", she said. And the toneenfvoice
left me in no doubt that it was a command, notnaitation.

| sat silently munching another sandwich.

"l have a fine house there and you can spend ymer in
the composition of poetry".

Again the derision. She was wearing a tight coftook of
peacock blue, and she looked darkly lovely, abeithed in a
ghostly light which contrasted oddly with the haitice of the
day. She drew up one of her knees and restedihantly, looking
out dreamily to sea. The clear void of the sky waiantly
tranquil; | could hardly believe there had everrbary savage
attack, or any storm of passion. Surely, Helga rmase been
an undine strayed from the deep!

Kotavi sighed and spoke about her mother and hisr lda
in Gohati, in Assam, where they both had been fsundari
had been a nautch girl attached to one of the kargeles for
which Assam and the north-eastern parts of Bengatale-
brated. Many mysteries had been revealed to hengitine
course of her career, and Kotavi was the resutwofion about
which her mother would not speak. Kotavi believeat & high
priest of the goddess worshipped at the templechaden her
mother for a very complex ritual.

As Kotavi related these things | visualized thepknin the
burning land, half arid, half luxuriant with swamasd jun-
gles of monstrous vegetation, and there came tal e
words of a poem by Oscar Reyluc:

Red skies burn ever

high above

the swamp in steaming heats
of evening
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where the dead lie dreaming
violent dreams of love ...

Sundari became exceedingly rich, and she and lighti
moved westward. Now that her mother had died, Kotay
the age-old unwritten laws of her people - had ctoressume
great responsibility.

| tried to make her understand that it would bdassefor
me to live with her in Sundari's fine house; thatduld be
happy only if she would visit me occasionally amahfam in
the flesh that which we enacted out of it, on ttieepside of
the ‘window’, at the trysting place.

| do not know why her next remark angered me, bezau
had lately lost interest in the idol as such:

"It will be enshrined with the proper rites, andedmorship
always given".

"But you cannot take the idol with you!", I blurtédt isn't
yours".

"Neither is it yours", she replied calmly and tfutly: "You
removed it from your friend's room after his dedliat is all.
He did not will it to you, for it was not his to Wi

"No! But | am sure he would have done so, had bpesti-
ed he would die prematurely.”

An enigmatic smile played about her lips.

"Perhaps! But the idol has its own will; we are plugppets.”

| was exasperated; for although | felt | had trensied the
idol - got beyond it, so to say, in my new statawareness - |
yet wished to retain it; perhaps for sentimentakoms. After
all, Orgen had been a friend of mine.

"Where did the idol come from?", | asked, as theugint
suddenly struck me.

"From my birthplace, Kamrup, an ancient place noavin
as Gohati".

| had heard of this obscure region. Kamrup wasitiogent
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capital of Assam and the centrd ahtra,a form of worship in
which the female energies of creation, embodidterform of

a primordial goddess, are accorded precedenceativatural

and supernatural forces. The place had a mystehistisry

recalling the ancient Egyptian legend of Osirispadnsevered
members were scattered throughout the land, sgingtithe

places where they reposed. So also, Kamrup isdpadially

sacred because there fell in that region the sexgah of the
Goddess Kali, the God Vishnu having dismemberedafter

the DakshaSacrifice.

The cults of such regions often seem obscure agogmant to
minds unacquainted with those secret scienceshiohwthe East
is celebrated. Where such matters were concerpeddrred to
keep an open mind, especially since my own expeggim
realms of consciousness unsuspected by most oigleBo |
brooded on Kotavi's words, and held my tongue.

Having discharged an apparently disagreeable duty b
explaining these matters, she now seemed eag#rme Ifrom
the state of dejection and emptiness into whiclcbefidences
had plunged me. She nestled close, and begamcgeiati-
dents of a humorous kind concerning her birthplace her
childhood frolics. Our combined laughter must heaxerber-
ated as far as Langland Sweep, or even in distant
Grantlingham where her mother's house awaited uthen
mainland.

14

As time passed | became more and more alive ttatitie¢hat
Kotavi had some design upon me that | failed tbdat. It
may seem strange, but | did not returrCerfax. Kotavi said
she would see to the transit of the idol, and #wve lbits and
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pieces | had in my room; and | was content to éetiave her
way in the matter, idling away my time in the waaches of
Covey Harl.

Although | had not written a line of poetry, or #mnigg else,
when night fell there came a stirring of interiatiaity that
was quite new to me. Nor did | need the usual ipiahries to
see outlined on the astral window the curious cerpf lines
and angles which | have described.

Swooping over a twilight terrain, | was soon joirieygla
large white gull. Its curvettings in the shimmeratghosphere
filled me with inexpressible anticipation and daligfor |
knew that when the white plumes were sloughed, thed
indwelling being discarded its feathery robes, mmaculate
image would be revealed: beckoning, inviting méhto feast
beneath the whirling funnel of shifting shadows.

But ever since a particular occurrence, the imagé h
appeared to vacillate and tremble, twisting undelya
between the identities of Roma and Kotavi. Thistipalar
occurrence was the death of Sundari; and althoughd
unable to fathom its significance, | sensed itsheation with
the change | had noticed in the image disguisdiderieathers
of a gull. It became blurred, elusive, more diffionith each
trysting to ensnare and to recognize; it was somdhading,
diminishing, waning almost to spectral dimensi@ssif with-
drawing to a still less material plane.

| pointed out to Kotavi that fire alone was notfsiént -
that blood also was required; and that since thi¢ ¢ the idol
from me this had not flowed. She searched me withad her
most penetrating glances and quoted, simply: "Bsélidood is
of the moon, monthly*, and added "Do you think | aoh serving
the Mass after the correct fashion?"

The quotation was from an obscgrémoire composed by a
Western occultist who had been initiated by certaimtrik
adepts into the secret worship of the Goddess;l anade a
mental note of it, connecting it immediately wiitent puzzling
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occurrences aRazamandal,Sundari's house. Kotavi had
regularly entertained young and nubile girls white had,
presumably, procured from ships docking at Chalsnéay.
They were housed in a spacious compound adjoinhmey t
shrine-room, where she had installed the idol. eineade me
to enter the shrine-room, or to visit the compouwvitkre the
girls were instructed in ritual dances and manuestgres
associated with the idol's worship. | obeyed hendade up to a
point, for | had read in Orgen's papers a quotafiom the
Tantrakalpadrumawhich had appealed strongly to me, as a poet:

He who utters magic incantations while meditating o
the flower-covered yoni of the Goddess, of a aagtai
charms all with his poesy.

The verse was illumined for me by Kotavi's referemna the
blood of the moon, no less than by another versetegliin
Orgen's papers:

O goddess, the fragrant flower which charms athés
red one which first appears in a young girl.

Here, then, was the secret of acquiring great &niirtuosity
- the power of poetic genius, in fact. The compoesthblished
by Kotavi was a veritable storehouse of such poaerd, | was
determined to learn the mode of its use. But Kotead other
plans. She derided my poetic pretensions, as skedcdnem,
and refused to admit that any verses, sacred dapeo were
hymns of praise to an eternal Creator.

One day, in anger, | charged her with being merpgena
"You are like so many other women," | said. "Yoe geti-
tioning the idol for wealth and power; you are lging the
trust which Sundari placed in you. You should wipdtaxmi!"®
The taunt was in answer to her gibe about Sarasaatne
days previously.
She rounded on me, and her eyes flanied:
The Hindu goddess of wealth and fortune.
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"What did you know of my mother?", she hissed.

"Nothing but what you have told me", | replied, t'lyou are
not going to use my energy to launch your vulgasirds and

float a merely mercenary venture. You are no bétten a
whore!"

| was quivering with rage, which was neutralizethewhat
by her fearful appearance, for | had never seeersop so
transformed. A shrill laugh escaped her as shechanelley
of abuse at me.

"You mere man", she screamed; "so sluggish, sotsigrow
up; you have all your life - and you need it to develop som
spark of maturity. But | am a woman, and | woulst¢athe
joys that infinite riches can bestomgw,before it is too late!"

She was beside herself with fury; overwhelming he t
determination of her perverted will. | quailed brefdner. She
was an inspired fiendessgakini, too fearful to be desirable.

"Very well, Kotavi", | said.
| had decided on other measures. She became Iystn.

"Listen to me now, listen". She spoke softly, alhwosxingly:
"If you do what | wish, you shall worship the idot the great
gift of poetry".

The familiar sneer rippled over her features fon@ment,
and was gone.

"But | need you; and the energy you give".

"Why me?", | asked, "surely there are something teén
thousand other individuals within the radius ofesvfscore
miles who would be only too willing to supply theezgy, as
you call it, in the quantity and manner you desii@u surprise
me, Kotavi; or is this supreme piece of flatteriended as a
bait? Again | ask: Why me?"

Her answer came coolly enough, though | could &ee s
trembled with suppressed fury. After Orgen's déaidd been
chosen, through some quirk of destiny, as a temppleeretrer;
| had become, in effect, a high priest, servingrttass of the
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idol in the manner | have often described. Thrailnghservice
| had become endowed, as had Orgen before mespsitial

gualities that had transformed the life-fluid withine; its

magnetic and vibratory structures were now of ateonot

obtaining in the average uninitiated male. | hacbbee of the
order of Priests by virtue of worshipping the Gaijeand by
the constant nourishment | had afforded her irfdha of the

idol, after Orgen's ministrations had been withdrawhis is

why | was now indispensable to Kotavi. She was diwvig: not

for lack of fire, for the incense burned incessabgfore the
idol; not for lack of blood, for the girls supplidaat, each in her
season; but for lack of that which only | as a fr@uld give

- the sacred seed of immortality!

In aspiring to poetic creation, and in endeavoutmgon-
trol and sublimate the sacred seed, | was deprivatgnly the
Goddess of her due, but Kotavi of the fuel whica stquired
for her own ambitions. In this way she was steathg fire
from heaven; like a vampire, she had been draiambdivert-
ing my energy for her own ends; not for transfimitels. This
is why the white gull - her image on the inner gigin trem-
bled so, and vacillated.

She pleaded, she cajoled, she begged, she budixek-
mined to coerce me in her favour. | was disappdiated dis-
gusted with the paltriness of her aims, and consitiey own
aspirations to a pure literary form of creatiortrasscending
them all. She had, through Roma, sought Orgeniggnand
when he had withheld it and struggled to give itthe
Goddess, Kotavi had encompassed his destructionw. $¥e
threatened me.

Even so, | reflected, Orgen had failed to achieveruwith
his deity through an over-intellectualization ok threative
processes. He had denied in himself the very gcethsreby
the Goddess continued to exist. And Kotavi, in\ay, was
courting failure by a perversion of the creativegasses to
merely personal ends. In my aspiration to poetalite |
thought | possessed a certain safeguard, and thabsorp-
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tion in deity would follow as an automatic consuntiora
almost incidentally and as a by-product of the wgregoal,
which was Absolute Imaginative Reality and freedoom all
bondage. But | had one essential weakness.

Unlike Orgen, who denied expression to his sexyaiind
unlike Kotavi, who was able to divert and pervexttsenergy,
| revelled in it for its own sake, having alwaysspessed an
insatiable craving for women. | had been, befoeedtivent of
the idol, a voluptuary and little else. Kotavi palycunningly
on this tendency, but before | realized the fulleex of her
intrigues she involved me in a strange ordeal.tligirshe
assured me that she possessed the secret of estemintrol,
and that if | would place myself entirely in hernlda she
would impart the secret to me. | therefore enténedshrine-
room with her on an appointed evening when the maaifteen
days old.

he shrine-room was vast; and in the fitful lightaodingle

flame, set in a brazier at its far end, it seeniae avith
shadows which danced and leapt unceasingly. Asyes/grew
accustomed to the gloom, | saw a group of motiarfigsires
arranged as on a stage in the centre of the hall.

Kotavi led me to a raised platform which suppodesingle
pillar. From its vantage-point | looked down and/séor the
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first time in three-dimensional form, tiYantraor Figure which
| had come to identify with the idol, and with theindow"

through which | flew on my nocturnal flights. Th@ntrawas
revealed in sharp relief, for the five triangleshm the outer
circle of petals were raised, one within the otlienning a
series of steps. The whole structure resembledirscadted
pyramid as viewed from above, enclosed within aghtei
petalled lotus flower, each petal supporting apilbr cone, of
incense.

The pillars, however, were not inanimate: they weation-
less human figures, so dark as to appear black &ap of the
pyramid supported a human form, lying supine arana
downward. The far side of the pyramid also boreranfon each
of its steps, similarly positioned: in all, twerityee motionless
forms, erect or supine, within the Circle.

Began a slow and insidious melody suggestive dhwalis
pipes, the wailing of gales, and the rustling of traves. A
drum began to beat, rhythmically, compellingly. &0 eyes
glowed redly in the lambent light as she removedoine, and
with a coil of stout hempen cord she lashed mersBcto the
central pillar of the Circle. She then withdrewoitihe shadows
as the rhythm grew increasingly insistent and aduthe
occult zone of power in the space between my eyebrtd
began to gyrate, slowly at first, gaining speedhwach passing
moment until it whirled violently. | sensed the ehsef a flight',
but restrained the almost overwhelming urge tcahzé, as |
had previously agreed to inhibit the impulse.

Because of the heat and the stifling clouds ofrisegsweat
was soon pouring from me; and the cord, biting mipflesh,
reminded me that the Ordeal had begun.

A figure that had appeared on the finial of thentated
pyramid initiated a slow and undulant revolutiomathits own
axis. Kotavi told me that the eight petals represgbthe subtle
emanations of the Great Lotus flower, which wadfitsymbol-
ic of the Supreme Goddess whose Power was beikge:vbhe
fifteen steps, each with their feminine expressiogresented
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a digit of the lunar cycle. The figures on the stere virgin
attendants on the Goddess who danced in their nadeve
them; they exuded a fragrance which, at a partigige of
the rite, flowed from their bodies on to platteaphd leaves
spread beneath them.

The human incense-bearers began slowly to rotgélian
oscillations rippled down their bodies, and up agai the
lunar chakra back of the head. This uncanny movéemas
repetitive; and it echoed, as it were, the rhythbeat of the
drums and the walil of the pipes.

The fascination which this vividly sensual scenereised
upon me was broken when the figures on the steggsup in
adoration of the saltant forms above them. Theadswere
not entirely naked, but girdled with tiny bells r$fad into
sound by their movements. Then, the whole compiguré
sprang into life as the rhythm broke and swirledudlme.

With the onset of this new mode, the attendantshen
steps performed incredible bodily contortions, tiwg and
weaving as sinuously as the coiling drifts of iremwhich
enveloped me. | felt the glances upon me of nunsesyes.
There followed a mime, a mute appeal in the cunmagual
gestures formulated by the luminous orange glowcivhi
crowned the elongated incense cones held by treedan

My will was strained to its utmost as | strove &mnain
unaffected by the dumb imploring obscenities emhbefore
me. My mind threatened to snap beneath the pounding
rhythms of the drums interpreted by the lascivielogiuence of
the dancers. They descended the steps abruptlgdvahced
towards me with lewd undulations. Their breastegutggres-
sively, and the bells emitted cacophonies whicluenly jarred
off-beat to the pipes and drums. Then, one shd-dexinted
the platform and rolled and shook herself before kher
mouth gaped, her tongue lolled; saliva drooled febscarlet
mouth fringed with sharpened teeth; her eyes weghtavith
indescribable lust, and the bells about her higshed discor-
dantly as the drumbeats swelled to a maddeningemds. On
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the platform below, the figures writhed convulsyel mimic
copulative gestures, brushing the plate-shapeckteagainst
the moist triangles at their loins.

A gong resounded and a silence fell in which iengerations
seemed to linger for an eternity. Kotavi suddemlyesared and
drank of the fountain of life that gushed from niene and
again the ritual was repeated, until | thought Isindie of
utter exhaustion. However, as she had virtuallylegiaine up
in the body, by forbidding egress through the hstnadow, |
needed the relief which her vampirism provided.réhgas a
sense of sudden detachment from my body; and, Wb&avi
finally released it from the pillar, | was so nurdbley the
extremes of constriction and excess that | thoughad
already died.

She led me to the idol in the shrine, where vdlas@e cast
on the walls huge leaping shadows. It was mergittdivered
in a glittering veil which suggested the iridescscdles of a
fish. In a large shallow bowl | saw the crushed podnded
fragments of the leaves which the dancing girlsdmecrated
with vital balms. The bowl was now laid before tdel; and,
dipping her fingers into it, Kotavi withdrew a piort of the
moist mauve-hued puree, consumed it, and bade nlikedo
wise. The sacrament was succulent and sweet, [eettrfie at
once with tremendous vigour.

16

he nature of the ordeal through which | was passing
required that | concentrate my mind upon the linear
emblem of the idol, though not - under any pretaxding the
window which it invariably evoked. | had so learrieatontrol
my mind that several times, on the verge of swapjairireedom
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through the window, | had checked myself and camthto
contemplate the complex lines and angles.

Kotavi then led me to her room, where | could streand
ease my chafed and aching limbs on the cool safirser
couch. Here she disclosed to me many of the seafr@@ntra.
The fifteen dancing girls had been specially sel@cind
trained, for certain physiological peculiaritiesdhqualified
them as vehicles suitable for the magical powernswKotavi
conjured. Each girl, she explained, representegjiaaf the
moon. The moon, in Tantric sorcery, refers to #mifine cycle
and its tides, as well as to the magnetic effluviiach can be
induced to emanate from it. Kotavi's girls weresray the
moon of the 'dark fortnight', which was the timeted to
magic. The rays had been concentrated in a compogneent
of mysterious virtue of which we both had partakime ordeal
was to continue for fifteen nights, and on theesxith night a
very special rite of culmination was to be perfotdme

| questioned Kotavi about the moonrays, but shdegkp
guardedly, saying they were secrets of her andaitt, and
although Western scientists had isolated a fewwashi they had
no clue as to their real significance in an occalbtext. |
gathered from her remarks that some of the raysesssd
rejuvenating powers; and these, | suspected, weta/ks main
concern. Indeed, | later learned that she was roldehn than she
appeared, and that she had been living exclusiveligese effluvia
for many years, thus retaining the full vigour agidmour of
youth which she certainly possessed in high degree.

"The women of the world", she said, "would givetakir
wealth without hesitation for the knowledge | cogide them®.

"So also", | replied excitedly, "there is doubtlessElixir
which might bestow the gift of poesy, as the Tankiat?"

She eyed me darkly, and laughed.

"You are so stupid”, she said. "In your male miod yare

thinking one girl can give everlasting youth, amsottihe gift of
poesy, a third infinite wealth, a fourth ..."
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She spat disgustedly: "It is not so simple. Thecgss of
mixing the unguents and fusing the rays is a gagaaind the
desired fluid is secreted only at certain phaseth@fphysio-
logical moon. Do not imagine you can abduct oneypfetinue
and -hey prestol the miracle is wrought! Only destruction
would come to you. Also," she went on, imperiousfyyou go
with a woman outside the Circle during the remameriod
of this ordeal, disaster will overtake us all."

Her glance was aflame with the threatening feaefssnl
knew so well, for she sometimes turned it uponamnather of
the girls during the rite, presumably if some emoprocedure
was imminent or had actually occurred.

"Soon you can rest”, she said, "but remember, wautioe
window only at your own risk. In your present hightagnetized
condition you would find it almost impossible teindabit your
physical body. Besides", she smiled fiercely, 'Véh@laced a
dwelleron the other side. Such entities are ravenoudistyi
But now we must visit Urvashi; she will treat ydauruises and
prepare you for the next stage."”

She took me to another room and left me at thesitimid.
On a white silk couch a dark and glistening bogydailed like
a snake. It uncoiled at my approach and | foundethimoking
into a savage yet beautiful face with the largest d@eamiest
eyes | had ever seen. Urvashi smiled a slow, aqudimile
which revealed strong white teeth filed to a pdikg Kotavi's.
Encircling her wrists were heavy jewelled bangtes; hands
were narrow and tapered to abnormally long fingeingch
gave to her arms a markedly simian appearancesifiered
from the couch to the floor in the final proces$ef uncoiling,
and as she rose to her feet | noticed that hewslaiare
sheathed in dark samite. She went to a table amegane a
glass of brandy, while | watched, fascinated bysheer elo-
guence of her body's movements which put me in rofritie
greater cats and their gluteal prowlings; of regtiand their
lazy undulations; of the swift movements of apes.



Dance, Doll, Dance! 145

After | had drunk, and eaten candies which Urvasiced
one after another in my mouth, she unfastened myng8he
then slid on to the couch and placed her kneesomach side
of my hips and began slowly to massage me with, lexgible
fingers. Soon, life and vigour returned. She thegarated with
brandy a wad of silk, which she applied to varibodily cen-
tres known to Tantrics in connection with magicedqgtices.
Afterwards, she administered to the sexual zorfesten of
diluted eau-de-colognand applied to the abdominal muscles a
spray ofcapsicumin ether. | felt not only restored, but eager to
engage in the next stage of the ordeal.

17

he opening of the mystical Eye in the mid-regionthod

forehead began to activate other subtle zones diady.
The yantra of the idol appeared to me vividly, a scintillating
lattice-work, and | knew that the window also woaftzen with
the Eye. The desire to burst through it, to explode the
reaches beyond, became more and more difficuéidistc

| approached the window and saw in a mist theféatitig
features of my own reflection. The mirror slowlgsblved, and
the attraction of the window increased with eackspay
moment. | approached yet closer, well aware ottmepelling
force that habitually sucked me into the whirlingrel, to dis-
gorge me at last at the trysting place. | realatetthat moment
why | had failed all my life to locate the real soeiof poetic
inspiration. When freedom from the body came | ¢igdn rein
to its desires and zoomed downward, whereas | dhwale
soared upward on wings of aspiration.
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As | dallied on the brink of disaster, | sensedrnea a
presence from which | instantly recoiled. A grotesand evil-
looking mass was congealing outside the window, raatig-
nant eyes glared into mine. It was the dwellerh@nthreshold
that Kotavi had placed there to seal off my onlywaescape.
With panic rising | turned from the abnormality out, and
sought refuge in the region between waking andnaires into
which Urvashi's ministrations had despatched me.

Kotavi's schemes became clear to me. Having suattgss
blocked egress from the head-centre, she wishdd meercise
one of the other subtle zones. | vaguely remembkeaethg
seen, in Orgen's papers, a reference to a zohe thrbat; and,
further down, in the middle of the spine, on a levih the
heart - another occult zone. But | did not know howenergize
these zones, and | was hopelessly lost in unchaded of
vibrant astral light. Soon afterwards, | hoveredertainly in
a twilight region of subconscious imagery extendiagk and
down through fathomless depths of time; and in ragi@ |
prayed sincerely, and with all the passionate loggvhich a
child has for the mother it imagines it has loseter.

Behind the bars of flickering light the watchetra window
chafed and prowled, and then a swift and blindiignt!
obscured it. During this illumination a true iniktan - or journey
inward - occurred, and | was amazed that | hagretiously
seen the truths of certain things which now weeenpio me.
Kotavi's references to the moon, to the days ofddn& fort-
night, to the rejuvenatory power of certain elixiasd
unguents, threw light at last on that obscure seigAlchemy.
The literature of the subject, which is immenseussially
relegated to the limbo of the unintelligible. Nolgwever, |
understood that its symbols were not symbols, gdigns
were not signs, but literal facts relating to preses of
psychophysiology of which the scientists of todag laardly
aware. Through my association with Kotavi and tlysterious
idol, through Orgen's papers, and through my ownectli
experiences, | realised that the transmution of bastals into
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gold may be applied at any level of consciousnesshe poet,
for instance, the supremely evocative line is tleeitable
transmutation of human experience into the spirigoéd of
everlasting beauty, which is Truth. | saw, at [t4st, possibility
of unlimited poetic creativity, and the realizatiohan imagi-
native transcending of all finite modes of existencbelieve
that at that moment | held the key to all mysteries

But alas, that part of us which is compounded ndé¢gcies
and desires rises up to obfuscate all illuminatiansl | found
myself pulled back almost literally to immediateditp con-
sciousness. | decided that these high matters nggrfor me,
and that should I apply myself to the study andlpdiiation
of Alchemy, in the light of Tantra, | should but sta the
precious gold | already possessed, latent but dignany own
poetic genius. | felt an acute yearning to haveedwith these
occult matters; but there existed a profound boetivéen
Kotavi and myself, a bond that was concentratexpimably
in Orgen's doll.

But it was all taken out of my hands; for the vaext day
Kotavi announced, petulantly, that the rite wolddénto proceed
for some days without her, as she lacked a vigiledient;
whether of information omateria medical did not inquire.
She would fly to Madagascar and return as soorossilge. |
told her | thought we were working Tantra, not VoodShe did
not appreciate the jibe, but continued to issuerstdJrvashi
would continue instructing the dancing girls, anals free to
useRazamandahnd its spacious gardens, which at one point
extended down to the sea. But | was on no accoustiter the
shrine-room.

"There is no need for outer activity now; Her migsiseing
served perpetually”.

Casting me a look of contempt, though not withaotlk
ness, she said: "You may use Urvashi, and somieeqgitls,

after your own paltry fashion. Urvashi will indieathose that
aretabu".
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"And why should some of them tsbu?"
She regarded me with an expression of exasperation:

"Because not all their needs are as gross as yduirbeing
a mere man, this you would not understand."

Then her expression changed again and she gave me a
glance of genuine affection: "You are mere man, pasyou
also are the Guardian of a Flame which glows alotiege male
aspect of the Mother, and if you could completerynitiation
andbethat flame, you would know what it is that blazaghw
such glory at the heart of tiyantra.But, at present, the flame
is hidden in a dancing form."

She kissed me very sweetly and | saw her wave &retv
the gates oRazamandal.

18

The immediate result of Kotavi's departure was that
Urvashi became quite impossible. Playing with fias, she
did daily in the performance of her peculiar cglishe had
magnetized herself to such a pitch of erotic dekiae | lived

in constant danger of assault; for beneath hertipeatten-
derness and soft caresses she was savage anthairatdty
cruel. | soon learned, for instance, that the esdiith which
she was always eager to ply me were potent aphacdis
which, while giving her every benefit, left me nrigely
depressed when their effects wore off.

Kotavi kept some large houndsRdzamandaland Urvashi
fed some of them with the sweets. | once saw hesfygaer
insatiable hungers with one of her special favesyitvhich she
had trained to her needs. One evening, when | lstehad
amused herself in this way, she crept into my radnitst | was
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trying to sleep and we had a violent quarrel, dysrich |
threw her out.

| was sick of the whole set-up; it was like beiagked up in
a cage of monkeys. | soon discovered that moshefgirls
behaved in a similar fashion, using any and eveepams at
their disposal to satisfy abnormal cravings gemerdty the
constant stimulation of energies that were suppdseele
diverted to other, less physical ends.

The weather was excessively hot, and | wantedttawgay
from an atmosphere | found unwholesome and vitiatin
besides which, the clouds of pungent incense, wstichuded
the house in stupefying veils of oppressive mystici were
proving detrimental to my physical well-being. Hbwnged
for the fresh tang of the sea, and the tranquditovey Harl!
Remembering that Kotavi had placedzamandeat my dis-
posal, | left the house with a few provisions arglered the
private bay which lay a mile or so to the easbtlgrvashi to
understand - how, | don't know - that | had somiéngrto do,
and that | worked more efficiently out of doorsattlif Kotavi
returned before | did, she should send someone tiorenall me.

The way led through delightful country, and a srexhil-
aration swept through me as | thought with amusérén
many reveries in which this tongue of mainlanddead as a
forbidden fruit suspended over green waters. |cca@de the
crouching form of Langland Sweep quite clearly hie talm
atmosphere. It was drenched in sunlight, and itevelscarpment
looked equally desirable from a new vantage pdihen the
path descended steeply and gave way to rubble,dfiftoarse
grass, and stunted trees waving ghostly branchessighe
glittering sea. A gull soared overhead and wheefétb the
north, the arc of its flight striking within me gomund chords
of nostalgia. Soon the ground dipped and rose aglhirovered
over in yellow grass. | wound down a narrow pathwidych
sloped off from the side of a cowl-shaped lip efdawhich at
this elevation seemed to hang over the sea, anaifadong
tubular cave over which the yellow grass did indesem to fit
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as a monkish habit. The cave was cool and glisteaimnd little
pools of liquid light flashed and flecked the oagimalls with
dancing golden stripes. Soft plashings echoed wlgilas loose
pebbles and lizards slipped into shining grottddse place
was so exquisitely radiant, cool, and sombre, Ity down
with a sense of supreme peace and satisfaction.

A white and distant vessel quivered in rifts of mday heat,
and the occasional squeal of gulls percolatedet@#nk cavern's
depths, which resounded intermittently with thesbrand
boom of breakers. Whilst | lay and lazed in happytentment,
| was seized unexpectedly with an abrupt onrusipagtic
inspiration. | barely had time to snatch up my fmdatch the
spate of images which flowed now with perfect edsaust
have covered ten or twenty sheets of paper befiereurrent
exhausted itself, and | too lay back exhaustedekuliing in
the wave of joy which such activity brings.

| glanced unseeingly over the ocean; so abstrgctieall my
mind failed immediately to register the fact thatraall boat
had rounded the reef to the right of the caverostin and was
heading for the bay. My instant reaction was oniritédition. |
could not conceal myself in the cave; there wereooks of suf-
ficient size; nor, if the visitor lurked in the mity for any
length of time, could | get out before the incomiialg flooded
it. So | remained as | was, and virtually frozevistone. As the
craft grounded, | saw Helga spring on to the sanabpeer into
the cave! Lovely as when | had first seen her, Heer had
grown, and | noticed with amusement that evenghat the
wrong way: so that what normally grows downwardher
sprang upward and slightly forward, lending heeHin wind-
blown appearance that was delightful - the mor¢hab her
ears peeped faunishly through the fleece, makirm evore
pronounced the resemblance to the Deep Ones.

She confronted me with all the sunshine and freshioé
the sea clinging to her. She exuded salt-tang dobpsystal
which encrusted and bearded her in shivering Eicfenolten
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light. Her smile was like a benediction, so unafidy innocent
and unsurprised. She wore beach clothes of greegrean as
the deep. | cannot describe the impression of lighith she
conveyed, of the lustre she shed as she stoodebeferin
splendid green-gold silence. Unlike any woman | imeed, she
radiated light as others emit rays of smoky darknidee rail-
way engines in a tunnel. She acted as a chinkeirstiiucture
of things for admitting trans-spatial effulgencedahe was at
that moment the living embodiment of Mallarme's derful
line:
Le vierge, le vivace et le bel aujourd'hui.

As | had discovered the occult centre in the thraad
given voice to mighty verse, so Helga now energthat! other
centre in the heart, and it flowered into livingHt. But
although these centres were clear, shining, andeaabw, it
would not be for long. | was bound by enthralmenti spectral
brides. | would have to return to Kotavi; to thend who
masqueraded in the dark greelmeong sanof shimmering
dragons; to Roma X, that unknown quantity in threeniada of
Desire; to the photistic radiations of an oversistBed practice
of lust; to the luminous and decomposing ghost#/ofmen; to
Lilith, not Eve; Hecate, not Helga. The words ofliflashed
into my mind:

Today | announce that all the new sexual allure of
women will come from the possible utilization ogith
capacities and resources as ghosts, that is ttheay,
possible dissociation, their charnel and lumin@gsiah-
position.

But | knew that Helga could not help me, or | likat | had
slipped too far beneath the rim of the crater fer saving
hand to reach me; and yet...

But Love is the key to all impossibilities, and taye for the
Goddess - though tinctured with my desire to celtbin
words Her ineffable splendour - was essentiallyepamd
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incorruptible. The idol - my ideal image of Desingy own doll

- offered freedom, offered Helga; but | was bougdity own

formula, self-committed to my own generations @famour,

an illusion, a toy which played upon my nerves serkes with
incessant, remorseless titillations of ever risangl subsiding
desire. Like the sea, it heaved and swelled, apabdidd on
again, in constant ebb and flow; but it was alwiingstumes-
cence and detumescence of restless, never sattdisice.
Desire as immense and as crushing as the oceane;, gesdsing
and breathing, whispering and thundering, night dag;

desire that would ultimately sunder the final bulkga the
inmost ramparts, till my soul lay naked and aloueable
anymore to create new images of lust.

In the light of Helga's presence | knew these #iagd was
overwhelmed with emotions that seemed alien and yetrnot
S0, since they emanated from depths of me whishadored the
dreadful idol. Helga knew this. Our meeting washyothance. |
knew then that nothing could ever be that. Andvehe sad that
she could not be Eve, cast as she was as Lilittytddam.

Already, her outer beauty was beginning to affeet hike
a machine, a worn-out automaton, my body reacte@ as
mechanical device to the feast she was spreadfogehme. It
was almost with anguish that | gazed at her aljulamar full-
ness as she prostrated towards the sea.

My real initiation came with that journey inwardichas we
utilized the instruments of carnal pleasure andtae, | saw
that theyoni which flowered before me - inverted as it was -
was no other than the physical emblem of the najstiagram
| knew so well, yet always failed to know. In theakt of it,
within the surrounding petals, reposed the treasateams
of nectar sacred to the Goddess. | rememberedsa wértthe
Vayu Purana:

The gods become rich by drinking the fifteen stieam
of nectar which flow from the moon in the dark
fortnight... all this is the illusion of the Goddes
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Now | had attained the centre; achieved the shriwas a
dot of blinding, whirling, brilliance dancing withithe inner-
most three angles of Sun, Moon, and Fire. | canmiéé about
the tenderness, the miracle of love which we krewd the
wonderful measure we danced as one image, befovessth away.

She launched her craft swiftly, and was gone. Sthanok
veer round the rock as she had done at her comingnade
straight for the open sea. | shrieked, | screariaaplored her
to turn back, until I had not the breath even to. $¢ay on the
sands and watched the boat, now a tiny white ledh® ocean,
surrounded by wheeling gulls. Helga and the gluligept. The
water began lapping my feet with a threatening, toitgidity.
In the gentle incoming swell | saw an infinite aess. When
| had first seen Helga she had risen from theseaywas truly
of the deep ...

19

suppose it is significant that | left the reswfsmy poetic

inspiration in Kotavi's cave. | was distraught wgftief over
Helga; the waves were swiftly encroaching; and ynconfusion
| left the papers behind. | thought of them, tonal scattered
by the fierce onslaught, borne far out to sea toghei their
smooth washed whiteness with the reflected whiteysvof the
gulls, and the white oblivion of Helga's green glee

The fact is, | wandered and raved like a madmahegellow
turf which cowled the cave; until, with the onsktlask, | entered
a new mood. Whether it was induced by the lumistm®sphere
| do not know; but as the sky became suffusedanlittush of roses
that mingled with the lush and coppery green ofctbads, my
agony was transmuted. | hurried on with the cextamviction
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that Kotavi would return tRazamandathat evening, for the
Sodashi Ritef the full moon was due to be performed.

| felt no anxiety now that | had animated the sesoeirce
of mystic utterance, and now that Helga had stitnedwheel
of the heart. Whatever Kotavi's object in celebgthe rite, |
had no doubt as to my own. The knowledge of thiargy
quickened within me, and | was literally transpdrigith
ecstasy. My feet barely touched the yellow stubtibe,did they
feel any sharpness in the occasional teeth of jottkng
through earth. | advanced as if floating astrallgt still
attached physically to the body; or perhaps theequeoods
and storms of the past few hours had modified tbéecalar
structure of my vehicles and rendered the physaly
weightless. Such is said to occur in the caseeditiy gompas
of Tibet, who travel a few inches above the snasvsatn with
superhuman velocity. And this state of astrophysaseare-
ness persisted right through the night, so thaad wonscious
of all states of being through the network of nerwich ram-
ified and interrelated the subtle and physical esdi

Lashed to the upright post, which was the Lingam of
Mahadeva, | experienced no pain, no discomfort ;eael
although the wiles of the idol's dancing girls wavearabesque
of dreams about me, they did not stimulate or ex&ut no
doubt Kotavi intended that this should be so.

On my return tdRazamandalpne thing only disturbed me;
it was the sullen and smouldering anger | noticedrnvashi's
eyes as she slunk into position on the northegl pé the cir-
cle enclosing the fifteen angles. | knew that tightemembers
of this great flower were selected for qualitieshsas gentle-
ness, sweetness, ferocity, purity, and so on, angposed that
Urvashi fulfilled a necessary office by virtue @arlsavagery and
lust. The various qualities modified and regulateel flow of
nectar in any given attendant: just as anger, lzate,other
violent emotions in the ordinary mortal temporaslger his
physiological chemistry, so that poisons or balnesraleased
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into his system according to his prevailing modtietefore dis-
missed Urvashi's temper as normal, under the cstamoes.

Kotavi herself was effulgent. | had never seendoeexul-
tant; she literally dazzled with her fervour. | swéhat actual
rays of light flashed from her during some stagethe rite.
And at such times | would notice an answering micked
upleaping of flame in the brazier before the idol.

In the billowing incense, shapes shifted and diesbland
then recoagulated in massive swirling formatiorsenebling
fabulous monsters, such as those depicted on ¢heddaanners
in Tibetan temples. And | swear also that theseksraipeams
sometimes put on more smoke; that a dischargeashya, or
some subtler fabric, was ejected at certain staigiee worship;
so that actual - though partially formed - limbsdaaces
glowed and darkled in the mist. | particularly ©eti such
shadowy manifestations when, behind the wailing jgipd the
vibrant drum, the crash of a gong disrupted thehrny as if
marking significant stages in the ritual. And ohsaw a form,
almost complete, of absolute glamour and sedudassnit
hung high above Kotavi, between the apex of thamid and
the sacred shrine; and it was white and limpid:esgively
white, just as Roma was white, with an awful pallorearthly.
A moment later, the vision vanished; the form cfeemed to
be dispersed, after the fashion of a silk scareduthrough a
finger-ring; then it, too, seemed to pass intori dagion of the
shrine, made yet darker by the leaping flame widiahced
perpetually before it.

At this juncture | sensed that Kotavi was displdasome
flaw in the performance was causing the constasotiition of
the images which, | supposed, she intended fixaagstabilising.

| was wearing a voluminous gown of heavy mateaad |
began to feel faint with heat, and the pungencstapefying
incense. This fact, more than anything, broughtomay senses
in a very literal manner. Kotavi had warned me todfail in
keeping before my inner vision the mystical diagréme one
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raised in relief on the ground before me, vitaligath alluring

emissaries of the Goddess. | bent my energiesdetid and,
almost instantly, a change in the rhythm becamaraop as |
allowed my mind to wander in the labyrinth of lireesd angles
forming the idol's linear expression. With a thundegongs
that reverberated, throbbed, and crashed as ggaavaves
booming behind the sharper beat of drums, the mwhifigures

in the circle came to an abrupt halt. It was aallifwere

suddenly petrified, caught in the last weird gestuof the
dance, with hands bent, eyes aslant or glaringlyyiltips

crooked, tongues lolling and breasts jutting; agrfaieze of

frenzy frozen into silencénd all eyes were fixed on me.

| strove to keep the mental image firm; it had bthand
pulsed in unison with the fiery palpitation of thead-centre;
and, like a vast door, it opened inwards so thedd suddenly
impelled into theyantra,surrounded by the circle and the tiers
of gleaming eyes. By some mode of bilocational mapgiite
indescribable, | was now playing an active parthia rite, at
the heart of the mystery, with Kotavi beside med Aefore the
full realization of it had dawned on me, the dawes resumed,
and flying figures whirled and reeled about meijgaand rend-
ing my robe until | stood naked and glistening vatipeculiar
sweat that exuded a pungent though not unpleasant. dt
was a sweet animal scent such as one might assedthtthe
greater cats.

Before me towered Kotavi, and | saw her brandistje®s
knife in wheeling circles above her head, her &aang with
a light before which | quailed. Then | was strettlogit on a
block, lying on the ultimate step of the pyramidelt Kotavi
slash the cords which bound me, as she mountdadable and
possessed me. Absurdly, all | noticed externallg aaoil of
her hair which she had dyed a naked and obsceke ¢an-
gling over one shoulder like a bull's pizzle. Thesaw wheels
of light, and blinding flashes of colour blossonwethin me. |
tried to extrude through the head-centre, but Kiotead
blocked egress and, by occult means, effectuatlysiealed it.
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Likewise with the throat: no word would come; not a word,
northeWord, the mystic speech that | longed to uttereliise
the heart. Helga's image burst upon me and reckki=d
lightning-flash. Kotavi had sealed that, too. Stas Jorcing me
down, pressing down the thread of light in the spoiown,
down, until it entered and united with the phdiiie.

In the turbulence of this implosion none noticed/ashi
who, maddened with jealousy, was laying about htr thie
flaming brand snatched out of the brazier. Thesgidreamed
and choked with terror, and the cacophony of thegigongs,
and drums rose to a crescendo which disintegrétedatst
remnants of reason.

Exultantly Kotavi rode me, lashing me to the venyits of
desire until I knew | must explode within the dawknel of
her mysteries. But she had not triumphed. Even lagrgt
within her, she knew the moment of failure, folabhdone that
against which she had warned me - with Helga.

With fiendish ingenuity, Kotavi had robbed me of firg,
my sun, my very life, and | wamt; | was a waving, reeling, danc-
ing form, all black and glistening, filled with &rand frenzy,
brandishing an oriental knife with which | cut, ahdcked,
and slashed at the inert form which lay palelytciied beneath
my feet, and which used to be mine. There it layinghoate
fluid mass of primal plasm, a shifting cloud, ew@ving, ever
flowing, ever breathing - like a sleeping breather

And | gave voice at the last: "Get up and dancetdea
damn you", | screamed; "Dance, doll, dance!".
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Epilogue

The sole object to survive the conflagration, whigivashi
had caused, was a lump of metal which the furnaeat had
twisted into grotesque shapes resembling a creabfiqgre-eval
chaos, grinning and saltant.









