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‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ 
Foreword 

 
            Winter Laake again, has brought us closer to the source of real black magic than had been 

shown unto us, than ever before. He draws to the source and us with him. This work is not for the 

commoner, the tawdry, plain or self abased, quite the opposite, it is exhilarating in its climb 

towards Luciferian heights of grandeur. Winter Laake is a rarity, a very unique and essential 

pragmatist that leans on the side of Satanic genius. Esoteric occultation rivets through this work 

like a delving night gaunt, hunting its prey. His hidden misanthropy lends us to look into a world 

that had long ago vanished, which says, a genuine Satanist has been revealed unto us at last, 

unlimited in his thinking and unconstrained by false doctrine. This treatise is more than 

astonishing, it’s diabolical, the very language of the precipice, he is the heretic of the void, 

moving with a feral swiftness, like a doomed man that refuses to die. Without blemishing, his is 

the call to terrifying fascination, stripped to its core resolve of black fragmentation and a 

simplistic devotion to Satan.  

 

            Winter Laake evokes a forgotten black magic passion in this age of perversity. It is not a 

mere work of academia, this is not a work of fiction. It is a work of real world influence, 

persuasion and power. The gains far out way the risks, for as this sheeple construct society 

continues to deteriorate, we shall reign in the devilry of our designs. This writing far supersedes 

those charlatans who have so often proclaim themselves as exemplary. They are filled with 

contradictions that attempt to conceal their stupid alacrity and the obvious lack of substance 

within themselves. As the sheeple consumers seek more cud to chew, this grimier gives unto us a 

renewed sense of the savant and the Satanique. It lifts us from the old and dreary, outdated and 

worn repetitions that are commonplace around us, that attempt to be labeled under the banner of 

the so called, new age movement. Winter Laake through, ‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir,’ has 

raised us up from the trickery and venerable fraud, which pilfers our psychic coffers, he leads us 

to a true Satanic source. In this era of false magisters, who show nothing, but how to mimic one 

another and ape the faith of themselves; this book leads us to escape their servile delusions.   

 

            This work is edgy yet simplistic in its form, which makes it even more exotic. Grave 

sonorities of exalted sin and timbres of resolute dedication, cast themselves from this decaying 

irreverence, we call civilization. We have before us, the genuine article. Winter laake is infused 

with Luciferian violence of compulsory lust, intrigues of ecstasy and the shock of sudden death. 

His new black magical proclamation, lights the way for us to see. If he were to not go forward 

one more step or write one more word today, then we would be dispensed with, for he would not 

have to go any further with his Satanique works, without so much as a whisper.  

 

‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ calls to us from the temple of a dark future. 

 
Kenneth Anger 
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Introduction – ‘The Satanists Amongst Us’ 

 
Come Faustus, set it on…Goethe’s Faust 

 

            This is not a work of fiction, black magic is real! ‘Les Treatise De Magica  

 

Noir,’ which in French means, ‘The Book of Black Magic,’ indentures to create no  

 

slaves, only masters. It speaks to the Ipssisimus of the arcane. ‘The Satanic Paradigm’  

 

moves to raise the black magician up, ‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ seeks to enhance    

 

his power, not shackle him in dogmatic chains of false religious indoctrination.   

 

            Countless books and diatribes have been written by talking empty analytical  

 

heads about black magic. They have little or no comprehension of how it works. They  

 

analyze the topic instead of practicing it. The true black magic practitioner despises such  

 

charlatans. ‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ moves beyond the academic and locks onto the  

 

inscrutable gaze of the diabolique.  

 

            This work will not pacify the Satanic reader, but challenge him. Hell’s minstrels  

 

align in Luciferian degree in order to achieve this. It seeks to break with traditional  

 

thought on the subject and pushes further into moon-tides milieu. It moves with eccentric  

 

and idiosyncratic violation to establish the Satanic self as a god-head moniker. It takes a  

 

truncheon to Christian entrenched heresy.  

 
‘It would be an over simplification to say that every successful man and woman on earth is, 

without knowing it, a practicing Satanist. But the thirst for earthly success and its ensuing 

realization are certainly grounds for St. Peter turning thumbs down. ‘ 

                ‘Anton LaVey, The Satanic Bible’ 
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            The Satanist is peerless in the sight of opposition. ‘The Satanic Paradigm’  

 

cuts a swath through the sheeple of false religion. Mysticism has long been prostituted  

 

and has been sold out by the new ager wager movement. This is turn has caused anything  

 

relevant to be lumped in, packaged and sold like a whore with the rest. The Satanist seeks  

 

to stand on his own. He does not want to be labeled as, ‘ the rest.’ Most of the new ager  

 

movement is a well orchestrated deception that has been wrought by Christian influences  

 

in order to defame Satanic potential.  

 

            The Satanic philosophy reflects upon preordained successors. The true Satanist  

 

must walk the talk of ‘The Left Hand Path.’ Black magic requires a commitment,  

 

stronger than mere faith. You must become one with its complexities and cunning. Hell’s  

 

mouth yawns wide for the unpracticed maw. Focus and hold fast your Satanic vow. Let  

 

nothing break the oath that you have taken. It takes more than simply mocking the  

 

religionists, that reversal has been progressing psychically and unimpeded for a long  

 

time. It moves to open the unconscious of the sheeple and release the denizens of Hell in  

 

forms unrecognizable within them. Christians have become harlequins. Jews have  

 

become infertile. Muslims have become slaves to Ahriman. All of these proceed to  

 

become minion cultures. The Satanist stands out from the herd. Their demise is their own  

 

and inevitable.  
 

              Bowers of blood have flowed in the name of our cause. We have been tortured and burned for our  

 

achievements. Come, ready yourself with your scryer and supernatural templates, for the hour of darkness  

 

is upon us. There are no half measures here, we are all in! ‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ is not a ‘festa  

 

fatuorum’ (feast of fools), it is deliberate and concise in its Satanic machinations, to uplift the black magic  

 

practitioner to new Luciferian heights. Our time has come, our mantra is strength through malediction! 
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Preface 
‘The Satanist Amongst Us’ 

Salut D’ Enfer - The Salute of Hell 

 
            No other creature on earth represents the true meaning of Gaia, other than  

 

the Satanist. We revel in the antic parade of life. We hold a razor to the jugular of this  

 

fascist-consumerist society, which attempts to deprive us of it. We are our own  

 

redeemers, we are our own deity, we exult in excess, we look out through the snipers  

 

scope of ‘The Satanic Paradigm’ at the infernal sights to be achieved and laugh with  

 

Satanic knowing and zeal.  

 

            Together, let us cross the bridge of Hay-Wain. I have taken Hieronymus brush  

 

and penned ‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ to act in concert with ‘The Satanic Paradigm.’  

 

The two reflect one another in the black mirror of terrestrial shade. Come, astride a pale  

 

horse, sharpen your scythes and your blades, tip the hourglass, for the time of Therion is  

 

short. The fall of the rebel God and ‘El Tiunfo de la Morte’ (The Triumph of Death) is at  

 

hand. The gates of Hell are open! 

 

 
Winter Laake 
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The Satanic Subversive 
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This Is For You… 

 

            The art of cursing has many facets. Indeed the tried and true method of  

 

cursing an unwanted enemy unto destruction is through achieving or retrieving  

 

something, a belonging of some kind, from your enemy. Thus the black magician utilizes  

 

said object as a focal point of entry into the aura of your enemy. This will corrupt your  

 

enemy’s aura and jinx them into a malevolent end.  

 

            Another method of cursing works in the opposite way and is quite fun.  

 

The way it works is like this. You anonymously, or through a third party, send your  

 

enemy a jinxed gift. For example, you know your enemy likes a particular rock group.  

 

You purchase the bands t-shirt and saturate it with curse energy. You vent all of your  

 

negative feelings and intensions into the very fabric of the shirt, quite literally saturating  

 

it. Then you wrap it up and send it to your unsuspecting victim. You can also draw a  

 

hidden Satanic insignia on it, for amplifying effect.  

 

            Now you wait, soon the luck of your unsuspecting victim will change for  

 

the worse. Things will unravel for him/her and he/she will have a hard time working them  

 

out. Nothing will seem to go right for this person. Nothing will fall into place. Everything  

 

will be confused and unfocused. He or she is essentially doomed. If you willed his/her  

 

days to be an empty collection of hours, he/she might lose their job. If you willed him/her  

 

to be isolated and alone, they might suddenly find themselves abandoned by a loved one  

 

or feel apathetic and worthless. All of these outcomes are exactly as the black magician  

 

intended.  
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            I am not condoning placing pests into clothing, bombs in the mail or sending over  

 

poisonous treats. Those are acts of murder and are quite illegal. What I am talking about  

 

is the sending out of a focused destructive shade, which is anathema to your enemy,  

 

through black magic. Also, you don’t need to send anything, you can drop it off. 

 

            Once your dark gift arrives, your victim will be happy to have received it.  

 

Little will he/she know there is a fetch or demonic influence attached to it. What is even  

 

more invigorating is to know that the fetch attached to the t-shirt may spread to other  

 

artifacts and possessions, that your enemy holds dear. Soon everything your enemy owns  

 

may be engulfed in shade malediction.  

 

            Quickly paranoia and dementia will set in. Devils will have infiltrated his/her  

 

mind and home. It should be noted that some curses are corrective. However, this  

 

curse is usually fatal. The goal of this form of cursing is to unbalance your enemy and  

 

catch him/her off guard. The object of their affection will transform into a totem of  

 

desolation.   So beware of unexpected gifts, you could be getting much more than you  

 

bargained for.   
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Karma Is A Witch 
The Law of Return Refuted 

 
            The most common belief of karma and pagans or just quite anyone who interacts  

 

with magic today is, that if you do cast a curse against someone, that the energy returns to  

 

the sender three fold. Known as the law of three or the law of return, this is utter  

 

nonsense. The universe is chaos, an essence of meta-mystical randomness. This  

 

indefinable maelstrom is meant to be sent forth in focus and audacity. The Satanist  

 

brings order to the chaos. He is the gravitational pull that hinges everything together.  

 

Satanists are the cosmic arbiters of justice. 

 

            When I speak of justice, I am referring to the rightful repayment of a wrong done.  

 

If someone is an ingrate, that has taken advantage of your good nature, than curse them.  

 

If someone takes your kindness for weakness or takes anything from you that you feel is  

 

yours, curse them. These types need to get their just due and no, do not wait until some  

 

hypothetical karma wheel roles over them. It’s not going to happen or often time doesn’t  

 

happen for a long period of time. I say, why wait, act now and destroy these derelicts  

 

quickly and efficiently through a curse.  
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            Pagans often use the phrase, bastardized from the ancient phrase of  

 

‘The Hellfire Club’ of English history, ‘harm none, do what thou wilt.’ I am sorry, this is  

 

just ignorant. It is impossible to harm no one while doing exactly what you want to do.  

 

With overpopulation, you can’t even be on a city street without stepping on someone.  

 

This is even truer in the way the socio-economics of our corrupt vampire nation works.  

 

Everyone is out for themselves, it’s survivalism. It would be better for a pagan to say, ‘  

 

elevate yourself, be true to yourself. Oh’ wait, that’s what a Satanist believes. I say,  

 

‘harm anyone that stands between you and something you cherish. Let’s call a spade a  

 

spade. This is essentially the Satanic American way.  

 

            If someone drives you out, deprives you of happiness, ploys, plots, or  

 

schemes against you, utilize every black magic tool in your arsenal and Satanic cunning  

 

to destroy them. Don’t even blink an eye or shed one tear over it. Hesitate not, destroy  

 

now, or you will be impeded, defeated and wondering, what happened. You will ask  

 

yourself, ‘why can’t I get ahead? Why is he more successful than I am? I should have  

 

gotten the inheritance, but someone managed to write me out of it.’ Don’t be sheeple,  

 

envision to become ‘we the Satanist.’ Acknowledge yourself as you truly are, a blood  

 

thirsty, power hungry, thriving, lustful cog in your own machination. Many millions of  

 

sheeple have the mentality, ‘better luck next time.’ I despise this phrase! There won’t be  

 

a next time. What, maybe in another lifetime. Be the opportunist that seizes everything  

 

that is rightfully yours for the taking. Don’t be one of these types that wish upon a star.  

 

Only through concerted effort, concrete manipulation and steadfast focus can all things  

 

be yours. No one remembers the losers of history, only the victors.  
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            Many say, if we focus on the negative things in life, the people that took  

 

advantage of us, those that brought us ill will, cost us what was rightfully ours, that it is  

 

unhealthy. I say, to hell with not focusing on the negative! Focusing on the negative  

 

things in life, our enemies, our downfalls, our misfortunes, hones our skills. It makes us  

 

learn to never allow it to happen again. If we focus on the negative, it will be a catalyst, a  

 

vent for our aggression. Many say that such behavior is harmful. I say it is cathartic. I say  

 

that vengeance is good for the soul. Vengeance is the only true rectifier of pain. Many  

 

will deny it, but it true. We all feel better when someone we hated gets there just  

 

repayment for a wrong done. Everyone likes to get revenge. Hatred is a great motivator.  

 

The Satanist should thrive off it.  

 

            Some hatreds have your best interest at heart. Hatred can be the grandest of  

 

teachers. It allows you to perfect your Satanic work. Hatred allows you to have an  

 

outlet by which to know exactly what to do at the right moment when it comes. Violence  

 

is a virtue, hatred is a purifier. Both are necessary in curse casting. Satanic tradition  

 

teaches us not to deny our true animistic nature. Satanists are the wolves unchained. We  

 

are the part of Gaia that keeps the registers cashing and the businesses booming. No one  

 

wants to be a poor, pathetic lag, that blames all of their problems on everyone else. Some  

 

would say, claim responsibility for your own actions. I take this creed one step further, I  

 

say, it is far better to be claim the souls of the sheeple than to try and enlighten them.   
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            Focused psychic attack is the preemptive strike and the preeminent way to purify  

 

the mind of angst, fear, guilt and loathing. All of these feelings are released when they  

 

are unleashed against your unsuspecting enemy through the black art of cursing. The  

 

goal of a curse is to break your enemy’s personal, spiritual path and connections with  

 

his/her innate patterns, cycles of life, and the outside world. Therefore, the desolation  

 

projected will overtake him/her completely.  

 

            Pagans believe that ‘Satan’ is a Christian construct. They believe ‘Satan’  

 

is the ultimate boogieman upon which to heap all of their denial, that ‘Satan’ is real.  

 

Pagans believe they were forced into Christian conversion and that Christians cast all of  

 

their gods and goddesses down into the realm of evil spirits. While some of this is true,  

 

pagans need to accept that ‘Satan is real.’ That their power or at least most of it, comes  

 

from the polarity that ‘Satan’ encompasses. The complexities of magick through total  

 

consequence is a falsehood. There is no divine payback for casting a curse. If this were  

 

true, than the entire of the human race would have been exterminated a long time ago. It  

 

is man’s nature to rise and seize other men. It’s man’s nature to capitalize on other men.  

 

He pillages and takes what is rightfully his. Man’s true nature is not altruistic, it is  

 

cannibalistic.  
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            The authors of history are the winners who wrote it. This Satanic truth is  

 

astounding. We are given as a ‘Satanic species’ the power of over-lordship. We are the  

 

reconcilers of fate. We are our own masters. Survival of the Satanist is the pre-ordained  

 

province of our intensive night-to-night projections. It is of the utmost significance to  

 

accept oneself as you truly are. Only through this ‘becoming,’ will you be in accord with  

 

the universe of gravitational chaos. Others that do not accept themselves fall victim to the  

 

superficial and mundane adversity of the soul. They fold in on themselves, unfulfilled  

 

and discarded. At other times, in fact many times, they are the devoured ones.       

 

            A Satanist is an empiric avatar that adheres to the intelligible design of Lucifer,  

 

which is beyond comprehension, is that which the Satanist ever seeks. We as a  

 

Satanic species learn through experience to perfect our works. We are more powerful  

 

than any opposing or shielded magician. The Satanist is the strongest practitioner of the  

 

trade because he accepts fully his dark intension. Where others deny themselves and their  

 

full capacities as practitioners. They couch their beliefs in half-measures and  

 

disenchanted lingo.  

 

            The Satanist work is an icon of Aryanism, true to Gaia and to his life. His  

 

power lies in the pilgrim’s progress of discovery and mysticism. This radiance is where  

 

the city of Satan dwells in man. This represents not just a social class, typical situation,  

 

lifestyle choice, passion or concept, but as a specific origin that is, was and forever shall  

 

be evolving.  
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            The masters of vengeance are the Satanists of the present dawn. A new age of  

 

species, identified with a world of contemplation; a pantheon not of beasts or of  

 

superhuman celestials, but a human transfigured beyond themselves, actual Aryan  

 

personages beheld by the eye that penetrates all presence. Lucifer of dark matter, whose  

 

womb is the priori of space and time, symbolized by the pentacle morning star of  

 

Baphomet.  

 

            The Satanist has climbed the pagan vine. We are the life pulse of the  

 

universe. With the pagan millenniums, come and gone. The time has come to evolve into  

 

the syntax of ‘Satanas spiritus sanctus.’ With this new age of Satan, we renounce the time  

 

of burning, conceived by criminals, posing as honorable men. Our opinions and our  

 

violent virtue exile us. We say, so be it. We shall take the label of the wicked. We shall  

 

embrace the role as pariah. Yet, we shall never again be put to death!  

 
The Satanist is the art of harm. As stated before, pagans believe that the synthesis of a curse will 

propel back upon them with thrice power. It should be noted that this idea is not what some call 

‘the rule of thirds.’ This means that things happen in threes, whether negative or positive. I can 

tell you that no curse will swing back upon the sender in triple strength. Retribution is a vital 

Satanic necessity in order to achieve true vengeance. Trust me; I’ll always settle the score.   

The witch’s hand power gesture. ‘The Eye of Prudence,’ 17
th

 century 
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The Essence Of The Black Flame 

 
‘He who trods ‘The Left Hand Path,’ wields black magick.’ 

 

            Satanism is the essence of the black flame. The mechanics of Satanic  

 

singularity, combined with designated psychic cognition, elicits to destroy all other forms  

 

of magic like a contagion. ‘Black magick’ is the most powerful magic of any magical  

 

operations practiced today. That is why it is so feared and loathed. Black magic is not for  

 

the faint of disposition. Those that practice black magic must be well fortified in their  

 

comprehension of the work. The essential, base understanding of simpletons will not  

 

suffice. Satan is implicit in his ordinance within the framework of ultimate unification.  

 

Black magic’s very fabric can only be utilized by the most cunning and daring of our  

 

Satanic species. Quite often, other types of practitioners will label the black magician as  

 

insane, stupid or following low nuances of the human condition. Often they speak this  

 

way out of sheer inner terror. Death repulses the sheeple. Satanist’s embrace death. The  

 

reaper is our driver, our motivator, our motive. The sheeple use defensive terminology’s  

 

in order to come to terms with Satanists. It is their nature to be frightened. It is our nature  

 

to conquer, to let our minds strike fires over all of mankind.  

 

            Satanism is the incantation of life. It is the vibration of the universe, cultivating  

 

new Luciferian power. Black magic is the emblem of the ability to control the ‘so called’  

 

uncontrollable. This is something, not everyone can do. The Satanist bends the alignment  

 

of this disordered world to his will. Most magical practitioners claim this acuity.  

 

However, few can actually do it. The Satanist can! All magical tools are at the disposal of  

 

the Satanist. He manipulates all things in accordance with his soul. The Satanist does not  

 

need to believe, the Satanist knows.  
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            The sedition that is being wrought against the Satanist has never been  

 

more widespread. This is being done because the links of Satanic intervention and  

 

intention are being strengthened to a stranglehold around the sheeple. All other  

 

practitioners and religionists fear us because we embrace our true dark purpose. We are  

 

evil for the sake of slaying off falsehood and self-deception. We are evil for embracing  

 

the destruction that beckons us. We are evil because we intone to destroy anything that  

 

stands in our way. Satanists revel in the mantra of strife and insurrection. Even  

 

marginalized groups of indifference, hold an innate connection of distrust and  

 

apprehension for the Satanist. We are malefic and admit it, they do not. It is in our  

 

nature, our genetic code. We were born Satanic.  

 

            The Satanist is at one with Satan. Many billions of sheeple disavow and fear him.  

 

Quite frankly, they should, Satan is alive and well on planet earth. He pervades all  

 

axioms of human consciousness. ‘The Satanist is the Satan.’ The occultists that do not  

 

accept Satanic themata into their lives are self-deceived. Many thousands of Satanic  

 

diatribes seek to dance around this topic. The dancing needs to stop and the iron revelry  

 

needs to begin. The armed party will soon follow. Evil advances humanity, marginalized  

 

consumer slaves stagnate it. This is clearly evident in our over policed slave states of  

 

America. Sheeple need to be incarcerated. They need to be, so called, ‘protected.’ Wake  

 

up, you are not allowed to fight for yourselves. It is illegal. Oh’ wait, that’s your  

 

dilemma, not ours. The Satanist controls his surroundings instead of being controlled by  

 

them. 
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            Pagans fear Satanists out of their own inadequacy. They are the loudest sheeple  

 

on internet chat-rooms. The Satanist scoffs at their fear mongering with knowing. Silently  

 

the Satanist waits to strike these insecure heretics. The Satanist is the few and the  

 

exoteric. The outer heretics come in many forms. They are the meek, disfranchised and  

 

dispossessed of their true purpose. They do not and cannot accept or undertake the  

 

essence of black magick. It shall be their undoing.  

 
Satanism and the practice of black magick is also feared and loathed out of jealousy. Many pagan practitioners do not 

have the gall or the tenacity to illicit its power. Therefore, many scorn what they cannot achieve. 

 

                                  Hans Baldung Grun, 17
th

 century engraving 
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The Six Black Magick Cornerstones 

 

These declarations of Satanic gnosis are at the forefront of the understanding of black 

magick. Heed well the rule of six.  

 

            1. To Know. 

 

This refers to the understanding and utilization of arcane knowledge and black magick 

processes, i.e, what makes it tick.  

 

            2. Satanic Will. 

 

This is the innate oneness with the dark themata of the universal order.  

 

            3. To Dare. 

 

This is the unconscious ability to attune oneself, to manipulate all things and bend them 

to your Satanic will. No fear, no death.  

 

            4. To Strike.  

 

To recognize that we are inherently evil. We embrace the thrill of challenge, meeting any 

foe face on. To strike before we are stricken. That is the mantra of the Satanist. The thrill 

of the kill, so to speak. The outright denunciation of the law of three. The art of harm and 

the destruction of anyone who keeps us from the freedom of Satanism.  

 

            5. To Keep Silent.  

 

‘Do not brag.’ The Satanic black magic practitioner knows not to crow about every 

successful working. He knows not to boast or to be blabbering on about anything that is 

not within his circle of trusted associates, and even they might not want to hear it. The 

Satanists strength lies in the ability to remain silent. Power is in the words of harnessed 

potential. Gaggling arrogance dissipates ones black magic power. Be silent!  

 

            6. To Awaken. 

 

The new flesh consortium of Lucifer is multifaceted. It looks deeper, harder and colder 

inside of you. Black magic is the way then, of transcendent awakening into the 

supernatural, ‘to let go, to become unattainable, a fluid tentacular Typhon.’  
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The Law Of Harm 

 

            Satanists direct their energy to bend the stream of the ever-flowing reality  

 

that surrounds them. The Satanist seeks to ever change it to his own will, weaving  

 

themselves into the esoteric web of the universe. Satanists have intuitively known this for  

 

centuries. Science and technology are just now catching up. The Satanist is the  

 

progressive outcome of black magic manipulation today and into the future. I cannot  

 

emphasize this enough. Those that refute this noble truth will be a victim. Visualize the  

 

outcome, become the outcome. This is the cornerstone of the Satanic edict. Many pagans  

 

do not believe in Satanic intervention. They call them acts of profane. The Satanist calls  

 

them, ‘Satanic sympathetic visualization.’    

 
‘Magic is not hocus pocus, but rather hocus focus.’ Silver Ravenwolf 

 

            ‘Banish the threefold law. Embrace the law of harm.’ Physicists studying the  

 

theory of quantum electrodynamics have shown that all atoms constantly send out  

 

streams of sub-atomic particles, which mingle with streams of other sub-atomic particles  

 

from other atoms, so that all matter is continually interacting with other matter within a  

 

vast, random electrical field. If the universe mirrors this equation, than its sum totality is  

 

a vast chaos sphere of unknown destination. This scientific discovery alone refutes the  

 

very nature of what many call ‘karma.’ By this very fundamental, is a concise definition  

 

of chaos in motion, not ‘what goes around, comes around.’ Once released, it will never  

 

find you again, unless you make it so.  
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            Satanic power derives from the magic of life. It centers on the interconnectedness  

 

of the Satanist with space and time. Black magic power comes from within. The Satanist  

 

pipes to the tune of Luciferian balance. The Satanic worldview on magic is that it is  

 

indeed supernatural. It is a manifest power, not objectionable circumstance, as many  

 

believe. All Satanic power is rooted in the self. A black magic spell can be as simple as a  

 

glance or lighting a candle. Whatever tunes the Satanic psyche into action. Affixed with  

 

transfigured energy, careful timing with the universe is a cardinal virtue. 

 

            The Satanist does not pray outwardly to entities in order to gain favor. The  

 

Satanist channels them from within. The Satanist is the gateway, the necromantic mirror  

 

to the other side. Satanic entities exist as we exist, ensconced within demonic 

 

transference. Black magic tools, both ancient and modern, assist and amplify the  

 

practitioners intrinsic Mephistophelean deliverance. The Satanist can reinvent the wheel  

 

and utilize any means necessary in order to achieve results. This is the crux of the law of  

 

harm. It desecrates all whom sow travesty.  

 

            Black magic usurps the seats of hypocrisy. Ecstasy blooms in the groves  

 

of dark desire. In the context of Satan’s existence, these symbolic motifs materialize.  

 

These intimations communicate a moving destiny. As it is to be understood, Satan is  

 

ineffable within all things. His is the manifestation of the hidden being of beings, which  

 

lives and harmonizes with us. The hollow messiah of Christ was obsessed with power. He  

 

wanted his name to be remembered like Klingsor. He was a true Satanic Skald, a second  

 

coming of Satan.  
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            Of all the modes of experience by which the black magician may be carried away  

 

from the safety of well-trodden grounds to the danger of the unknown, the dark erotic  

 

was the first, to awaken and release the Satanist from the slumber of Christian slavery.  

 

This truth lives in the perpetual fire that ever burns in the heart of his vengeance. To the  

 

half pagan ear, this new wine is being brokered, connoisseured and partaken.  
 

             The maxima of the Satanic intuitive is one of unfathomable creation. One  

 

that present day practitioners forget and sometimes deliberately forgets. The Satanist,  

 

through the law of harm, is Gaia’s transgressor as well as re-builder. He is the cannon of  

 

the firing range. He is the arclight of rejuvenated knowledge. He is the measured  

 

resistance to the onslaught of the sheeple. The Satanist maintains the balance. He forges  

 

and instills a resilient holocaust of purification. 

 
Cavernous Hecate sits enthroned. She smiles in her lust and debauchery. Veiled in the background is the 

nature of mankind, it breeds ill will, pierces, destroys and betrays. All of mankind transfigures and expires 

before her. They are indeed made in her image, the realm of beguiled indulgence and excess. 

                   
                      Believed to be Anton LaVey performing a Satanic Ritual, mid sixties 
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‘ The Principles Of The Left Hand Path ’ 

 

The Left Hand Path is the way then, of a passage via the senses, the heart and spontaneity 

of the body, to a realization and manifestation at the still point, turning wheel of fate in 

act and manipulation of Gaia, through the radiance, harmony, bounty and joy of Satan.  

 

The Left Hand Path practitioners are here conceived within opposition to the followers of 

a god that inverts, overtly controls and acts in agape orgy of masturbation and self-

mutilation.  

 

The Left Hand Path is a deeply personal row of self-exploration, gilded by snares and 

struggles in order to evolve into a Satanic intercessor. In knowing this and above all 

things, in order to walk the left hand path, it requires fortitude, constitution, endurance 

and unbreakable iron will.  

 

The Left Hand Path disciples are the troubadours of Typhon. They revel high in the 

evocative life of this cosmic epoch. He permeates every aspect of anything that has ever 

oriented itself over Gaia. The Satanist seeks to extricate himself from the grip of the false 

gods. He shatters all misconception and rises as an axiom of Satanical imperia.   

 

The Left Hand Path practitioner casts down all dead incarcerations of religion, which still 

hang over the landscape like a carrion vulture. The Satanist is the trigger, the bullet, set in 

motion. He is the chain of causes and effects. Everything is cast forth, everything is 

prime, the intension is to influence, alter outcomes and become resigned.  

 

The Left Hand Path monikers are the earmark of the supernatural Satanist. He 

manipulates the world through heightened states of black magic. This is the core tenet of 

the Luciferian belief. He connotes and manifests what is considered impossible, in turn 

making it possible, what was once considered unreal is now real.  

 

The Left Hand Path is the arena of power, a constellation of orgies. It is not hypothesis or 

indolence, it is purely Satanical.  

 

The Left Hand Path is a supernatural Satanic sanctuary. The rational of Luciferian light 

merges with darkness, it transmogrifys to become one source, that answers to the call of 

Lucifer.   

 

The Left Hand Path is the awakened Satanist, driven by ambition. Let us be honest with 

ourselves, what propels man forward, complacency, stagnation or contentment? No, the 

Satanist is the driver, the razors edge, he is never content. He treads the left hand path 

with a vorpal athame dagger.  

 

The Left Hand Path is where I shall be, to know the only god is me. 

 

The Left Hand Path is the way of the Satanist, who seeks to forge a more perfect Satanic 

union with Satan. 
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The Satanic Paraclete 

 

            The highest form of Satanic power is the ability to merge many aspects of  

 

magic together, project them forward and destroy a chosen enemy. Destruction magic is  

 

the fastest adjudicator of vengeance. The key to comprehending this, is in how to usurp a  

 

well-fortified magician, especially one whom knows he is under psychic attack.  

 

Satanism is an unconsciously driven protean pseudo-science. This is done in a manner  

 

that is broadly comparable to the relationship of a painter to the colors and materials of  

 

his palette and studio. The Satanist projects meta-mystical audacity, which he is neither  

 

fully conscious of nor in full control. He sends himself into an empty retort. This empty  

 

retort, reality if you will, stretches like a canvas. He intercedes as a vacuum for the  

 

reception of whatever demon within is pressing for manifestation without. The work  

 

interacts through impulse and Satanic intuitive. It lingers somewhere beyond the ether,  

 

where Satan reposes in a supernatural axis. I call it, ‘raptus mentis.’   

 
Satan is a god of transcendent spheres of chaos, diverging from ash and revelation. The apex of 

creedal evil, of the highest fundamental, a signature paradox of parallels. 

 

            Satan is in all and all is in Satan. Knowing you to be led by the zeal of Satan, I  

 

prey upon the enemy. Give me the utterance and Luciferian purity. The marvels of Satan,  

 

which is within our psychic sight, our reason, our comprehension. I endeavor to a more  

 

perfect darkness. Wherein I shall perceive the ineffable Satan, to draw ever nearer unto  

 

you, to partake of the feast of everlasting flame. Hail Satan forever in the foretaste of  

 

lust.  
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            The disintegration of the foundations of religion, during the centuries of its  

 

own collapse, ironically became one of the most influential, simultaneously constructive  

 

and destructive forces in the history of the mankind. This is proceeded by and is still  

 

proceeding from two irresistible influences. One, the psychic transformation of humanity,  

 

irrevocably Aryan, and the power driven machinations of technology. The latter, of  

 

course, is still reeling. The immediate expansion and astonishingly rapid development of  

 

Satanic independent inquiry is expediting this Luciferian process.   

 

            In the language of Lucifer, in contrast with the world order of banality, his will  

 

and determination are epitomized in the passage of day to night. The night of despair to  

 

dawn, the day of life’s end, terminated by disaster. He beckons us to rise from being  

 

crushed under the wheel of sheeple law and a false god. The breakage of the will of  

 

man, his dreams die, the urge of life fades to inconsequence. He becomes a victim of  

 

circumstance. The phalanx of the herd reality of this world. The Satanist seeks to throw  

 

off these weights and shackles, he seeks to soar and overlord death. He seeks to aspire  

 

and attain supernatural insight. Mephistopheles is the agent and principle of this  

 

liberation. The Satanist is steadfast in overcoming this unattainable notion and achieve  

 

absolute fulfillment.   

 
The Satanist is the linchpin of kismet purity. He is the wyrd, the awe inspiring essential 

supernatural experience. ‘The law of all’ can resolve itself according to the inexorable black 

magic practitioner’s determination to succeed. The Satanist is a world view of alternate 

conceptual self-evidence and power, an eventide balance of maintained and surmised  

Aryan becoming. 
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            Lucifer’s persistence is a thought inertia. He is the leading light of Satanic  

 

prowess. Satanists have no reason for presuming unity with any world of forced altruism.  

 

The priori of unity ended by a fatigued, more active, reactive enslavement on the part of  

 

governmental sheeple. The Satanist observes and registers forces, he dismantles them; he  

 

puts them back together in his own image. He perseveres without doubt or hesitation, two  

 

things that plague the enslaved sheeple civilization. The Satanist is an evolving force of  

 

Aryan thought, predisposed to manipulate others and command all things, if so imagined,  

 

it can be accomplished. The Satanist has wings, not weights.  

 
Reverse the action of the earth and the sun. Propel the relation of thought into force. The mind moves matter and 

unifies the shift into itself. This is the Aryan experience. Endow to become the Satanic Paraclete. 

 

                                       ‘The Gathering of the Three,’ 17
th

 century engraving. 
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Invocation Unto The Satanic Paraclete 

 

I am the principle of Luciferian harmony 

I am the chaos apogee 

I am the ineffable king of Hell 

I shall forever be 

I am the lord of the spheres replete 

I am the Satanic Paraclete 

 

I am the sweet perfume of carnage and lust 

I am the ardent, blind, absolute Satanic trust 

I am the power of Valefor that shall always endure 

I dwell in the necromantic grotto where we shall meet 

I am the Satanic Paraclete 

 

I am the malleus-Satanas 

Nothing shall sever us 

I am the witch that shall live 

Death unto the deniers I shall give 

I am the fulcrum of Focalor 

I shall always settle the score 

I am the Asmodeun awakening complete 

I am the Satanic Paraclete 

 

I am the quiet disposition of the evil spirit 

I am Azazel’s intercessor 

I am implicit in my aims; we are one in the same, one in black flame 

I am in the lower regions to the high Harz mountain peak 

I am the Satanic Paraclete 

 

I am the dulcet pulse of the rising scream 

I move unseen 

I am the sacrificed emblem of a new day, let us prey 

I am the appellation of Astaroth 

I slaughter the sheeple at their trough 

I am the Satanic influence of Dionysian rapture 

On The Left Hand Path we adventure 

I am the symphony of Hells menagerie 

From the tumult of the illusory 

I am Gaia’s transgressor, born of Kali 

The extremes of the universe lie before me 

I shall suffer from no conceit 

I am the Satanic Paraclete 
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The Satanic Noble Truths 

 

Never be too self absorbed that you lose sight of your surroundings. 

 

When you realize everything that you know is wrong, begin the unlearning process 

immediately.  

 

Know your psychic breaking point, attempt to surpass it.  

 

Alpha-ego is the shore upon Satanists swim to, make sure you don’t get caught in the 

undercurrent and swim to the wrong inlet.  

 

It is important to see yourself as you really are, not who you imagine yourself to be.  

 

Begin planning your escape from the psychic sleep of this false reality.  

 

When you find out that you are not the person you thought you were, learn to live with it.  

 

Satanic psychic light destroys falsehood.  

 

Do not relent your integrity to fit in, unless it is a facet of seductive insinuation. 

 

Victory is attained where imagination and formulation meet.  

 

Always be impeccable. 

 

Anger is a visceral driver. Hate will set you free. 

 

Satan is love.  

 

Never commit crimes against yourself.  

 

Never take the lead unless you want to.  

 

Don’t fret over losses, this-or-that, just react and reinvent your tactics, to strive, to win, to 

overcome.  

 

Magic begins with the real world socio-economics of concrete action.  

 

Mainstreamed zombie sheeple of the walking dead, once so care free, enlightened and 

auspicious; now they are enslaved dregs to the almighty dollar they crave.  

 

Awaken from the psychic hypnosis of the consumer. Awaken to the Satanic self.  
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Don’t analyze life, live it.  

Don’t dwell on problems you can’t solve.  

Don’t help people that don’t want to be helped. 

Don’t burden yourself with unheeded dangers.  

Don’t wallow in losses, re-tool for victories.  

 

Anxiety is the exterior, Lucifer is within.  

 

Always aspire to listen, absorb, probe, question, seduce, subvert, misinform, overtake and  

destroy your enemy.  

 

See things as they are; adjust them to your whims. 

 

Life is a collection of blurs. Death is a collection of nothingness.  

 

Dismal failures are revenge motivators.  

 

Reject the turmoil of false sensory stimulus. Live in real time.  

 

If you have too much baggage, leave it at the airport.  

 

Status and false luxury are worthless to the Satanist.  

 

Never be somewhere you’re not wanted or appreciated.  

 

Never mock anyone or anything without good reason.  

 

Reverence yourself above all things.  

 

Don’t complicate your life with intricate puzzles or intellectual impossibilities unless the 

answer advances you.  

 

The world melts into disoriented storms of apocalyptic jargon everyday.  

 

Never allow a false sense of responsibility to be heaped upon you.  

 

Never be content, stagnation equals death.  

 

Don’t rely on anyone; think on the devil and nothing else.  

 

Great cowards rule the sheeple.  

 

If you fire chaos arrows, make sure you hit your target and not yourself. 
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Don’t be afraid to have nothing, Satanism is not what you own.  

Don’t flaunt money that you may or may not have.  

 

Never hero worship.  

Worship thyself above all others.  

 

A true Satanist is affected neither by praise or accusation.  

 

Time is a construct of the sheeple civilization. The Satanist lives in the singularity of the 

omnipresent now.  

 

The world is an aimless mirage of decapitated T.V. stimulus drones.  

 

Self-delusion, abased deception is the psychic destroyer of the terrestrial sheeple.  

 

The authentic Satanist designs truth. He tunes to the frequency of music within himself. 

The sheeple merely listen to one another’s reflective I-pod.  

 

No one is above folly.  

 

If you believe that you have shattered a false sense of yourself, who takes your place? 

 

The sheeple suffer in their regimented lives because they have deluded themselves into 

thinking they need a new world order. They are powerless to decide for themselves. The 

Satanist has walked through the barren hellscape of discovery. He needs no rulers, only 

impetus.  

 

Never be so hardened that you take all of the blows, that you are inflexible and adamant 

in your stance or position. Remain fluid like Leviathan. Be as flexible as a giant oak, 

swaying in the wind.  

 

Man is wicked, the kingdom of heaven lies within him. 

Man is good, all around is the kingdom of hell.  

 

The Satanist may be encaged in body, never in spirit.  

 

Avoid psychosomatic hypochondriacs, they are everywhere.  

 

Never overestimate your importance to others.  

 

Never coddle your enemy unless you are close to slitting his throat.  

 

To shed your ego is to become a castrated eunuch.  

 

The sheeple live as a mutual admiration hypocrisy. Satanists flatter each other.  
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Never be a martyr, it’s pointless.  

 

Satan is the salt of the earth. Christ is the rock upon which no tree can grow. 

 

Never die for lofty ideals. These concepts may go on for a time without you. However, 

you are still dead.  

 

If pride is too stringent, let it go.  

 

Never reject your pessimism. Optimism is often short sighted.  

 

Follow your intuitions, more often than not, they are right.  

 

Cling to the vital essence of Satan unless it is a hindrance.  

 

Never become to attached to anything outside of yourself. Everything is temporary.  

 

Nothing is secure, nothing is forbidden.  

 

Externals divide us into a false sense of reality.  

 

The past of pain is gone. Yet, it is the mark of the Satanist. The mark of Cain, the mark of 

moving on.  

 

It’s easy to be a slave, it is hard to strive, to rise above the rest, to remain with a clenched 

fist, strong and unbroken.  

 

The sheeple are slaves to a false concept of themselves.  

 

Fame or infame, it’s all the same.  

 

Take everything with a grain of salt.  

 

Never be channeled into false memory prisms.  

 

Are you a gadget, get rid of the devices that hinder you, use your Satanic psyche.  

 

The kiss of death metal often smiles on the beautiful.  

 

Make war art.  

 

 Everyone wants to start a religion or a revolution. I say a good start would be, to get rid 

of everyone.  

 

We’ve all done things that are questionable, admirable or unethical, who has the right to 

judge which is which? 
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Inbreed me  

 

If you hit a wall and are still standing, you didn’t hit it hard enough, keep going until you 

break through. 

 

Never sacrifice who you are for others amusement. Never be the brunt of someone else’s 

joke, unless you choose to be.  

 

Do not brag about yourself, exaggerate your importance, invent greatness, it always 

backfires.  

 

I hate everyone equally. I am an equal opportunity hater.  

 

It is much easier to bring a negative instead of a positive.  

 

The sheeple live in a negative state of mind. They are trained that way. 

 

Revenge is good for the soul. Vengeance is redemptive.  

 

Turn it outward, before you turn it inward.  

 

If you are suffering, find a remedy. 

 

The sheeple complex god, fiercely fights against its extinction, it should know that it is 

already dead.  

 

The Satanist strives for a power beyond the self. 

 

The trait of vanity far surpasses being a filthy commoner.  

 

To chase after something franticly is better than waiting around for something that will 

never happen.  

 

Harm your enemy before yourself.  

 

Redacted meanings, false statements, false states, false beings, are all around us. Be ever 

on guard and vigilant. 

 

If you are going to save anyone, save yourself.  

 

Commerce is king. 

 

Ruminate in the agape orgy of life, before it is too late. 

 

Elevate your Satanic conscious awareness. 
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Satan occupies the pulpit. 

 

Judge nothing, embrace both pleasure and pain. 

 

‘The Left Hand Path’ is a personal venture, not a mere academic discussion. 

 

The Satanic intuitive is to be absent of alarm, you will know and be aware.  

 

Enmity is cathartic. 

 

Embrace ‘The Left Hand Path’ with inspiration and precaution.  

 

He who clings to assumptions is already doomed. He who embraces emptiness has 

discovered true freedom.  

 

‘I ate them before they ate me.’ 

 

Avoid self help book slavery. 

 

It is far better to run around lighting fires than it is to run around trying to put them out.  

 

Stir the element cauldron to your whims.  

 

Deflect the ricochet of someone else’s negativity.  

 

Everyone has a victim mentality. The Satanist has an aggressor pre-disposition.   

 

What is your, ‘use by date?’ 

 

The Satanic Paradigm has not just been released, it has been unleashed.  

 

There is no guilt-ridden incursion that has been placed on us, that we cannot break free 

of. 

 

If you work on death row, remove and wash your clothes when you arrive home, lest you 

bring the reaper inside with you. 

 

The Satanist, must at all times, be obsessed with alternate climes of Satanic 

consciousness.  

 

We are all a victim of the choices we make.  

 

There is not much difference from a humanist cunt or a Nazi fetishist.  

 

Condemn those that attempt to place their own bad intensions upon you.  
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The Satanist poses questions that are beyond himself.  

 

Do not focus on what you will do, just do it. 

 

If you have an itch on the back of your head, that you cannot scratch, don’t scratch it with 

a bullet.  

 

The Satanist is the striking hammer dulcet pulse of the rising screams from the symphony 

of Hell.  

 

Black magic is an elegant contrivance of give and take. 

 

A curse is not about the rules of law or protocol, it’s about justice.  

 

Satanism is the vital dynamic force in tune with the metaphysical impetus of the universe.  

 

Forbidden pleasures are often bought and sold.  

 

Satan is a roaring lion, I am the noonday devil. 

 

Satanism seeks to empower, not enslave. 

 

Can you hear the psychic pulsating violence of yesterday’s would’a, could’a, should’a? 

 

The American flag is a bar code for the corporate elite.  

 

I have struck the match, I shall light the fire. 

 

Born sad, born baroque, born broke, born to porn. 

 

Less talk, more action. 

 

It is better to have less thunder in the mouth and more lightning in the hand. 

 

You can live a lifetime of nightmares in one night. 

 

Satan ever lives, Satan ever dies.  

 

Rofocale is Focalor, spelled backwards.  

 

I have sown the Satanic source, I shall reap the Satanic force. 

 

Man has civilized himself into slavery. 

 

It is far better to have many shades of psychopath than to be a commoner. 
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Take what you need, discard the rest. 

 

If you love someone, set them on fire. 

 

I wrote this book because Satan told me to. 

 

Never be a cup that is always poured out. 

 

If you become enraged, be enraged, suppression equals death. 

 

Live in the moment, not for it. 

 

The world is a constellation of apologists 

 

When tragedy strikes, time to exploit. 

 

The tri tone – Sound used to summon the devil, let’s rip this righteous rift. 

 

Every constrained piece of human wreckage, frailty, falsehood, broken dream or elation 

has occurred on earth. 

 

The black flame is an ornate influencer, it is the harbinger of remiss and things yet to 

come, it lives and burns cold in the soul of the Satanist. 

 

The gray force mantra is not, we serve and protect, it is, we enslave and incarcerate. 

 

The Satanist does not seek validation, he is the validation. 

 

Those that can, will. Those that can’t, become critics. 

 

It is easier to be a slave than it is to be a god. 

 

Satanism is never sated, it always hungers for more. 

 

The Satanist’s mantra is, give me the strength to strike my enemies down. 

 

Never have a game show love affair. 

 

It is far better to have a meeting of the monsters than of the minds. 

 

Don’t be a cad, lotus-eater, filled with bugaboo, mumbo jumbo; just be elusive and hard 

to pigeonhole or bung-hole, whichever comes first. 

 

Some say to merge with the universe is to merge with your jailors, I say it is better to 

merge with the devil you know, than the devil you don’t know. 
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When in doubt, stamp them out. 
 

The Satanist is the living mechanized Appollyn, a pulsating universe. 

The Satanist is the living sunwheel. 

 

The Satanist is the clenched fist, in it, he clutches the center of the chaos-sphere, psychic arrows 

radiate outwards in vainglory and power.  

 

The Satanist is the voice of reason in this age of consumer putrefaction. 

 

Force yourself to trip if you think your tongue is about to slip. 

 

Money washes away a multitude of sins. 

 

Ensnare the unaware. 

 

When all you have is a hammer, everything looks like a nail. 

When all you have is a gun, everything looks like a target. 

 

Many are jubilant, the week before they slit their wrists.  

 

To know your enemy is to know yourself. 

 

Stop looking backwards, dwelling on the past, watch out where you’re going or you will crash. 

 

Jesus was a sex-less god.  

 

Rise-resist-ravage-rape-overtake. 

 

Don’t drown in sorrow, kill. 

 

Doubters, naysayers and deniers of Satan shall all be cast aside. They knew full well, soon 

enough they would die. 

 

I am in a relationship with myself. 

 

Many make the wrong split second decision.  

 

Like minds, kill alike.  

 

The root of all evil is science and cold logic. 

 

I am the conduit of Malbolge. 

I am the Asmodeun apogee. 

I am the circuit of Satan. 

I desecrate to know liberation. 

      

Holy, holy, holy are these truths that I utter, knowing them to be falsehoods, broken illusions, 

smoke and mirrors. My mind seethes with a mass of devils. I stray from the common and tawdry 

crowd.  
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Sensory Stimulus Slaves – The Mainstreamed Zombie 

 

            The sheeple civilization is inundated with saturated false sensory stimulus.  

 

These exterior psychic destroyers are perpetuated on a global scale in order to herd the  

 

sheeple into a mainstream slave complex. It is a conscious effort by corporations and  

 

governments. They seek to make the masses passive. In this conscious assumption of the  

 

sheeple’s will, they soon lose the drive to fight or to lash out against the wrongdoings  

 

afflicted against them. As their rights are ripped away, right before their eyes, they sigh  

 

and hum. The sheeple are tamed. Ironically, they choose to be so. They beseech their own  

 

slavery, to which they beg for. If they would only look outside their false selves, they  

 

may have a chance. However, the trough of humanity is fed with sedating medications  

 

and celebrity news. Everyone wants to be a star. They live in a constant state of  

 

anticipation and herd approval. They would die if they were shunned from their herd.  

 

They cannot be at peace with emptiness or solitude. The masses need to have something  

 

constantly going on, to feed their hallow heads, all of the time.  

 

            Slaves to habit and routine are quite obvious dictums to these outward conditions.  

 

Television, internet, media talking empty heads, bombard the sheeple into line. Nothing  

 

will break the conformity molds into which the sheeple have been driven and encaged.  

 

Their hallow minds become the same old haunted house. There is nothing there. The  

 

lights are off. This constant living in a state of false potential is very destructive. Yet,  

 

openly swallowed whole by them. Everyone wants to be more than what they are, more  

 

than they, themselves, perceive to be. The masses are a sound bite for a programmed TV.  

 

They are a catch phrase, a façade, a false gnome of themselves, aping everyone else  

 

around them in a cesspool of a monkey see, monkey do, semantic.  
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            The sheeple intersect over one another in mundane comings and goings  

 

that are so repetitive and totally devoid of sitcom meaning, that their lives deteriorate to  

 

become a tabloid photo op. It is getting to the point that everything on earth is staged.  

 

The sheeple are enslaved to these false conundrums of sensory stimulus. They are spoon- 

 

fed and told what is important to them. Their lives revolve around it. Rats running in a  

 

five mile radius from where they live, back and forth, this is the incarcerated routine  

 

prison, the system wants you in. They are unable to break free from the hypnotic, brain  

 

washed tantalizations of the television screen. This is perhaps overstated on my part. Yet,  

 

it’s true! The television is the new messiah, the new god. Without it, they would die, they  

 

would feel cast down, abandoned in the desert to authentic reawakening, which they  

 

would shun. However, this is not to be. They follow the herd mentality of what is dictated  

 

to them. They kneel down to their glowing screen with gaping and slurping mouths. They  

 

would choke on their own vomit if the internet masquerade was turned off.  

 

            It is crucial that the Satanist strives to overcome this sensory stimulus  

 

slavery. The Satanist must strive for a power beyond himself. He must attain release from  

 

the incarceration and the grip, that this false reality holds upon the world around him. The  

 

Satanist must rise above this quagmire so as not to be seduced by its sensationalistic  

 

persuasions. In a mock up dialogue with the media, the conversational response that I  

 

would have with a talking empty head spokesperson, is as follows.  

 
‘You are empty talking bloviator head. What have you accomplished? You are useless. You are a barking 

dog that bays at individuals as they walk past. You should go home and end it. It would do the world a 

favor to euthanize yourself; at least we would not have to hear your useless garbling yelp.’ 

 

‘God is the TV.’ Brian Warner aka Marylan Manson 
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            So people, wake up! Life is slowly dying, every day, stop wasting it on exterior  

 

sit com episodes that have no value. Focus on what is real, before it is too late. Oh’ that’s  

 

right, for them, it already is. Awaken from the sensory stimulus conscription. Think for  

 

yourself, think outside of the televised box. Learn to challenge all things. Avoid, at all  

 

cost, from becoming a mainstreamed zombie, enslaved to the outward close angle frenzy  

 

of flickering screen meaninglessness.  

 

            Sensory stimulus, voluntarily ingested, disrupts the normal thought and  

 

sleeping patterns that enable the mind to function properly. This constant influx of  

 

electro-magnetic waves are taking its toll on the human brain, let alone the brandished  

 

techniques of subliminal control that is being waged over the mind. The bombardment  

 

from cellular waves and microwaves combined are causing serious molecular damage.  

 

This non stop infiltration is creating a pseudo existence. This constant influx of electrical  

 

impulses is taking the place of primary thinking. They are brain deadening humanity into  

 

primates.  

 

            Humanity is becoming numb and dumbed-down by the subliminal drivers  

 

that are being inserted and projected into their temporal lobes. As I have said, I have  

 

stated and possibly overstated this point, but I insist on driving it in, like a spike into a  

 

cross of this fake crucible civilization. Maybe the hammer, crashing against the  

 

infrastructure will awaken the sheeple from their sensory sleep malaise. The subliminal  

 

messages are clear, they state, be passive, be obedient, do not challenge authority,  

 

consume more, watch more TV. The Satanist must guard himself from this sordid  

 

disquiet mind control. The Satanist is the last living vestige of individuality on Gaia.     

 
Talking empty heads often vomit forth slanted outlandish stories fed to them by their broadcast masters. The news today isn’t reliable; 

it’s a false portrayal of reality, completely replaced with opinion, conjectured and biased to what they believe, never in your interest, 

it’s in their interest. Warning, you are being brainwashed and controlled via sensory stimulus. 
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Praetor Satanas Theologica 
‘Protection From The Gray Forces’ 

 
The gray forces; by definition are, ‘false law givers/ takers and derelict politicians in sheeple governmental capacities.’ 

 
I will now delve into a few ways a practitioner may protect himself/ herself from being wrongly inflicted, 

infiltrated and incarcerated by gray forces. Some of the methods in this treatise are radically different from 

there previous status quo predecessors or other writings such as, ‘how to deal with the police?’ 

 
            The double edged sword of false justice and untruth is being wielded against the  

 

freedoms of The United States of Slaves as never before. The constitution is a tattered rag  

 

that is being redrawn and re-visioned by hostile sheeple with their own insinuating  

 

agendas. It is critical that black magic practitioners are aware of this fact. They must be  

 

ready to take steps against it in order to ensure their own legacy and survival. I personally  

 

will never allow my Satanic liberty to be abashed. However, I am compelled to write a  

 

diatribe that addresses the onslaught of the gray forces.  

 

            One single truth that I hold dear is, I will never aver from the fact that if I am  

 

confronted with my freedom being taken from me, I will turn it outward before I turn it  

 

inward. I am sure that many practitioners feel the same way. Satan is liberation; his is the  

 

redemption and the release from this sheeple civilization. The uptick of the gray force  

 

activity on this planet is growing experientially, the Satanist must be on guard against it.   

 

 
Police, in search of revenue, are driving behind citizens and running their license plates for any infractions 

without any cause. The police are preying on average citizens, instead of fighting any supposed crime. 
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            In stating this, I will now go into some methods upon which the Satanist  

 

can undertake in order to shield oneself from the insidious incarceration of the false law,  

 

that is being projected against us. The Satanist must stand ready to devour the deceivers  

 

that move against him. This inevitably leads to the indivisible psychic war. In deviating  

 

slightly into a very cerebral topic, I will espouse an edict on one form of protection from  

 

the gray forces, which is still very much in its exploratory phase, ‘Satanic psychic  

 

cognition.’ The ability to utilize all forms of psychometry to ascertain the whereabouts  

 

and avoidance tactics needed to remain unseen to gray forces. This is not nonsense, it  

 

works! If you are being tract by false law givers, than by all means, explore the avenues  

 

of remote viewing and remote influencing in order to shield yourself from any interaction  

 

or infraction with police or any entity that seeks to undermine you. These steps are  

 

necessary for the furtherance of Lucifer’s works. Being in prison will not allow you to  

 

remain worldly and vital, if a cataclysm strikes. You will die in a cage. In exploring this  

 

measure, it is somewhat new, but not. Also, I am not talking about allowing serial killers  

 

to keep on killing or setting rampant criminals free. I am discussing the fact that good  

 

practitioners are being stalked and incarcerated by false judgments and false lawgivers.  
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            This causal psychic influencing power cannot be grasped by everyone. I have  

 

discussed this subject extensively throughout all of my writings. Those blessed with  

 

the natural gift of psychic abilities or even those perfecting their skills, will find it a  

 

powerful tool, against the gray force agenda. The ancient lords of darkness, imbued with  

 

the spirit of Satan, always felt at odds with their inferior gray force surroundings. This is  

 

nothing out of the ordinary. However, we are dealing with frivolous activities on the part  

 

of false law enforcers to trip up good people and get them into trouble with offenses that  

 

add up, in turn this can cost a lot of money; and money for this so called state, is what it’s  

 

all about. It is not about what is right or what is wrong. It is about petty greed and power  

 

on the part of the state, in order to fill their coffers and supplement their deficits, which  

 

they created. They are stealing from us. Police officers are driving around, stalking  

 

citizens and running their license plates without any cause to do so. Once something is  

 

discovered, they automatically break the, so called law, themselves and pull you over.  

 

This is a cause for concern, as they do not have any just cause to do so. These wrongful  

 

activities are being supported by the state. I do not have desperate issues or concerns with  

 

the gray force law. I am issuing a necessary warning in order to purify and protect our  

 

own form of justice and Satanic freedom. It assumes to be a harmless activity on the part  

 

of the state, to want to chase people around who are driving. Yet, it is growing into  

 

something much more sinister. The Satanist must be aware of it. The false law enforcers  

 

guise their vehicles with statements such as, ‘we serve and protect.’ Really the vehicle  

 

mantra should be, ‘we enslave and incarcerate.’   
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            The sheeple are conflict averse. They hide, grovel, extract nothing and run and  

 

hide. This is exactly what the false law wants. They want everyone, off balance, unsettled  

 

and unthreatening. Eventually, through a miracle of Satan, they will be undone, but it will  

 

take some time. For the Satanist there are no accidental occurrences. Most if not  

 

everything, happens for a reason, to some extent. The black magic practitioner’s  

 

innermost power dwells in the ability to manipulate the realm around him and to him.  

 

This I call, ‘a lord of situations or an arrangement of formulations.’ This is how  

 

practitioners can and will remain one step ahead of most any infiltrators trying to capture  

 

them. However, for the sheeple, it is the opposite. The sheeple view is, ‘the world is  

 

meant to beat me down, life isn’t fair, I am meant to be kicked, I am meant to be  

 

incarcerated. I am a slave to the system.’ This is complete and utter nonsense. The  

 

practitioners of our ‘Satanic Praetor Aryan Age’ must never fall to this insidious  

 

inquisition.  

 

            The Satanist’s idiosyncrasy is to create our own attentive parallel reality in  

 

accordance to ourselves. The proclivity of our ‘Praetor Satanas Theologica’ stance is  

 

beyond the general public’s comprehension. I am sure, many if not all of them, which  

 

are reading this, are scratching their heads. That’s fine, many will not understand, those  

 

that do, will know, those that do not, will not. This practitioner has leanings towards  

 

being free and remaining that way. To put it bluntly, this document is about escape rather  

 

than imprisonment. I am not running from anything and I want to keep it that way.  
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            The forum of false laws that we are currently forced to live under are becoming  

 

alien precepts and traditions to many practitioners. We shall elaborately consign  

 

ourselves to their overthrow, sooner or later, especially the way things are going. We  

 

shall reestablish a freer state, void of misrepresentation and men of straw. Yet, in all  

 

of this rambling, it should be noted that it is not a great mission of mine to do so. I  

 

brandish this statement to reveal the extent that I am willing to go to if the gray force  

 

agenda gets too powerful. Unfortunately, we all live under the banner of the false law of  

 

sheeple society, a splintery, confused system of the sheeple absurd. The Satanist must  

 

strive to perfect it, to escape the error of its ways. We must attain the virtue of our vice  

 

within it. I have no interest in being a leader against it, per say. I am a messenger, a  

 

harbinger of doom or fate, an elicitor of how to protect oneself from the gray force  

 

agenda.   

 

            The Satanist ever reconciles with the outward realities that are subject to  

 

change or that he is faced with. He tactfully adjusts; he remains a fluid and tentacular  

 

storm of truth, untruth and twisted reason. These too, are tools against the gray forces.  

 

Disinformation and distraction are the best weapons against them. Let them know not  

 

who you are, nor what you stand for, nor what you believe in. Remain a mystery to all  

 

sheeple and all things, that do not know you. Fat bourgeoisie pigs of the sheeple complex  

 

have a set of contentions against us, we will and have taken steps, as stated before, to  

 

ensure our Satanic freedoms and subvert their behavior.  
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            The efforts of the gray forces to suppress the sheeple will engulf them.  

 

Unfortunately, the Satanist will feel the shockwaves from these effects. As the sheeple  

 

masters tighten their grip and noose, money will be their motivator. The coffers of the  

 

United States are tapped out. I will never bow to the sheeple masters. I have no sense of  

 

loyalty to anyone but the furtherance of Satan’s works. The gray forces will utilize false  

 

arrest and attempted imprisonment to enslave us. We will utilize far more advanced  

 

techniques of Satanic psychic influencing and black magic and indeed many other  

 

imponderable perplexities that they cannot fathom and even deem improbable. That is  

 

fine, that is what we want, let them even consider us insane. We will flourish as they fall.   

 

            The preeminent Satanic psychic measure, one can take against the incursion of the  

 

gray forces is, precognitive detection and avoidance. Know where you are in accordance  

 

to where they are, at all times. This is the most vital and crucial means by which a  

 

practitioner can avoid contact with any gray force entity. This precautionary tactic is  

 

worth its weight in gold and safety, avoid them and the hassle. ‘You may feel that you are  

 

free, but you are not, you are in a golden cage of irreverent, false law, reality.’ 

 

Maxine Sanders – Witchcraft Liberation 
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            Gray force agents come in many colors and forms. Most of their agencies  

 

are starved for revenue. This makes it very dangerous for the average citizen. Gray forces  

 

across the world, carry a much wider definition than the one I have espoused. Yet, to stay  

 

on point, my discussion will involve sheeple govern-mentalists and their operatives   

 

within the United States. Gray forces may also include other sheeple citizens and the  

 

general public at large. This fits into an entire different category, in that regard or retard,  

 

which ever comes first. It is already widely accepted that everyone has boundaries or  

 

borders that no others can cross. Yet, there is always some idiot, trying to agitate and  

 

get uppity. The practitioner must be on guard against these sheeple types too.  

 

            The Satanist is the outside determinant to his true freedom. The Satanist  

 

will never surrender to the control of these ghastly whoremongers. We will never  

 

surrender our ideals to these quack laws. The United Slaves of America and all other  

 

regimes liken unto them are approaching their inevitable end. Within the Satanic  

 

consciousness there is an inward drive and a potential that is unparalleled. It is our  

 

mission to be free, we shall be free.  

 

            The Satanist will not be forced to crawl into submission. We will not be  

 

assimilated. We have been tortured and burned before and we shall never be again.  

 

However, if and when we burn, everyone and everything shall burn, for what is the use of  

 

a life enslaved under a tyrannical banner, once so cherished, now a moniker of deceit.  

 

Our resistance will be psychic and work from without to influence the within. Other areas  

 

of the globe will be our staging areas. The enigma of Satan is impossible for the sheeple  

 

to grasp. The false law of craven desolation will be cast unto oblivion.  
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            The practitioner must reverence the pages of the anarchist cookbook. The  

 

levers of dissention must be pulled and will be pulled. A two culture world power emits  

 

from the plagiarism that has scarified the once beloved constitution. The land of the  

 

plenty has transformed into the land of the disfranchised many. Through Satan’s  

 

supernatural grace, we shall rise against the tattered standard of this malformed  

 

ideologue. The gray forces are pronouncing judgment over a once free society of  

 

courage, now we are labeled agitators or dissidents, shunned and forced to submit as  

 

collaborators and traitors. The gray forces utilize fear and suspicion to crush resistance.  

 

They create boogie men and other propagandas stating that, ‘someone is out there to hurt  

 

you,’ lurking to undermine you, and yes, you need us to prevent this banshee, whom we  

 

fabricated.  

 

            The so called police, which I call the gray forces, need to be put down.  

 

They are enforcing false rules of law, under a chain of corrupt command. The  

 

masochistic politicians keep passing more false laws to enslave us. Where does it stop? I  

 

say it stops with the Satanic psychic. The augury of the future does not bode well for the  

 

false law creators. The head of the serpent needs to be cut off. The world order needs to  

 

further erode, it needs to be utterly destroyed. The robber barrens whom high-jacked the  

 

United Slaves of America need to be castrated.   

 
             The deliberately fostered lie of protective existence by the gray forces is indentured to  

 

imprison us. It is true, that devoid of law, anarchy rages. I am not discussing a pendulum of  

 

extremes, that swing to that extent. This rant is gleaming Luciferian light on a topic, which  

 

acknowledges, that the sheeple masters, have an opportunity to step back from the precipice.  

 

However, absent of sheeple, Gaia rises, it may be a good trade off.  
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I am astounded by the current growth of the gray force complex, in their empty heads there is no 

virtue, no power, other than the state. Every little town or village within the United States of 

Slaves has been trounced upon by police, driving around as robber barren thieves, stealing from 

the sheeple, in the name of false law. In all honesty, I personally do not have issues with the 

police. Yet, I am asserting a warning of ill tidings to come. 
 

 

 

 

The Burnings – A form of gray force up-tick from another age. – 17
th

 century engraving 
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Triangulation Of The Evil Eye 
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Triangulation Of The Evil Eye 

 
            A mystery explained, is no mystery at all. Yet, this precludes to the blatant  

 

fact of the belief or the disbelief in the use of the jinx, known as the evil eye, is very real.  

 

It descends from the dark medieval past of the inquisition. A persecuted witch would  

 

anoint her inquisitors with such a glance that fear would strike deep into their soul. With  

 

terror always in the back of their minds, it would hinder any advances they might have  

 

made, they would feel themselves cursed. Certainly, if not often, they would self-fulfill  

 

their own destruction. So direct was this glancing attack that it was dubbed the obvious  

 

name, ‘the evil eye.’  

 

            Many believe that this provocation, also known as old hags gaze, is just a  

 

psychological parlor trick. Indeed, too many of its initiators, witches whom cast the evil  

 

eye, it has been labeled as such, almost to the point of its outright denial, cordoned to the  

 

stigma of a complete hoaxed fabrication. This was done to conceal it from discovery by  

 

the sheeple inquisitors. Yet, I assure you, triangulation of the evil eye works. Its power  

 

dwells and moves through shades and apparitions, unimaginable.  

 

            This power of universal vengeance, known as the evil eye, is drawn from  

 

the nether-reaches of the witch’s macabre mind. It leans on the ledge of occultism, 

 

veering into the fantastic. To idealize the terror and the extreme unction of the evil eye  

 

through ethereal capacities, is warranted. It is loathsome and reeks of anathema. Many, in  

 

ancient times, would stay in doors, out of sight of harms way. Its intangible force derives  

 

from Satanic suggestion through evoked Faustian desolation, projected directly from one  

 

to another, by merely looking. The evil eye is a beast unleashed. It carries with it a  

 

Satanic nuance that nothing can thwart.  
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            Many parchments have been written on how to lift the evil eye from its chosen  

 

victim. Very few actually go into how to send it. Although, the very nature of its working  

 

comes very natural to most, it inevitably comes down to the fact that it is easy to send,  

 

but very hard to get rid of. This is how it works. One must be immersed within the vilest  

 

angst and hatred towards an intended target. This shouldn’t be hard to achieve, no one  

 

likes to be in the presence of their enemy, especially if you have been wronged in some  

 

way. Secondly, imagine the direst consequences you want to be wrought upon your  

 

enemy. Visualize these in your thoughts. ‘You want to become a cone of evil made  

 

manifest.’ Obviously, as it is common knowledge, you must be in the area of your  

 

enemy. When you feel you are ready, lock gazes with him/her, then with your left arm  

 

outstretched, extend your index finger and point. Give a commanding witch power  

 

gesture. You will automatically know it is working, especially if the world around you  

 

begins to move in paralyzed time or slow motion. In this moment, when time is seized,  

 

you will become a roaring devil of the mandrakes scream. A force of evil will project  

 

from your mind into your intended victim. It will be psychic and sudden. This will all  

 

occur without even uttering a word or hurling any verbal or physical insult. Although, as  

 

solemn and as majestic as this hate projection may seem. The secondary result is your  

 

enemy coming after you, or if you are in a public place, other patrons looking at you like  

 

you’re crazy. So be it, your work is done, so get out of there. If people lodge insults,  

 

do not respond, just leave with an evil grin of accomplishment on your face.  
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            In this occurrence, negative things might begin to happen right away. Yes,  

 

you have triggered a series of events that will culminate in the utter destruction of your  

 

enemy. He may take immediate erratic action against you that will set him off balance.  

 

This in turn, may be illegal, which will only precipitate in his timely arrest. Once the evil  

 

eye projection is complete, above everything else, remain calm and unprovoked.  

 

            Between the blurred lines of the everyday grind this is something quite  

 

out of the ordinary. Once the evil eye jinx is placed, your enemy’s actual reality will  

 

become unrecognizable to him. Static and derision are common place. Drastic changes in  

 

behavior soon follow. Death shall be triumphantly waiting in the background. Nothing  

 

can stop the evil eye once it is in place. The evil eye is beyond constraint. It is now as it  

 

was in medieval times.  

 

            The evil eye asserts itself with eloquent simplicity. Yet, to many, it comes  

 

off as something completely absurd. On the contrary, I know it works. It even has a more  

 

intensified effect if your enemy doubts it. The intrigue and complexity of the evil eye  

 

remains in the realm of the unreal, the land of the mystical gray between. The evil eye is  

 

exasperating in its elemental endeavor to seduce, invert, induct and destroy. Its allure is  

 

even more toxic from jilted lovers, which is its most commonly used fascination -  

 

application.  

 

            The evil eye projection will forward itself like a javelin, piercing the enfeebled  

 

consciousness of your victim. Central to its working is hatred and the search for  

 

redemption through a lust for revenge. The only real requirement is that the sender must  

 

have absolute certainty that it will work.  
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            As the evil eye takes hold, your enemy will be enveloped in your Satanic  

 

psychic projection of depravity, he will be enslaved to it. He will be interwoven in the  

 

hissing of feral serpents, lunging forward and tearing out his eyes. Soon your enemy will  

 

be laid low within a sea of delusions. Yet, for you, a renewed sense of calm and clarity  

 

will enter your world with reinvigorated dynamism, knowing that your enemy has  

 

received your Satanic retribution. Unfortunately for your enemy, quite the opposite will  

 

be occurring. As you burst through with renewed vivaciousness, he will be drowning in a  

 

world of turmoil and misery. He will be perplexed and inextricably entangled within a  

 

hidden darkness, hexed upon him. A sense of unreason will be one of the many ruling  

 

factors that will override his failing faculties. He will become confused and unstable.  

 

Through this, the triangulation of the evil eye will rend, rip and ravage your enemy,  

 

tearing him, literally to pieces. Soon calamity will follow calamity and ending in self  

 

destruction. All the while, he will not be aware of what has truly befallen him. 

 

            This is a real way, through social convention, to succinctly and concisely  

 

kill off your enemy. A true form of Satanic psychic intervention. Witch’s of old, knew  

 

full well, the potential of the evil eye, hand power gesture. You should know to utilize  

 

any forum that you see fit. Take advantage of any opportunity that may present itself unto  

 

you. Just make sure, that when you attack, that it is totally unexpected. When the time is  

 

right, the elements of evil will vaunt from you like a lightning bolt.  
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            The only obstacle that you may find to this working, as I have expressed,  

 

is getting into the vicinity of your chosen target. This can sometimes prove to be difficult.  

 

Yet, it is common to know where your enemy is at all times, especially where he/she  

 

hangs out in public. Through a series of schemes, nothing cannot be overcome. Where  

 

there is a will to kill, there is a way. Have no pretensions, the evil eye projection has  

 

drastic destructive powers. Once you are in the aura field of your enemy, the evil eye will  

 

take it from there.  

 

            If your enemy believes it is nonsense, saying to himself, ‘that it was just a  

 

dirty look,’ all the better. You know differently! When the time comes, castigate your  

 

enemy with whole heart, hold nothing back. The evil eye is intractable and absolute. It’s  

 

derisive faculty is surreal. It will be inconsequential if your enemy repents his/her past  

 

heresies. The evil eye is unforgiving even when you may be, so take heed and consider  

 

of all the angles before utilizing its raw unimpeded power. The insurrection of the evil  

 

eye is unblemished, progressive, deadening afflictions of madness and death. All of the  

 

previous sensibilities of your victim are deadened, deader and deader, ever and ever. It  

 

propels with paralyzing vilification, forever and ever.  

 

            The devils of the evil eye, take up their position through realized black magic,  

 

represented by the supernatural senses of the Satanist. His is the symbol of a depraved  

 

and vengeful kingdom. A black theurological tactic, immersed in the tantrum of the evil  

 

eye. Its precision strikes with death dealing accuracy. Undoubtedly, a crowd pleaser…  

 

Your target will feel a bone chilling claws of fear, tearing out his throat. The triangulation  

 

of the evil eye is the essence of terror unleashed.  
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The crux of the evil eye may be a curative curse. If you feel your enemy has repented and possibly learned 

his/her lesson. A simple wink at that person may ease some of its impositions. Yet, as I have stated, even a 

repentant enemy is consigned to oblivion. Heed well this writing before you cast forth the evil eye. 

 

The evil eye became a very widespread practice in medieval times. However, the inquisitors that actually 

encountered the evil eye gaze were to few and far between. The inquisitors quite often executed the wrong 

people. Rarely would they stumble upon a ‘true witch.’ Possibly, they could torture and burn ten thousand 

and still not get one. To the contrary of popular belief, the inquisitors were under the subliminal control of 

the ‘true witches.’ Pagans of today banter and rail that the inquisitors killed so many witches. This is 

obviously not true. The inquisitors were turned loose on their own kind. The Papal sword was unleashed 

against Christians. The inquisitors were corrupt, greedy and grossly disturbed. 

The Idol Of Perversity/ Jean Delville 
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‘The Satanic Paradigm’ 
In Historical Satanical Context 

 
            For centuries, dating back to the inception of Satan there has been a striking of 

innumerable omens. These omens reveal the sequential aperture and nature of Satanic harbingers. 

They mark a progression that parallels mankind’s evolution to his great oneness, or becoming. 

Satan’s beginnings started with the inception of the Assyrian Pazuzu and the Mediterranean 

Arhiman. These were just two names that would eventually culminate to the current diabolic 

force, that we now call Satan. This is a well known and generalized description of the historical 

context of Satan. It is a broad based and sweeping backdrop to what I call, ‘The Satanic 

Paradigm.’ It would require an entire analytical diatribe on this topic to explain the specific 

Satanic Perimeters that delve into each individual definition.  

 

             For the sake of brevity and to spare the reader of needless redundancy, I will consolidate 

this writing on the historical basis of ‘The Satanic Paradigm’ within a brief context. I will focus 

on our current trends and start from 1900 until now. Within the previous one hundred years there 

have been more changes to occur for humanity than in the previous five thousand years. These 

changes were across the board, industrial, technological, innovation, psychical and spiritual were 

the main touchstones of this profound amalgamation. Mankind is awakening from the previous 

dark age. However, this awakening did not occur for most. Therein lies the grand deception that 

has been wrought against humanity. The ‘many’ that have fallen to this grand deception are 

entering a new dark age. Humanity beg to be slaves, it is far easier to be a slave, than to show any 

exemplary strength or forward thinking.  They embrace their slavery with open arms. It is 

ingrained within their defeatist upbringings. They have succumbed to their surroundings. This is 

do, ‘in large part,’ because the deception is self-inflicted. The complacency and bereaved 

contentment of the masses is stifling them. They seek not for new change, but for new repetition. 

They live under the false pretense of mainstreamed equality. There is no equality. The only 

equality is in death.  

 

             The marginalization of humanity is well underway. The television messiah is spitting 

psychic damage into the minds of the many. Through ‘The Satanic Paradigm’ I seek to destroy 

those individuals who seek to mentally and spiritually enslave us. Satan, known as the adversary, 

is my mantra, it is my flag; it is my calling. For too long the masses have been herded like sheep 

into a pen of interbred lies. For too long, the tune in-tune out vomit has been spoon-fed to 

mankind in order to transform them into sheeple. They are fodder for the cannon. They are ash 

blowing in the radioactive wind.  

 

             The Satanic Paradigm will not cry out to anyone who will listen. However, it will cry out 

to those that comprehend. It cries out in order to signal the true awakening of Satan to the masses. 

Gog and Magog lie in the east within a house of harlots. The astral keys have been cranked. The 

machinations of the gates have been opened. Those that reside in the slumber, that has been 

enacted upon them, will die in their sleep. This is the crux of ‘The Satanic Paradigm.’ I will now 

give a brief Satanic timeline of historical events from the previous century. It will show some 

landmark occurrences that have led up to today and into the future.  
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Satanic Paradigm Historical Timeline 

 

In 1966 Anton Szandor LaVey declared that the ‘Satanic Age of Fire’ was born. 

He released ‘The Satanic Bible’ to commemorate this event in 1969.  

 

In 1988 Zeena LaVey, now Schreck, declared through her ‘8/8/88 Celebration’ that Satan had 

overthrown the worlds ministers and Satan was the overlord of this world. This was codified by 

numerological calculations, both biblical and unbiblical.  

 

In 2009, I declared that a metaphysical and meta-mystical ‘Satanic Paradigm Shift’ has occurred 

within the world community. This is reinforced by the last set of sequential single digit pairings 

of numbers that we will see in out lifetime.  The populace grows more malefic and evil.  

 

In 2011 there will be some drastic and not so drastic upheavals that will revolve around further 

biblical and unbiblical contexts. These will be known as, ‘the end of ages.’ 

 

In 2012 there will be a profound cosmological alignment. The results of which will be a 

recalibration of mankind’s connectivity with himself and alien intelligences. This will be known 

as, ‘the end of calendars.’  

 

In 2050 mankind will merge with his machines. Death will be but a dream. This will be known 

as, ‘the end of mankind as we now perceive.’ 

 

            The answers I have given are in no way complete and are subject to change. They 

are highly cerebral. Fate is never a straight line. Even the past can be relived and 

reconfigured. Mirrors contain all of the histories that have gone before them. So too does 

the human mind encompass such a spectrum. The interconnectedness of humanity is 

being splintered on purpose. Through ‘The Satanic Paradigm’ I seek to reestablish the 

breakers, to infuse the likeness of the Satanic Aryan within. The premise of these 

answers, which I have given, are to incite and compel further questions. They are given to 

challenge what is commonly known as mainstream thinking on the subject of Satanism 

today. Satan itself is an incomprehensible mystery. I seek to decipher it. So mote it be. 
 

Calling Down The Moon – Maxine Sanders 
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Satanic Convocations 
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Satanic Convocations 
Introduction 

 
            From these Satanic convocative procedures may the black magic practitioner 

further partition himself away from the sheeple society, which surrounds him/her. It is 

my ardent wish that all of your wishes come true through these brief Satanic inscriptions. 

Let nothing hinder you on your exploration, your endeavors along ‘The Left Hand Path.’ 

 

            May you discover riches, lusts and your enemies be rooted out and destroyed, all 

things are possible in Satan, all is accomplished, all is permitted. The manifestation of all 

things diabolical can be yours to attain, to further awaken within inherent evil. 

 

            So go forth, gather your implements, gauge your Satanic state of mind, adhere to 

the principles of Lucifer, all things are now at your grasp through black magic power. 

Many now flock to Satan’s stead, who once shunned his ordinances. More now than ever 

before we as practitioners of the arcane arts are coming to the fore of supernatural intuity. 

The time has come to exhibit our strange contrasts and show our pentacle aims, we are at 

the forefront of a new age of dark attraction and revulsion, a new age of remote 

influencing and collusion, a new age of fire and witchcraft insurrection.  

 

            Let nothing hinder you from your indulgences. Everything from ‘Neo-Satanic-

Theory’ to state of the art ‘Satanic Rites’ are yours to command here, devoid of marred 

imperfections, fatal undertakings, dis-affirming oaths and waning spirits. This work shall 

raise you up, not cast you down. So stay the Abyssal course! Through these evocations 

unto Belial, the knowledge of Luciferi is achieved with Bacchic frenzy and renewed 

states of ecstasy. Let these evocations bring you away from unintelligible voids and bring 

you unto expiations paradox, a state of revival.  

 
Before the night expires I shall bewail that my soul is ready to join with the Lucifer of the stars. I shall trace 

the pentacles and etch the sigils to achieve the Satanic source, my Mithraic Mephistophelean God. 

 

            To reinforce that which has been previously stated, the ultimate aim of these 

Satanic convocations is to elevate the black magic practitioner, not enslave or hinder 

him/her. By no means is this a mere condensed account of black magic conjurations, on 

the contrary, you will find very articulate and precise machinations, which will enable 

you to hone your skills, without vague nuances of failed innuendo, or fabricated 

experiments leading to nothing. The density of black magic is vast. Through my efforts, I 

have inscribed in the simplest terms possible, an easy to read dissertation on an 

inexhaustible theme and witchcraft facilitation. Those that know will know, those that do 

not, be banished…   

 
I now announce that the great Astaroth is not dead!  

No, he lingers in the dimensions between angles, come awaken him… 
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The Appellation To Astaroth 
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The Appellation To Astaroth 
‘Malleus-Satanas’ 

 
This Satanic arcane rite is done in order to commemorate Samhain. Hence, any hexen night 

during the ‘All-Hallows Nights’ of October is suitable for this working. The obvious choice from 

which to conduct this rite is ‘Halloween.’ An abandoned church, Christian or otherwise, is the 

concise location to which to invoke ‘The Appellation to Astaroth.’ Ruins or druidic areas are even 

more preferable. However, to utilize a formal active church, may constitute trespassing, be 

careful and proceed with caution. 

 

This rite is to show dedication unto Astaroth. Satanic witches/warlocks gather together and 

proclaim as such. Masks of Halloween and garb are worn. Wands or daggers must be at hand. A 

cymbal and a horn are prerequisites for this working; they too must be at hand. The operant 

musicians of the horn and cymbal are non participants. A door with a lock must be at the ready. If 

none are nearby, a symbolic door with a lock must be procured. Three crosses are needed for 

desecration. 

 

A coven of thirteen is to gather on a moonlit Hallows night. However, any number of people 

could take part, less or more. The High Priestess leads the evocation unto Astaroth. The coven is 

to approach in a single file line. The High Priestess is to be positioned on a knoll, higher than the 

rest. A bonfire is to be prepared, but not lit, if possible. The non participating musicians must be 

at the ready and know their parts. Aside music by electronic means is always a solid option. 

Everyone must be fully gauged in the ritual, memorization of it, makes for optimal cadence. The 

crashing of the cymbal is endemic with lightning, if it is a stormy night, all the better, this is the 

effect that is sought after. 
 

Astaroth often arrives in the feign-familiar form of the black cat. 

The French often infer to his arrival as the cry of the cat. 
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The coven approaches. A bonfire is lit. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Hear me oh’ Astaroth! 

                        Hear me as I make bold to say. 

                        We claim this ground henceforth in Satan’s name.  

                        For what was taken from us, shall return again. 

                        It shall be consecrated in you Astaroth!  

                        We, the savants of your furtherance. 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        Hear our appellation unto you!  

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        Hear our appellation unto you! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        We are gathered hear tonight. 

                        On this night of nights. 

                        We are one in Samhain’s nightmares serene 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

Coven (in unison) 

                         

                        We are one in Samhain’s nightmares serene. 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Begin the witches widdershins dance. 

 

The coven begins to walk in a circle. They erratically wave there arms in the air, laying 

claimed to the renounced ground.  
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High Priestess/Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We denounce the false Christ. 

                        We exorcise the holy ghost.  

                        We claim this ground in the name of Astaroth. 

                        Our lord beyond the aether.  

 

The cymbal is struck.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Begin the cacophony of cackles!  

 

The High Priestess leads the coven, she zealously runs throughout the area. If it is 

indoctrinated, formal holy ground, they encircle it, running wildly, screeching and 

howling. This is to proceed for several minutes; it is not uncommon to chase each other.  

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

The High Priestess returns to her position. 

 

The High Priestess 

 

                        Coven, conjoin! 

                        Gather in the sign of the goat. 

 

The coven returns and gathers around the High Priestess, they encircle her and the fire. 

 

High Priestess (gives the sign of the horns) 

 

                        Give the sign of the horns. 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

All of the coven juts their arms upward and give the sign of the horns. 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 
High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Oh’ Astaroth! 

                        Hear us on this Hallowmas Night! 

                        We beckon you to behold and manifest in the whispering of the locks. 
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At this point, if an actual church door is in place or near, the High Priestess will approach 

it. The coven will follow her. The High Priestess bends down and whispers, then blows 

into the church door locks. This was done in ancient times to curse the feeble townsfolk, 

huddled inside, who hid from the devils that walked the earth on Halloween.   

 

High Priestess (whispers into the lock) 

 

                        You who hide inside are forever damned unto our devils night. 

                        You belong to Satan! 

                        Come out, come out, wherever you are? 

                        Astaroth shall claim your soul. 

                        In the name of Lucifer, the morning star. 

 

At this point the High Priestess blows into the locks.  

 

High Priestess/ Coven (shout in unison) 

 

                        Come out, come out, wherever you are! 

                        Astaroth will claim your soul. 

                        In the name of Lucifer, the morning star! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Incant the tempest of ghosts! 

                        The gates of Hell are opened 

                        Devils walk the earth! 

 

The coven is to cackle and make sounds as a tempest of ghosts. The High Priestess 

returns to her original position. The coven follow her soon after.  

 

 High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Their doom has been sealed. 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream. 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream! 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

The cymbal is struck.  

 

 



 67

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Begin the witches widdershins dance. 

 

The coven begins to encircle the High Priestess and the fire. 

 

High Priestess/ Coven (sing in unison x2)                         

 

                        We are one in nightmares serene. 

                        Astaroth come forth. 

                        All Hail Halloween!  

 

The horn is sounded, the cymbal is struck. The coven interlocks arms and encircle the 

High Priestess.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised)  

 

                        The portals of death have been vanquished. 

                        We traffic in the leagues of Satan. 

                        Satan is the freeborn. 

                        Death to the restrainers!  

                        Recite after me, ‘The Tennets of the Left Hand Path.’ 

 

                        We are the interlocutor. 

                        We are the iconoclast. 

                        We are the warders of Hecate. 

                        We are the first and the last.  

                        We trod ‘The Left Hand Path.’ 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We are the interlocutor. 

                        We are the iconoclast. 

                        We are the warders of Hecate. 

                        We are the first and the last. 

                        We trod ‘The Left Hand Path.’ 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        We are the interlocutor. 

                        We are the iconoclast. 

                        We are the warders of Hecate. 

                        Death to the restrainers. 

                        Death to Christianity.  
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High Priestess/ Coven (in unison)                         

 

                        We are the interlocutor. 

                        We are the iconoclast. 

                        We are the warders of Hecate. 

                        Death to the restrainers. 

                        Death to Christianity.  

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream. 

                        All Hail Halloween! 

  

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream. 

                        All Hail Halloween! 

 

The High Priestess begins to throw two or three crosses/crucifixes of any type onto the 

ground before coven. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        The cross has failed! 

                        The false Christ is dead! 

                        Satan lives! 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        The cross has failed! 

                        The false Christ is dead! 

                        Satan lives! 

 

High Priestess (points) 

 

                        Crush the cross!  
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The coven proceeds to stomp, crush and destroy the crosses sent unto them by the High 

Priestess.  

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Urth-Verthandi-Skuld-Loki. 

                        Hear us, oh’ Astaroth. 

                        Entreat our Satanic Ceremony.  

                        This we command in the name of Satan. 

                        Whose mercies flourish and whose sustenance shall prevail.   

                        To sustain our furtherance in this age of Halloween.  

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

The cymbal is struck. The coven prostrates themselves. 

 

High Priestess (faces skywards, arms raised) 

 

                        We are in league with Satan, in Satan we trust! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas! 

                        Death to the restrainers! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

Coven (rises slowly, in unison) 

 

                        We are in league with Satan, in Satan we trust! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas! 

                        Death to the restrainers! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down!  

 

The cymbal is struck. 
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High Priestess (faces skyward, arms raised) 

 

                        We are the harbingers of Lilith. 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas! 

                        Death to our gray force enemies! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down! 

                         

Coven (rises slowly, in unison) 

 

                        We are the harbingers of Lilith. 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas! 

                        Death to our gray force enemies! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess (faces skywards, arms raised) 

 

                        We are the anointers of Hell. 

                        Grant unto us your eternal reward, we reverence! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas!  

                        Bring the hexen hammer down!  

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

Coven (stands upright, in unison) 

 

                        We are the anointers of Hell. 

                        Grant unto us your eternal reward, we reverence! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleus-Satanas!  

                        Bring the hexen hammer down!  

 

The cymbal is struck.  
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High Priestess (faces skyward, hands in the sign of the horns, shouts) 

 

                        Behold, Astaroth!  

                        Our witches power gesture! 

                        We are the death defiant! 

                        We are the damned! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleaus-Satanas! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down! 

 

High Priestess/ Coven (faces skyward, in unison, sign of the horns) 

 

                        Behold, Astaroth!  

                        Our witches power gesture! 

                        We are the death defiant! 

                        We are the damned! 

                        Nothing in this world or beyond can constrain us! 

                        Malleaus-Satanas! 

                        Bring the hexen hammer down! 

 

The cymbal is struck. All celebrants remove their wands. 

 

High Priestess (points wand skywards) 

 

                        We raise our wands to pull down the moon. 

                        We raise our wands to pledge our souls to you. 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream. 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

Coven (wands raised skywards, in unison) 

 

                        We raise our wands to pull down the moon. 

                        We raise our wands to pledge our souls to you. 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        We are one in black magic’s dream. 

                        Hail Halloween! 

 

The cymbal is struck. 
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High Priestess (reads) 

 

                        Masakara – Masakara – Lilith – Satana. 

                        Astaroth, hear our exhortations. 

                        Satan is the impulse to infinity. 

                        His is the prime symbol, sigil and semblance to limitless special infinity. 

                        Ours is ‘The Left Hand Path,’ a monument of unfolding contrasts. 

                        Ever questioning, ever calculating, ever defiling. 

                        Ever be with us in your infernal mystery. 
                          We are the contending diabolic force in matter, spirit, light and darkness, converged. 

                             We strive to greaten the Satan within ourselves.  

                        So mote it be. 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We strive to greaten the Satan within! 

                        So mote it be. 

 

The horn is sounded. The cymbal is struck. 

 

High Priestess (wand pointed east) 

 

                        I now call the quarters of the universe to us! 

                        From out of the east. 

                        In Astaroth, we are one. 

 

Coven (points east, in unison) 

 

                        From out of the east. 

                        In Astaroth, we are one. 

 

High Priestess (wand pointed west) 

 

                        From out of the west. 

                        In Lucifer, we are one. 

 

Coven (points west, in unison) 

 

                        From out of the west. 

                        In Lucifer, we are one. 

 

High Priestess (wand pointed north) 

 

                        From out of the north. 

                        In Tchort, we are one. 
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Coven (points north, in unison) 

 

                        From out of the north. 

                        In Tchort, we are one.  

 

High Priestess (wand pointed south) 

 

                        From out of the south. 

                        In Beelzebub, we are one. 

 

Coven (points south, in unison) 

 

                        From out of the south. 

                        In Beelzebub, we are one. 

 

The cymbal is struck.  

 

High Priestess (faces skyward, wand raised) 

 

                        Satan occupies the pulpit. 

                        We are the heresy. 

                        We are the Satan! 

 

Coven (faces skyward, wands raised) 

 

                        Satan occupies the pulpit. 

                        We are the heresy. 

                        We are the Satan! 

 

High Priestess (wand raised) 

 

                        Hail Astaroth! 

                        The gates are open! 

                        Hail Halloween! 

                        The devils run free! 

  

The cymbal is struck.                        

 

The coven begins to wildly encircle the High Priestess and the fire. 

 

Coven (in unison x3) 

 

                        Hail Halloween! 

                        The devils run free! 

 

The cymbal is struck. The coven continues to circle the High Priestess.       
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High Priestess (arms outstretched) 

 

                        We ever strive to greaten the Satan within! 

                        We are the Bauchic satyrs. 

                        Let us consecrate our festival of the hallows. 

                        Let us consummate our Satanic Vitus Dance in Bauchian reticence.  

                         

                        We are the furtherance of the age of fire. 

                        We are Sekhmet’s slash. 

                        Our enemies shall be cast down to the land below the waves. 

                        We are a-thirst for blood in perpetual fire. 

                        Begin now the exultations in black flame. 

                        Begin now the orgiastic rites unto Luciferi! 

 

The coven strips and begins to exchange sex in an orgiastic rite, if so desired.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        As it is done, so be it. 

                        We are one with the dark spirit. 

                        Ever be within us. 

                        Bless our excursion, which now commences. 

                        In Satan we trust. 

                         

                        By the grace of Geyron.                        

                        I am the beacon of light. 

                        I am ‘The Wyrd of the White Witch.’ 

                        This concludes our All-Hallowmas Rite.  

                        Oh’ Astaroth, we feel your presence, near and far. 

                        We are one with the morning star. 

                        Hail Satan! Hail Halloween! 

                        Shemhamforash, in nightmares serene. 

 

The cymbal is struck. The rite is concluded. The High Priestess may preside over or join 

in on the orgiastic rite.  

 
‘The Malleus Maleficarum,’ translated to mean, ‘The Hammer of Witches,’ was a de-facto handbook for 

witch hunters and inquisitors throughout medieval Europe, between 1487-1550. In this working is inscribed 

its obvious reversal, ‘Malleus-Satanas.’ The Hammer of Satan, is now brought down upon the Christling 

hypocrites of today.  
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Crossroads – Abraxas 
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Crossroads – Abraxas 

 

            Typically crossroads evoke the image of a black magic practitioner etching a  

 

pentagram into the center where crossroads converge. In turn, certain Satanic rites are  

 

performed and a devil is summoned to do the bidding of the witch/ warlock. While this is  

 

the tried and true method of Satanic evocation. This ritual diverges from what has been  

 

commonly expected.  

 

            Crossroads – Abraxas seeks to enlighten the Satanic celebrant and purge his  

 

former frailties in order to become one with Abraxas. This leads us to ask, who is  

 

Abraxas? His name, in accordance with computation, numerically or otherwise, is  

 

decoded to mean ‘three hundred and sixty five.’ Hence, Abraxas symbolizes the number  

 

of days of the year. Abraxas represents all aspects of power and supreme intellect. His  

 

body was a stalky, well built man with the head of a crane. The avian symbolized the  

 

hailing of light, which is a bird’s habit at dawn. He bore a sword and a shield. Abraxas in  

 

total is the dedication to gnosis and strength. Serpents coil his wrists; they symbolize  

 

nous, which mean insight and logos, all comprehension. Abraxas inculcates the theory of  

 

the Satanists developing Aryan power, expanding all facets of his/her mind.  

 

            The Satanist ever struggles and strives to arrive at dark gnosis. This arrival  

 

is of the mystic kind, not a mere academic consideration. Abraxas is the portal through  

 

which the Satanic celebrant steps through to achieve heightened supernatural awareness.  

 

This mystical experience of the black magic practitioner is guided under a predisposed  

 

set of intuitive signs. These signs are sometimes seen or unseen. Yet, they manifest in  

 

empirical ways. Abraxas is by no means altruistic. Abraxas is war.  
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            Abraxas meets the initiate at the crossroads of time and space. He is in  

 

turn the harbinger of fate. Abraxas is to take on the role of cantor and the Satanic  

 

celebrant, the respondent. The ultimate purpose of this Satanic ritual is to expand the  

 

consciousness of the Satanist. To excel to higher states of infernal being.  

 

            Two practitioners are essential to carry out this ritual. One must be the  

 

aspirant, the other intuits the role of Abraxas. Disallow bystanders unless they do not  

 

gaggle or interfere with the ritual. Security or lookouts are welcome, as this ritual is  

 

primarily done outdoors in public or on public roads. However, it is most conducive to  

 

find an un-traveled byway of some kind from which to conduct this ritual. There is never  

 

any true privacy anywhere, it is just important to stay focused. If you are bothered or  

 

questioned, say you are reenacting a play and leave peacefully or go on with the work but  

 

know that you are probably being watched. It is always a safe bet to go somewhere else.  

 

            Crossroads – Abraxas is not so much a battle of wits as it is the attainment of  

 

wisdom. Temptation from the pentacle is frivolous. The aspirant is to become unified  

 

with Abraxas within the insular field of the pentagram. The circle is the precise  

 

enumeration that signifies the wheel of fate, the end of the cyclic year and a new  

 

beginning. Abraxas hails from the nether-reaches of the angular abyss.  
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            Suspension of reality is necessary. It is the thrust of the conviction behind  

 

this ritual. The aspirant asks, Abraxas answers. Although, with the intent to test and  

 

commune, not to deceive as in previous bastardized versions of this ritual. A crossroad  

 

is to be located that is not traveled. Look to abandoned areas or back-roads. Once one is  

 

found and deemed worthy, a pentagram must be chalked or etched into where the  

 

crossroads conjoin. The pentacle must be inverted from north to south. The points of the  

 

star face north. The magic words of power IAO inversus tetragrammaton, saboath and the  

 

sigils of Leviathan must be inscribed around the pentacle. The five points must be  

 

alighted with red candles. The aspirant must wear red, the cantor, symbolic of Abraxas,  

 

wears black. For enhanced effect, a mask of any kind may be worn by Abraxas. A  

 

necklace or ornament must be bestowed to the celebrant during the ritual as a gesture on  

 

the part of Abraxas oneness with the celebrant.     

 

            A chime/bell is required. Abraxas carries a sword or a staff. The aspirant may  

 

have a wand if desired. The main timeframe for this ritual is to be midnight during the  

 

dates of Dec 21-25, the ancient Pagan astrological date of the winter solstice. A blue  

 

moon to fall under this time period would be Satanically astronomical. An alternate date  

 

for this ritual could be Dec 29-Jan 4. Abraxas is time and symbolic of the new-year.  

 

Another obvious primary intention of this ritual is to be a pushback against the false date 

 

of Jesus Christ birth that replaced the true Satanic Pagan winter solstice.  

 
Jesus Christ birth date, although irrelevant, is actually sometime in August, not December 25 as 

many theologians believe. The more accurate date, as specified above, for the Pagan Winter 

Solstice is December 21. Long ago during the Medieval period, Christ’s birth date was falsely 

emplaced on the date of December 25. Many Christians claim that this placement was a 

consensus of Christian religions, nothing is further from the truth. This action was a direct assault 

on the most primarily powerful Satanic day of the year, December 21. 
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Crossroads – Abraxas 

 

Midnight strikes, the Satanic celebrant enters the pentagram. He raises his wand and 

faces south.  

 

Celebrant        I trod ‘The Left Hand Path.’ 

                        I encircle my dark designs. 

 

The celebrant circles the edge of the pentagram.  

 

Celebrant        I sustain the furtherance of our Satanic works.  

 

The celebrant points his wand at the sigils of Leviathan. He moves to the center, facing 

south.  

 

Celebrant (shouts, strikes chime)  

 

                        IAO Inversus Tetragrammaton! 

                        Come forth Abraxas!  

 

Abraxas approaches  

 

Abraxas (stands south)  

 

                        I am Abraxas.  

                        I am the invisible empire. 

                        I have no perceptible form. 

                        I am the alpha and the omega. 

                        Through me, your fate unwinds.  

 

Celebrant (bows)        

 

                        Grant me a shred of your perception. 

 

Abraxas           Time is suspended. 

                        I am the knower. 

                        You are the aspirant. 

                        You are the vehicle through which I shall perceive.  

 

Celebrant        Interstellar Abraxas, I am but a terrestrial shade.  

                        Refine and purify my soul 

                         

The chime is struck. 

 

Celebrant        Abraxas, merge with me. 
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The celebrant stands motionless. Abraxas circles the pentagram. He holds aloft a staff/ 

sword.  

 

Abraxas           I am the constant. 

                        You are the variable.  

                        I am eternal. 

                        You are expendable.  

                        I have always been. 

                        You shall eventually never be.  

                        I am the need. 

                        You are the castaway. 

                        A conscious failed condition of unfulfilled breed.  

 

Abraxas stops and faces the celebrant.  

 

Celebrant        I am and are the Satanic prefect. 

                        Inculcated belief unbreakable.  

                        Satan saves!  

 

The chime is struck.   

 

Celebrant         I must struggle to attain. 

                        I am bound to dark matter. 

                        I am the refined. 

                        Aspirant of the chosen!  

                        Abraxas, grant me Satanic illumination.  

                        Baphometic rejuvenation!   

 

The chime is struck.  

 

Celebrant        ‘The Left Hand Path,’ I will follow. 

                        I will not beg or borrow. 

                        The fetters of liberation. 

                        Burn within the twilight grotto.  

 

Abraxas (points staff/sword) 

 

                        The year is tilted. 

                        Time is suspended. 

                        I lie between the angles of the dimensions.  

                        I have hurled myself through vain contempt.  

                        Deem yourself worthy! 

                        Recite the oath! 
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Celebrant        In all ways, I shall conceive. 

                        To branch forth in heresy. 

                        I shall erect totems to the ecstatics of your lineage.  

                        I shall bestow a myriad of demonic influence. 

                        Upon those who worship the false redeemer, Christ!  

 

Abraxas           I am the serpent that mated with Lilith. 

                        I am the deviation, the aberrant.    

                        I am the horror of horrors.  

                        I have cloven hoofed my stamp upon this world.  

                        I am the enlightened evil that seeks to sever what has been joined.  

                        Do you commiserate?  

                        Will you traffic with Abraxas?  

 

Celebrant        I will in all things commiserate with you, Abraxas!  

                        Our mystic power concealed.                          

                        Our might is attained.  

                        In you, I shall infame!  

 

The chime is struck. The celebrant bows before Abraxas. A token necklace or gift is 

bequeathed to the celebrant from Abraxas.   

 

Celebrant        What must be done? 

 

Abraxas          Creature of my commission.  

                        Inverse the falsehood of Christ. (Daemon-Est-Deus-Inversus)  

                        Rip him from the sacred date of my rite. 

                        Restore the true and unadulterated Luciferian light! 

                        Ascertain the computation of my accord.  

                        Rent a calendar of slaughters in my name.  

                        Ever repel against the doldrums that beset us. 

                        From the ill conceived dispositions of the Christian sheeple.  

                        In all things stand with me and thine!  

                        Never waiver under this sign!  

 

Abraxas gives the sign of the horns. The chime is struck.  

 

Celebrant (shouts) 

 

                        It shall be done! 

                        So mote it be! 

 

Abraxas          Our bargain is struck! 

 

The chime is struck. 
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Celebrant (shouts)  

 

                        IAO Inversus Tetragrammaton!  

                        Hail Abraxas! 

                        A Satanic sage. 

                        We are one! 

                        We are the rage! 

                        Shemhamforash, Hail Satan!  

 

Abraxas          Do this in memory of me… 

 

The chime is struck, Abraxas departs.  

 

It is optional to ignite the pentagram with gasoline as a parting reverence to Abraxas.  

 

                                                Debauchery, 17
th

 century engraving 
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Litany To Luciferi 
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Litany To Luciferi 

 
The ruins of a church, grotto or an abandoned cemetery are the ideal setting from which to 

conduct this black magic ritual. The latter part of June with a waxing moon is the precise month 

from which to orchestrate it. Although, any month within the summer could be utilized. The 

summer solstice would be optimum. The timing should be between midnight and 5am. The 

morning star is the moniker or focal point of this Satanic rite. Accordingly it should be located in 

the night sky. Twelve practitioners are required, with the intension of inducting a new member to 

form a coven of thirteen. This rite appeals to the hermaphrodite essence of Lucifer, being 

Luciferi. 

 

All the practitioners should have staves. A bonfire should be prepared but not alighted until the 

precise moment. An athame, torches, white/ black candle, ointment and a cymbal are required 

magical tools. The new member must have in their possession a holy bible. Music can be played 

or separate musicians can be engaged in order to keep the cadence of the witches widdershins 

dance. However, increasing the number of thirteen practitioners is prohibited. As this is a Satanic 

witch coven ritual, it is primarily feminine undertaking. Male participants can be utilized as 

celebrants at the covens discretion. The practitioners should wear white robes or dresses. 

 

The high priestess walks to the center of the ruins or cemetery yard. She carries a staff.  

 

High Priestess (staff raised) 

 

                        Children of Luciferi. 

                        Through all the degrees of the profane and Perdition. 

                        I call unto you through the endless flotsam of the abyss. 

                        The circles of hell’s torrents that contain the insurrected. 

                         

                        I call unto you under the morning star.  

                        The sephiroth of the highest wisdom. 

                        Council me here. 

                        Come before me. 

                        Hail Luciferi!  

 

The high priestess chimes the cymbal.  

 

From all directions, the coven step forth out of the shadows. They form a circle around 

the high priestess.  

 

Coven (staves raised, in unison) 

   

                        From out of the north, south, east and west, we rise. 

                        We hear the magic call. 

                        Come one, come all! 

                        We live within Satanic totality. 

                        Hail Luciferi! 
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High Priestess (staff raised) 

 

                        I account for the number of twelve. 

                        Who attests the number of the coven of thirteen?  

 

Coven (in union) 

 

                        One of our number is nigh. 

                        In whom shall we rely? 

                        To bring forth a new coven member. 

 

High Priestess (strikes cymbal)  

 

                        We are the chosen few 

                        We are legion 

                        Ignite the fire!  

 

Three celebrants light torches and ignite the fire. The high priestess stands north of it.  

 

High Priestess (strikes cymbal, staff raised)  

  

                        Under the light of the morning star.                      

                        Begin the witches widdershins dance. 

                        Swear obedience to Luciferi. 

 

The high priestess stands motionless and transfixed upon the twinkling morning star. The 

coven begins to dance counterclockwise, circling around the fire.  

 

Coven (in unison, two times) 

 

                        Rise high for all to see. 

                        We are one with you, Luciferi!  

                        Through all of the angles of the night. 

                        We race to be at your side.  

 

The high priestess strikes the cymbal. The coven stops dancing. A probationer is brought 

forth before the high priestess.  

 

High Priestess (points) 

 

                        There is a stranger in our midst. 

                        Who is this before us?  
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The probationer is to have in their possession a holy bible.  

 

Probationer 

 

                        One who seeks entry into the coven. 

                        To repent the past heresies of false redemption. 

                        An earthly body, hiding imprisoned in ignorance and febrile deceit.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Kneel probationer, abase yourself before us! 

 

The probationer is made to kneel. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Coven, do you concur? 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We concur! 

 

High Priestess (addresses probationer) 

 

                        What is to be done with you? 

 

Probationer 

 

                        Use my body. 

                        Exorcise the soul.              

                        Purify the mind. 

 

High Priestess (addresses probationer) 

 

                        Swear loyalty unto Luciferi!  

 

Probationer 

 

                        I am bound eternally 

                        To our lady of the night, Luciferi! 

 

High Priestess  

 

                        Coven, shall we admit one who proclaims fealty unto Luciferi? 
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Coven (in unison, staves pointed) 

 

                        Admit the probationer 

                        Enter the trials of your internment.   

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Cast off the Christian slavery of your previous offense.  

 

Probationer 

 

                        I do so willingly, to show my devotion to Luciferi! 

 

The probationer throws the holy bible into the fire.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        So it begins! 

                        Bring forth the candles.  

 

Two candles, a black and a white are presented.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Probationer, I am the torchbearer. 

                        I am the heirophantress of punishment. 

                        I am the cornerstone of the Satanic symbolic. 

                        Do you accept the tears of Luciferi? 

 

Probationer  

 

                        With whole heart, unreservedly. 

                        My soul I acclaim. 

                        To rise long after my flesh has expired. 

                        To be one with Luciferi. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Bind her!  

 

The probationers arms are extended forward, exposed and tied before the high priestess.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Probationer, accept now the tears of Luciferi.  
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The high priestess takes the candles and pours hot candle wax on the arms of the 

probationer. In some situations, hot wax is poured on the face of the probationer to 

symbolize tears.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Proclaim your arcane virtue 

                        Attest the oath  

 

Probationer 

 

                        Luciferi occupies the centrality of my soul. 

                        In her, the furtherance of my Satanic works shall bewilder and beguile.  

                        Let this vassal be an instrument of Satanic celebration.  

                        This I swear in the name of Luciferi. 

                        I shall come whenever summoned. 

                        I shall avenge any harm done to the coven and its celebrants.  

                        I shall at all times hex, vex and perplex. 

                        Anyone who defies our Luciferian rite.  

                        I shall disclose no secret, to which we hold dear, unto death 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Stand up, sever the tie that binds.  

 

The probationer is made to stand. Her ties are cut and her arms are free.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Coven, under the morning star Luciferi. 

                        Present the sign of the horns.  

 

The coven thrusts their left hand into the air, giving the sign of the horns.  

 

High Priestess (strikes cymbal)  

 

                        Begin the witches widdershins dance.  

                        Incant the black magic affirmations.  

 

The coven begins to dance around the fire. The probationer remains locked into the gaze 

of the high priestess.  
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Coven (in unison, two times) 

 

                        Alegremos, alegremos, que gente nueva tenemos. 

                        Unto Luciferi, we are one 

                        Hellbound mistress of the black sun. 

 

                        Alegremos, alegremos, que gente nueva tenemos. 

                        Shemhamforash, hail Luciferi!  

 

The high priestess strikes the cymbal. The dancing ceases.  

 

High Priestess (strikes cymbal)  

 

                        Lady of the moon, my bride! 

                        Luciferi is her name.  

                        Now is the time. 

                        To be given the witch’s mark. 

                        Present the athame.  

 

The high priestess is given a silver athame. She takes the left hand of the probationer.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        In Luciferian light. 

                        We shall flicker. 

                        In darkness, we are one. 

                        Codified in praise of the rising horned moon. 

                        Do you accept the mark of Luciferi? 

 

Probationer 

 

                        Induct me in the honor of Luciferi, proceed… 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Undress her, revel her in the ointments of flight. 

 

The high priestess holds both of her hands above her head, simultaneously, holding the 

athame. Two practitioners undress the probationer. They oil her body with ointments. In 

days past, these ointments were of narcotic origin, to induce a hyacinth haze of euphoria. 

In some cases the ointments would preclude to the feeling of astral flight. The narcotics 

would also deaden the pain of branding or in the act of being given the mark of Luciferi.  
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High Priestess 

 

                        Behold, the glint of the athame of sacrifice.  

                        See how it shines in Luciferian light!  

 

The high priestess takes the left arm of the probationer. She slightly pierces the edge of 

the blade into it. This is not to be done in an excessive way. This act is more a nick than 

an actual stabbing. However, blood must be drawn. In some situations, each coven 

member drinks the blood of the probationer.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        We the coven of Luciferi, welcome you unto our fold.  

                        What is your witches name?                         

 

The probationer is no longer to be addressed as such, but by her witches name.  

 

Probationer 

 

                        Hecate beckons 

                        Lilith claims 

                        Luciferi reigns 

 

                        In the name of Luciferi, I am_______________________. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Coven, show adoration to our lady Luciferi. 

                        Reveal the mark of the morning star.  

 

All of the coven practitioners raise their arms and reveal the mark of Luciferi on their left 

arm. It can be a tattoo, symbolic mark or an actual scar.  

 

High Priestess/ Coven (in unison) 

 

                        We the coven of Luciferi. 

                        Invite you to a night of debauchery. 

                        The witches widdershins dance starts anew. 

 

The high priestess takes the hand of the probationer. The celebrants circle them.  
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High Priestess 

 

                        As it is done. 

                        We are one. 

                        As it ends. 

                        So to, it begins.  

  

                        So mote it be. 

                        One with Luciferi! 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        So mote it be. 

                        One with Luciferi! 

 

The coven engage in dance, drink and debauchery until dawn or until they feel their lusts 

are sated.  

 

The Ceremony - Appia 
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The Cavern Of Kali 
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                                         The Cavern Of Kali 

 

            ‘Thagna’ in the Hindi vocabulary means, the stranglers or one who is practiced in  

 

the art of deception. Thangna derives from the word ‘Thuggee,’ which was and still is a  

 

Satanic subversive cult. These cultists live open lives of virtue and secret lives dedicated  

 

to destruction. These stranglers or Thuggee once thought crushed out of existence by  

 

gallant British colonialism, have remained with us intact, in one form or another till this  

 

day.  

 

            The Thuggee were, in ancient times, a cult dedicated to sacrifice and murder.  

 

There primary aim was the worship of their form of the devil or evil power, known as  

 

Kali. They believed or still believe that Kali, the black one, demands lives for her service.  

 

In return, Kali grants material riches, success in this world and immunity from the gray  

 

forces which often plagued them. Later, the Thuggee formed into a highly trained group  

 

of assassins that were respected and feared. Even during this period the Thuggee cultists  

 

implicitly believed that Kali was their consort. Born of Shiva, Kali represents the evil  

 

spirit. She delights in the drinking human blood. She presides over pestilence, ever  

 

aspiring to rage a firestorm of destruction.  

 

            The image of kali, that has been passed down through the centuries, is one  

 

of conceptual ferocity. Her face is azure, her glance fixated, her bristly hair disheveled  

 

and braided with serpents. Around her neck hangs a collar of human skulls. Her black  

 

lips stream with blood; her sharp incisor teeth outstretched. The most dominant feature is  

 

her eight totem arms, each holding a curved dagger. Even today, the worship of Kali  

 

continues. Her temples reek of animal and human sacrifice. Her priests are still the  

 

Thuggee, the ‘sons of death.’  
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            However, the question still beckons us, who really is Kali? In further 

 

introspection, she divines into many different branches. Some of her devotees believe that  

 

Kali is the highest expression of Satanic depravity, others have relegated her to ‘Saktas,’  

 

a creative synergy of the universe that brings balance or that she has no actual shape or  

 

form at all and is a shadow place of perceptual existence. As ‘Bhowani,’ she is the  

 

desecrating lust of excess. She is the black flame, which burns cold in darkness. Her left  

 

hand path worshipers follow this principle. Her right hand, a lesser form of pure evil. Yet,  

 

nonetheless still evil, known as ‘Kaliyuga.’     

 

            These tantrics of both camps agree and surmise that the lustful license of Kali is  

 

needed to offset mankind. That Kali is the liberator of intoxication and an outlet for  

 

invention. She clears the way of stagnation through cleansing cataclysm. Over time,  

 

Kali has expanded into many reflective facets. Both her left and right doldrums repel and  

 

adore her. In Kali, there is no right or wrong, only subterfuge and annihilation.  

 

            Kali is a sexualized emblem of Aryan evocation. Kali is not just or unjust,  

 

she is the harbinger of the ultimate ecstatic experience of slaughter. Before you I have  

 

inscribed, ‘The Cavern of Kali.’ It is a ritual taken from the ancient diatribes of the  

 

Thugge cultists from long ago.  

 
Practiced in spiritual transference and possession, it was said that the Thuggee’s could 

‘transmigrate,’ move souls from one living person to another, thus avoiding old age and death. 

Quite often this practice was done to maintain a teacher or high priest upon the stead of the earth. 

A young child or adult of high fitness was often chosen for this process. The old vassal discarded 

for the new one. In turn, they could quite possibly live for a millennia, moving from body to 

body. The utter brutality of this transference being, that the essence of the previous owner would 

die along with the discarded body. The film ‘Mephisto Waltz’ captures this concept well. Taken 

of course, with a modern conception. 
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The Cavern Of Kali 

 
Devilry is essential to this ritual. What I mean by devilry is the very essence of the masquerade is 

incorporated into its working. All participants must don masks, symbolic of devils to attain the 

utmost atmosphere of black magic theatrics. This is required in order to enhance the pursuits of 

the initiate. This pursuit is typified by the chasing/hunting down of the initiate whilst he ventures 

out of the cavern. However, we are getting ahead of ourselves, as this event comes last. The 

significance of the chase shall be outlined later within the ritual itself. 

 

Two tiers of tests await the initiate as he/she descends into the depths of the ‘Cavern of Kali.’ The 

final conclusion, being an actual meeting of Kali, embodied in the flesh, via the high priestess. 

This ritual will require an entire coven or cast of practitioners in order for it to be orchestrated 

correctly. This is very much a group effort. Guards, doldrums, devils and stalkers all have roles to 

play. 

 

I have found the best results, of which to conduct this ritual, to be located within Mammoth Cave. 

Obviously, this location may not be accessible to everyone. In turn, any cavern crag will suffice. 

Even a hill with a steep incline, could work. A chime, drum, cymbal and incense are the 

rudiments for this ritual. A bag of coins must be on hand to suffice as a bribe for the guards. They 

must be on hand to add to the atmosphere of the working. An incensory of ash and a chalice of 

liquor must be on hand. As a prerequisite, all actions must be consensual. 

 

The initiate approaches the entrance of the cavern. Two celebrant guards, bar the way.  

 

Celebrant Guards 

 

                        Who seeks entry here? 

 

Initiate  

 

                        A worshiper of the highest and ineffable Kali, The Queen of Hell. 

 

Celebrant Guards 

 

                        We are distinguished, by your desire to enter.  

                        Yet, you are deemed unworthy.  

 

The initiate offers a bag of silver coins.  

 

Initiate  

 

                        Take this in honor of the most carnagic. 

                        She of the left hand path. 

                        She of the most ardent of bloodthirst.  
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Celebrant Guards 

 

                        Enter-invocant! 

                        May you find what should never be sought        

                  

The celebrants step aside. The initiate enters the cavern. After descending for some time, 

he/she enters an area of lit candles, known as ‘The Zone of the Hooded Doldrums.’ A 

celebrant, known as the Doldrum, stands in a white hooded robe in the center of a circle 

of candles. Two other celebrants in white robes are present. They stand to the left and 

right of the Doldrum.  

 

Doldrum  

 

                        What are the Satanic noble truths of Kali? 

 

Initiate 

 

                        Ardent, absolute, blind reverence to Satan without end. 

                        Satan ever lives. 

                        Satan ever dies.  

 

Doldrum  

 

                        The bucklers of Beelzebub beckon you. 

                        Yet, you bring offense to this refuge.  

                        The time has come to repent, kneel! 

 

The two white hooded celebrants approach and force the initiate to kneel.  

 

Initiate 

 

                        How have I offended you? 

 

Doldrum 

 

                        You shall come to know the formless black flame of Kali. 

                        You shall sate us with your blood. 

                        Restrain the invocant. 

 

The celebrants grasp and restrain the initiate. The Doldrum places the point of an athame 

dagger to his/her throat. The initiates shoulder is revealed.  
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Doldrum 

 

                        Kali is a-thirst. 

                        Kali – Ma – Himavati! 

                        Uma – Aum – Mastika!  

                        Ave Satanas. 

 

The Doldrum merely gestures to cut the shoulder of the initiate. No lacerations are to be 

made or blood to be spilt/drank, unless predetermined by the initiate. After this is done 

the point of the dagger is again pressed to the throat of the kneeling initiate.  

 

Doldrum 

 

                        Ring in the deceivers. 

                        We are the coven of Kali. 

                        We are those who face inwards, within silent violence. 

                        Invocant, do you wish to proceed into the bowels of decadence? 

 

Initiate  

 

                        Yes, I seek entry here, unconstrained, in kali’s name. 

                        I seek to prosper in this undertaking. 

                        My body begs to be conjoined with her. 

                        My thoughts are affixed on nothing else.  

 

Doldrum (raises dagger) 

 

                        Release the invocant!  

 

The Doldrums force the initiate to stand.  

 

Doldrum (points) 

 

                        Go now!  

                        You have been chosen for admission. 

                        Kali awaits you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 98

The initiate walks to the next and final inculcation within the lower iniquities of the 

cavern. Kali, embodied by the High Priestess, stands against the west wall. She stands in 

a circle of candles. All of the previous celebrants and coven members in their entirety are 

joined here. They encircle the initiate as the drums begin to keep the cadence. Two 

celebrants act as assistants, usually to the left and right of Kali. All of the celebrants must 

don devil masks of some kind.  

 

Kali 

 

                        Invocant, approach! 

                        What do you seek here? 

 

Initiate 

 

                        I have traversed Anaka-Sheol to behold you. 

                        Oh’ most high, Kali – Ma – Himavati! 

 

Kali 

 

                        You are a lowly parasite. 

                        You dare to presume to enter my chamber. 

                        How is it that you have breached my subterranean vaults.  

 

Initiate 

 

                        I am a true worshipper of the most ineffable Satan. 

                        I beseech an audience.  

 

Kali 

 

                        You, who sow a multitude of fabrications. 

                        You are a filthy lucre of lies.  

 

Initiate 

 
                     I am not, I protest! 

                         I am the most distinguished of your honored guests.  

                         I am one who seeks to merge with you. 

                         I shall pull down the false temples of man to build and consecrate a world in your image. 

 

Kali (points) 

 

                        I shall test your adoration, disrobe!  
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Celebrants approach and remove the shirt of the initiate.  

 

Kali (points) 

 

                        Restrain the invocant! 

                        Place him/her on the rack! 

 

Two celebrant handlers grasp the initiate by the arms and drag him/her over a rock or 

similar bench.  

 

Kali 

 

                        With each strike of the cymbal, a blow shall be delivered.  

 

The Doldrum from the previous tier approaches with a staff or whip.  

 

Kali proceeds to strike the cymbal. Simultaneously, the blows are delivered. The cymbal 

is struck nine times. A mark of caution, this procedure is to be done with initiatory grace. 

Do not beat the initiate senseless, unless the initiate desires it.  

 

Kali 

 

                        It is done! 

                        The invocant has proved himself/ herself worthy. 

                        Bring him/her before me. 

 

The initiate is dragged before Kali.  

 

Kali 

 

                        Recite after me. 

                        I swear to call brother or sister, only those of the initiated here.  

 

Initiate  

 

                        I swear to call brother or sister, only those of the initiated here. 

 

Kali 

 
                          Nothing matters but the worship of Kali and the carrying out of the covens wishes.    
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Initiate 

 
                        Nothing matters but the worship of kali and the carrying out of the covens wishes.  

 

Kali (points) 

 

                        Blind the invocant.  

 

The initiate is blindfolded.  

 

Kali 

 

                        You have now entered a symbolic death. 

                        A death to the old life you led unto the new.  

                        Coven, sow the whirlwind. 

 

The initiate is turned, pushed, twisted and suffers general abuse at the hands of the coven 

for several minutes. 

 

Kali (shouts) 

 

                        Enough! 

 

The cymbal is struck. The initiate is released from the turmoil, usually falling to the 

ground in a severe dizzy spell. The initiate is dragged before Kali.  

 

Kali 

 

                        From death, there shall be release. Remove the blindfold.  

 

The blindfold is removed. 

 

Kali (arms raised) 

 

                        Satan is the scourge. 

                        Satan is the light. 

                        Satan is the ray of everlasting life.  

 

Coven (responds) 

 

                        Satan is the scourge. 

                        Satan is the light. 

                        Satan is the ray of everlasting life.  
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The cymbal is struck. 

 

Kali 

 

                        Drink from the wine of fire. 

 

A cup is presented to the initiate, which contains hard liquor. The cup, once received, will 

then be passed amongst all celebrants, refilled if necessary. In ancient days it would have 

been a hallucinogenic concoction.  

 

Kali (points) 

 

                        Invocant, will you accept the mark of the Beast? 

 

Initiate  

 

                        Yes! 

 

Kali, the High Priestess embodied, makes the sign of the horns. The gong is struck and 

the coven follows suit. She approaches the initiate and marks his/ her forehead with a 

pentacle of ash.  

 

Kali  

 

                        Recite the oath, after me, word for word! 

                        By what sustains me, I offer my entire life to the service of Kali.  

                        I will always hold secret and true this oath and my abeyance to it shall be   

                        under pain, affliction and death, if denied. 

                         

 

 

Initiate 

 

                        By what sustains me, I offer my entire life to the service of Kali.  

                        I will always hold secret and true this oath and my abeyance to it shal be  

                        under pain, affliction and death, if denied. 

                         

Kali 

 

                        Kali – Ma – Himavati! 

                        Satan alone is my liege and no other. 

                        Nothing shall deter me from the furtherance of his work.  
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Initiate 

 

                        Kali – Ma – Himavati! 

                        Satan alone is my liege and no other. 

                        Nothing shall deter me from the furtherance of his work.  

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

Kali 

 

                        Once again the invocant has proved himself/ herself worthy. 

                        Yet, real or imagined, the invocant shall not leave here alive. 

                        You shall stay with us, to dwell here forever. 

                        A true test of your endurance is now before you. 

                        Escape our tentacles and you shall be free. 

                        If you are captured, you shall remain here, with us, eternally.  

                        So it begins. 

 

The cymbal is struck. 

 

Kali 

 

                        If you are captured, you will hang from the point of a sword. 

                        Begin the chase. 

 

 

Kali turns her back on the initiate. All of the other celebrants do so as well. A pathway is 

formed for the initiate to exit.  

 

The cymbal is struck. (The coven counts to thirty in unison.) 

 

The initiate, at this point, must bolt for the entrance. He/ she will have a thirty second 

head start. Then all of the celebrants will give chase. If the initiate is captured before he/ 

she, reaches the entrance. The initiate is denied. If the initiate escapes, a further ceremony 

proceeds. A touch method of capture is appropriate. There is no need to tackle the 

initiate, unless warranted. Transcribed here are the two possible outcomes.  

 

First outcome; if the initiate does not make it to the entrance.  

 

Kali (approaches)  

 

                        Lecherous, fowl, ingrate, may jagged night gaunts devour you slowly. 

 

Coven (in unison) 

 

                        Deny, deny denied! 
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Kali 

 

                        Take him/her to the depths; cast him/ her unto the nether-reaches.  

 

Second outcome; if the initiate achieves the entrance and escapes unscathed.  

 

Kali (approaches) 

 
                     The rite is completed.  

                            The invocant has not only proved himself/ herself worthy, but has the resilience we require.  

                            His/her fidelity to Kali is assured.  

                            You are now apart of us as we are apart of you. 

                            Welcome to the fold. 

                            Shemhamforesh! So mote it be. 

 

The drums and cymbals are struck with fife and timpan on either of the outcomes.  
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The Sanctuary Of The Serpent 
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The Sanctuary Of The Serpent 

 
This ritual is best performed on a secluded beach or an isolated desert. The reasons for this are 

two fold. One, requires the ability to etch a thirteen foot, or longer, winding serpent into the sand. 

The second being that serpents are often associated with arid climes of Egyptian terrain. Other 

areas may be utilized, but a desert environment is ideal. 

 

All of the celebrants are to have staves and garner Egyptian Ankhs. White or black hooded robes 

are essential garb for this ritual. All of the celebrants are to have staves. Only four active 

celebrants may take part in this ritual. The rest of the coven acts as cantors. A chime must be at 

hand. Gasoline or candles will be needed to ignite the serpent etching, at the chosen moment. 

 

The serpent etching is the obvious focal point of the ritual. It is the symbol of Satanic 

regeneration, a cosmic moniker of the self. The Egyptian pantheon are the reigning denizens of 

this ritual. However, any other Satanic element, associated with desert regions, such as Pazuzu, 

Lilith or Ahriman, may be introduced. This ritual is not closed to any Satanic belief system. The 

goal of this ritual is to interlink worlds. The serpent acts as the intercessor, a Satanic source that 

peers beyond the ether. 

 

The cantors approach and encircle the serpent etching. The chime is struck. The cantors inscribe 

the infernal name, Melek-Taus, around it. 

 

Cantors  

 

                        We beckon unto you, Lords of darkness! 

                        We beckon unto you, Lalesh-Satanas! 

                        We, the zealots of your miracle. 

                        Come to our Satanic precinct. 

                        Pilgrimage to our shrine. 

                        Beyond space and time 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors  

 

                        Hear our call, unto you our souls are rent! 

                        We are the sons and daughter of the serpent! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hear us, oh’ Thoth! 

                        Rise from the aether, beyond the universe. 

                        Come before us, join us here! 

 

The celebrant representing Thoth approaches. He stands at the head of the serpent 

etching.  
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The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hear us, oh’ Typhon! 

                        Rise from Nebulon’s refuge. 

                        Come before us, join us here! 

 

The celebrant representing Typhon approaches. He stands at the tail of the serpent 

etching.  

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hear us, oh’ Sekhmet! 

                        Rise from the precincts of vengeance. 

                        Come before us, join us here! 

 

The celebrant representing Sekhmet approaches. He stands at the left of the serpent 

etching. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hear us, oh’ Set! 

                        Rise from the epithets of power. 

                        Come before us, join us here! 

 

The celebrant representing Set approaches. He stands to the right of the serpent etching.  

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Lords of darkness proclaim your ordinations! 

 

The chime is struck and a flute may be played for effect, or like music. The cantors begin 

to slowly circle the etching and the celebrants.  
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Thoth (staff raised) 

 

                        I am Thoth. 

                        I am thrice great. 

                        I am the geomatria of the universe. 

                        Who beckons me? 

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Thoth! 

                        Symbol of the black sun. 

                        In darkness, we are one! 

 

The chime is struck. The cantors circle the opposite direction.  

 

Typhon (staff raised) 

 

                        I am Typhon. 

                        I am the anointed of serpents. 

                        I am the hunger, which always feeds. 

                        Who beckons me? 

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Typhon! 

                        Symbol of the serpent. 

                        In you, we shall never repent! 

 

The chime is struck. The celebrants circle the opposite direction.  

 

Sekhmet (staff raised) 

 

                        I am Sekhmet. 

                        I am the revenge that interweaves, to enthrall, to deceive. 

                        Who beckons me? 

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Sekhmet! 

                        Symbol of the usurper. 

                        We are one in your polarity.  

                        Grant us the wisdom of death’s connoisseur.  

 

The chime is struck. The cantors circle the opposite direction. 
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Set (staff raised) 

 

                        I am Set. 

                        I am the alchemy of interchangeable agony. 

                        I am one of many faces of evil. 

                        Who beckons me? 

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Set! 

                        Symbol of Leviathan’s spirit.  

                        You reign in the violent black flame.  

 

The chime is struck. The circling ceases.  

 

Cantors  

 

                        Lords of darkness. 

                        We called to you in devotions name. 

                        We are one in the same! 

                        Without you, we are wracked in paeans of pain. 

                        Unite once more, in form of the inborn.  

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent.  

 

The fours representatives of Thoth, Typhon, Sekhmet and Set meet in the center of their 

serpent etching. They face off from one another.  

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Thoth! 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent. 

                         

 

Thoth (staff raised) 

 

                        I ever live, I ever die! 

                        I give extravagant transmigrations of thought. 

                        I am the moonrise. 

                        I am the Zodiacal force of Satanic regeneration. 

 

The chime is struck. 
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Cantors 

 

                        Hail Typhon! 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent.  

 

Typhon (staff raised) 

 

                        I signal the Satanic Aryan intuitive.  

                        I am the sacred tetrology of Lucifer.  

                        I interlink this world to the next. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors  

 

                        Hail Sekhmet! 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent. 

 

Sekhmet (staff raised) 

 

                        I am the end times, raping and taking. 

                        I scorpion pierce the zone of silence. 

                        I move in emptiness and astral wind. 

                        I am the etched snake of sin. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Set! 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent.  

 

Set (staff raised) 

 

                        I am the Satanic intercessor.  

                        I am the Satanic source.  

                        I am the cosmic moniker of evil. 

                        I am the sacrifice of a new dawn.  

                        I am inversed in Left Hand Path acuity. 

                        I am the contending force, which permeates all vitality.  

 

The chime is struck.  

 

Cantors 

 

                        Acolytes, recite the black magic affirmations.  
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Line for line, as the affirmations are being recited by the cantors, the four representatives 

of Thoth, Typhon, Sekhmet and Set clash their staves together.  

 

Cantors/ celerants (in unison) 

 

                        We are black magic’s evolution. 

                        We are the praetor human. 

                        We are the dark matter interwoven. 

                        We are the Left Hand Paths affirmation.  

                        We are the Satan! 

                         

The chime is struck.  

 

Once the final affirmations have been spoken, the representatives of Thoth, Typhon, 

Sekhmet and Set, face off from one another, across the etching. 

 

Representatives (staves raised, in unison) 

 

                        You have proved worthy of dark coronation.  

                        Acolytes, circumnavigate the serpent.  

                        Pass through the Arc of Yanue-Diaboli. (the devils door) 

                        Sing Leviathan’s praise!  

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        I am a being of violent flame. 

                        I am the purity of Satan’s name.  

 

The cantors form a single file line and walk the lines of the serpent etching. They pass 

under the raised staves of the representatives. They continuously recite until the last 

cantor has passed through the devils door. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        All have passed under the arc of Anubis. 

                        All that have passed through are henceforth, the chosen few. 

                        May many Satanic blessings be upon you. 

                        Let us recite again, the black magic affirmations.  
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Cantors/ celebrants (in unison) 

 

                        We are the apogees of Appollyn. 

                        We are the life wave. 

                        We are the ascended. 

                        We are the beasts of prey. 

                        We are the remember’ers!  

                        We are the Luciferian light and the way! 

                        We are the black magic affirmation. 

                        We are the Satan! 

 

The chime is struck.  

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        We are the beings of cosmic fire. 

                        We are the purity of Lilith’s desire.  

 

Cantors 

 

                        We are the beings of cosmic fire. 

                        We are the purity of Lilith’s desire. 

 

The representatives of Thoth, Typhon, Sekhmet and Set return to their positions at the 

edges of the serpent etching.  

 

The chime is struck. The serpent etching is ignited, either candles or gasoline. 

 

The chime is struck. The cantors begin to circle the serpent etching.  

 

Cantors/ celebrants (in unison x4) 

 

                        We are the beings of cosmic fire. 

                        We are the purity of Lilith’s desire. 

  

                        We shall never repent! 

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent.  

 

The chime is struck. The cantors continue to circle the serpent etching. 

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Through all our gain and our loss. 

                        We now conclude this rite, shemhamforash!  
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Cantors 

                         

                        We are the sons and daughters of the serpent.  

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Thoth! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

                         

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent. 

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Typhon! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

                       

                        We are sons and daughters of the serpent. 

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Sekhmet! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        We are the sons and daughters of the serpent. 

 

Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Set! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors  

 

                        Hail Satan! Hail Melek-Taus! 

                        Shemhamforash! 
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Representatives (in unison) 

 

                        Hail Satan! Hail Melek-Taus! 

                        Shemhamforash! 

 

                        So mote it be. 

 

The chime is struck. All is still and the coven watches for a few moments as the flames 

within the serpent etching dwindle.  

 

                                                    Sekhmet – Karnak Egypt 
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The Satanic Candlemas 
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The Satanic Candlemas 

 
A plaque or banner of Baphomet acts as the focal point for this ritual. A nude altar may 

be utilized as well. The coven must be of a dedicated grade. Any flakes or voyeur patrons 

must be banished. Black candles must be on hand for each practitioner. Also, black 

candles must adorn the chamber. This ritual asserts the self-indulgence of Gaia, its reign 

is the preeminent axiom of Lucifuge Rofocale. 

 

At the stroke of midnight on Feb 1, is the time designated to perform ‘The Satanic 

Candlemas.’ This ritual is a winter solstice dedication to Satan; it is a Satanic affirmation 

to the service of Lucifer. The main purpose of this ritual is a pushback against the 

Christian slavery, which dominates the earth. Blasphemy is its precursor. Lust for result 

may be its secondary achievement. 

 

A formal coven is required for its undertaking. The ritual may also be disseminated for 

solo use as well. As stated above, the defilement of the Christling and his harlot mother 

must be at the forefront of this black magic operation. This being said, the premise is the 

rite of putrefaction and desecration of the false whore virgin of Christ. This doctrine is 

possibly the most blasphemous citation yet, which I have inscribed against the false 

Christian deities. It rails against the induction of Candlemas as a Christian high day. The 

Satanic Candlemas seeks to restore the honor of this arcane rite and place it back into the 

hierarchal ranks of Satanic consciousness, where it belongs. 

 

The banner of Baphomet is posted west. As I have stated, all of the celebrants must have 

black candles. No other color of candle is permitted. Red must be worn, in some form or 

another, an armband or robe ect, by all of the celebrants. A chime will be necessary for 

Satanic cadence. An image or statue of the false virgin Mary must be on hand. It is to be 

kept veiled and placed to the left of the altar, until its necessary utilization arrives. 

 

As stated above, Feb 1
st
 was initially a very powerful ancient Pagan holyday. It was co-

opted by Christian slaves, who stole the date in order to bastardize its true and mystical 

Satanic origins, which are also known as Ordo-Maest or Nacht-Maest. (night mass) 

There are countless other names for this fundamental Satanic rite that I have entitled, 

‘The Satanic Candlemas,’ such as Imbolge Eve or Freya’s Day. In proceeding with this 

work, I have incorporated all of the various Pagan aspects and embellishments to 

embolden its eccentricity. 
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The Satanic Candlemas 

 

The chime is rung nine times. The High Priestess leads a candlelit procession of chanting 

celebrants to the ritual chamber.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Persephone, come forth!  

 

Cantors 

 

                        Persephone, come forth! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Baphomet, come forth! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Baphomet, come forth! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hela, come forth! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hela, come forth! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Asmodeus, come forth! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Asmodeus, come forth! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Tchort, come forth! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Tchort, come forth! 
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The High Priestess approaches the altar of Baphomet. 

 

High Priestess (faces Baphomet, arms raised) 

 

                       ‘In nominee de nostril Luciferi excelsis Satanas.’ 

                        In the name of Satan. 

                        The ruler of the earth. 

                        The king of the world. 

                        I command the forces of darkness to bestow their infernal power upon us. 

                        Hierophant Lilith rise! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hierophant Lilith rise! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Satan! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Satan! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Luciferi, god of liberty. 

                        Open wide the gates of Hell and come forth by these infernal names. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Satan! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan! 
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High Priestess (shouts) 

 

                        Persephone! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Persephone! 

 

High Priestess (shouts) 

 

                        Tchort! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Tchort! 

 

High Priestess (shouts) 

 

                        Focalor! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Focalor! 

 

High Priestess (shouts) 

 

                        Hecate! 

 

Cantors  

 

                        Hecate! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (turns, faces celebrants) 

 

                        Children of Acheron! 

                        Let us proclaim the adherence of our Satanic mystery. 

                        Begin the circle of the Satanic Candlemas. 

 

The High Priestess steps forward. The cantors circle her with candles. 
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High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Hail Satan rise! 

 

Cantors  

 

                        Hail Satan rise! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Luciferi rise! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Luciferi rise! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Persephone rise! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Persephone rise! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Hail Asmodeus rise! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail Asmodeus rise! 

 

The chime is struck. A book, if necessary, is brought forth to the High Priestess. 
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High Priestess (reads) 

 

                        We are gathered here tonight to celebrate our Satanic Candlemas. 

                        We assemble to honor and reinstate  

                        Our favored Holyday, that was stolen from us by fowl Christian hands.  

                        We shall set the date to rights! 

                        Persephone, come forth from netherworld rapture.  

                        Align with us, this Satanic Candlemas Night.  

                        We beseech you to take astral flight. 

                        We call upon you to anoint our undertaking here. 

                        We rebuke the false whore virgin of the Christling! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Persephone, come forth from netherworld rapture! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Persephone, come forth from netherworld rapture! 

 

The celebrants begin to walk in a circle around the High Priestess.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Sol-Vali Woton! 

                        Juno-Februata-Febris-Satanas. 

                        Et-Cum-Spiritu-Sancti-Luciferi. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (reads) 

 

                        Hail the maiden of Mammon. 

                        Heathen harlot of Satan’s celebration. 

                        We are the canons of Focalor. 

                        Hail our intercession of evil! 

                        Satan saves! 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan saves! 
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The celebrants hold still and remain in a circle formation around the High Priestess.  

 

High Priestess 

  

                        Acolytes of Asmodeus! 

                        Recite the ‘Libre-Satanique.’ 

 

High Priestess/ cantors (in unison incant) 

 

                        We are the ides of Lucifuge-Rofocale. 

                        We are the ushers of his works. 

                        We are the interlopers invitatorium putrefaction. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Satan saves! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan saves!  

 

The High Priestess approaches the sigil of Baphomet. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        I am in the rats. 

                        I am in the stars. 

                        I am near, I am far. 

                        Satan is without, Satan is within. 

                        We are the Satan. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (points at the veiled image of Mary) 

 

                        Unveil it! 

 

A pre-chosen celebrant unveils the image/ statue of the virgin Mary. The celebrants react 

harshly to its sight. 
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High Priestess (points) 

 

                        False whore virgin. 

                        Your stench has marred the essence of our Satanic furtherance.  

 

The High Priestess spits on the image.  

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Acolytes of Asmodeus. 

                        Show your displeasure! 

 

In a single file line, the celebrants approach the image and spit upon it. Candle wax may 

also be poured upon the image. In ancient times, celebrants would urinate, spill fowl 

decayed black blood and utilize many other forms of blasphemous putrefaction against it.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        We are the bringers of Luciferian light! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        We are the bringers of Luciferian light. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Hail the festival of fire! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail the festival of fire! 
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High Priestess (faces Baphomet, reads) 

 
                        Tchort, in the blood of winter. 

                             Take flight from Steppes grandeur. 

                             Let nothing break the psychic link of our Satanic endeavor.  

                             Endless winds that sweep over the skeletal remains of the tumult, beckon unto you.                                     

                             We summon you from the innermost black flames, that ever burn in our souls. 

  

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (faces celebrants, arms raised) 

 

                        Satan-carry us! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan-carry us! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Satan-impel us! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan-impel us! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Satan-sustain us! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan-sustain us! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Satan-sanctify us! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Satan-sanctify us!  

 

The chime is struck. 
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High Priestess  

 

                        Cantors of Leviathan. 

                        Let us recite the Satanic missals. 

 

High Priestess/ cantors (in unison) 

 

                        We are the canons of Focalor. 

                        We are the Satanic unification of higher consciousness. 

                        We are the feast of frozen black flames. 

                        We are one in Satan’s name. 

                        We are the intercessors of Lucifer’s commencement. 

                        We are the sword against Christian enslavement. 

 

The chime is struck. The High Priestess grasps the image/ statue of the virgin Mary.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        This image, this false authority, this whore of whores, this idolatry. 

                        This so called, virgin Mary. 

                        We despise it and its symbolism of Christian slavery. 

                        I cast you out! 

 

The High Priestess throws the image out into the circle of the celebrants. They begin to 

crush and defile it further.  

 

High Priestess (reads) 

 

                        In this blood of winter. 

                        In this depth of Malbolge. 

                        In this wolf’s month of the hunger moon. 

                        I now proclaim us, a crocus in the snow. 

                        We are one in the fiery flow. 

                        In the name of our master, Lucifuge-Rofocale. 

 

The chime is struck. 

 

High Priestess (points) 

 

                        Burn the image of the false virgin Mary! 

 

The celebrants set fire to the image of the virgin Mary. If it is a statue, it must be 

completely crushed or burned.  
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High Priestess 

 

                        Our rite is restored! 

                        Hail the Satanic Candlemas! 

                        Christ is dead! Satan lives! 

 

Cantors 

 

                        Hail the Satanic Candlemas! 

                        Christ is dead! Satan lives! 

 

High Priestess (faces Baphomet, arms raised) 

 

                        The time has come to present the alms of Azazel.  

 

The chime is struck. The coven disrobes. 

 

This section of the ritual is for consenting coven members. The coven does not need to 

proceed and can complete it in a standard manner.  

 

High Priestess (reads) 

 

                        Persephone, once a crone, is now a renewed daughter of Mars. 

                        Juno-Februata-Satana. 

                        Let her bless our assembly with renewed lust and vitality.  

                        Hail the harbingers of Hell. 

                        Hail the Satanic Candlemas. 

                        Commence the libation of the fleshold.  

 

The celebrants begin to orgy. The High Priestess walks amongst the coven and blesses 

them with hot candle wax.  

 

High Priestess 

 

                        This concludes the rite and restoration of Lucifuge Rofocale. 

                        Go forth in lust and renewed effervescence.  

                        Return to the Eve of Lupercalia. 

                        Shemhamforash! Hail Satan! 

                        So mote it be! 

 

The chime is rung nine times. 
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Come To The Black Sabbath            
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Come To The Black Sabbath 
  The Arcane Rite Of Brocken Peak 

 

            So many visions of dancing witches and cavorting bacchantes are evoked by  

 

the thought of a black sabbath. Faust and Mephistopheles are not that far behind.  

 

Innumerable writings on the topic of the black sabbath have been scripted. However, very  

 

few articulate the actual ritual involved in the spectacular event known as ‘The Satanic  

 

Black Sabbath,’ itself. This yarn seeks to reveal this ancient and arcane rite.   

 

            Brocken Peak in the Harz Mountains of Germany is the place from which  

 

to conduct this spectacle. This location has been used since medieval times and it is still  

 

in use to this day. Yet, any mountain or craggy region will suffice as Brocken Peak is not  

 

accessible to everyone. Also, any high Satanic holiday may be utilized for said ritual.  

 

However, Walpurgisnacht, the night of April 30, still stands as the preeminent date, from  

 

which to gather, and a gathering it is indeed, a gathering of covens.  

 

            In typical fashion the ‘Satanic Black Sabbath’ is for Satanic witches and  

 

black magic practitioners to assemble and pay homage to master Satan. It is a riotous  

 

evening of black rites and Satanic delights. Almost anything can happen and it usually  

 

does. Many songs have been extolled about this festive carnival night of debauchery. One  

 

song that seems to capture the mood best is, ‘Come To The Sabbath,’ by the 1970’s  

 

British band, ‘Black Widow.’ Some of this theme will be found here within the diatribe,  

 

to which is laid before you. For music and rancor are the backdrop for this raucous black  

 

celebration to Satan.  
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            To many sheeple’s surprise, killing and sacrifice are not practiced at the  

 

black sabbath. These actions are not condoned and are very much frowned upon.  

 

Sacrifice by definition, can be either human or animal, neither occur here. If any  

 

sacrifice it imported, it is done in effigy. In the rare occasion that sacrifice was used, it  

 

was against enemies of the coven themselves. It is widely known that Satanists are not, ‘a  

 

turn the other cheek group.’ Satanists do not garner their power from sacrifice. Satanists  

 

garner their power from within.  

 

‘Below is the basic premise of which a Satanic Black Sabbath entails.’ 

 
Witches, by the light of the moon, rode on brooms, those nights, to mountaintops, to consort there in 

obscene rites with Satan himself in the form of a goat. They would lift his tail and kiss him there, while 

holding a lighted candle, trampling and spitting upon the cross and turning up their rear ends to God. They 

would listen to a sermon preached by his Satanic Majesty to a parody of the black mass, where they would 

learn to freely surrender their souls to him. Tables with meat and wine would rise from the earth. A dance 

would follow, with the women bowing to their partners. Indiscriminate intercourse with devils and satyrs 

would terminate the sabbath, incubi and succubi would happily oblige. 

 

More is to follow. 

 

Let us begin… 
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Come To The Black Sabbath 

 

A chair must be used as a throne. A mock up of Satan or a high priest/priestess must play 

 

the role of Satan himself. Any type of magical implement can be brought to the sabbath. 

 

The main drive behind this ritual is to let go and have fun. The Satanist must not feel 

 

constrained in any way. An altar must be erected. A pentacle must be etched before the 

 

altar. It can be doused with gasoline for effect. A bon fire or bon fires must be prepared 

 

as well, but nothing is to be lit until the moment comes. Dress accordingly, all manner of 

 

masquerade, may take place. Drinks and cakes are essential. Crucifixes must be on hand 

 

for burning. 

 
As this is a gathering of covens, there may be some politics to this venture. Just work through the 

issues and don’t argue. It defeats the purpose. Any number of participants can join in. Yet, there 

can only be one Satan figure. Cast lots or let the role of the dice decide. If bitch fighting starts, it 

will ruin the evening, no one wants that. 

 

A throne is brought forth and set out for all to see. A gong or chime is set out next to it. 

The beating of drums commence, celebrants gather and join hands in a serpentine line, 

which snakes around the unlit bonfires. The high priestess in black and two witches in 

white walk to the altar. They carry black candles. The high priestess stands before the 

altar. The candles are set upon it. All may incant the ritual in unison, as one, if they 

choose to do so. It amplifies the effect. ‘All is still.’ 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                       ‘Inomine de nostri Luciferi, excelsis Satanas.’ 

                        I now call upon the four winds. 

                        To carry the incantations of the infernal ones.       

                        From out of the north. 

                        Come forth Tchort. 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Come forth Tchort! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        From out of the south. 

                        Come forth Astaroth. 
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Celebrants 

 

                        Come forth Astaroth! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        From out of the west. 

                        Come forth Asmodeus. 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Come forth Asmodeus! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        From out of the east. 

                        Come forth Lilith.  

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Come forth Lilith!        

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Come before us. 

                        Join us here! 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Come before us. 

                        Join us here! 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        Let us achieve Satanic singularity. 

                        Let Lilith bestow her boons. 

                        We are the beasts of prey. 

                        Rally and revel, his hour is nigh. 

                        Satan comes this way. 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Enhance our wit. 

                        Rise from the pit. 

                        Grant us the joy of raptures import.  
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The gong is struck. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        I now anoint our festival of the flesh. 

                        Let us not act by heresy alone, but by deed.  

 

The celebrants weave and sway. 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Antecessor Murmur rise, our Satanic paraclete.  

                        Come, carry us to Brocken Peak. 

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Come to our unhallowed grotto. 

                        Our mountain of high diaspora.  

                        We are assembled within Astorath’s amazing plethora’s. 

                        Over rocks, walls, crags, ledges and cliffs. 

                        Time shall be suspended, Satanic eclipse within a twinkling glimpse.  

                        Come one, come all! 

                        May our black sabbath commence! 

 

                        We make bold to say! 

 

The celebrants, hands fasted together, begin to snake throughout in pace.  

A flutist may lead the antic parade of the serpent. Clothes may be discarded at this time. 

Unguents and oils may be applied to the flesh. In ancient times, these unguents were 

narcotic laced to enhance the frivolity of the Satanic evening.  

                         

High Priestess/ Celebrants  (in unison)      

 

                        Come, come, come to the sabbath. 

                        Come to the black sabbath. 

                        All that is Lucifer is here! 

 

                        Come, come, come to the sabbath.     

                        Come to the black sabbath. 

                        Come one, come all! 

                        Near and far, to claim Brocken’s morning star!  

  

Celebrants encircle the unlit bonfires. 
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Celebrants        

 

                        We gather on this night of nights. 

                        Where many paths cross. 

                        To be avowed of Belial’s blessing. 

 

Torches are presented.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Come one, come all!  

                        In whom we are joined before the fall. 

                        Where what has been hidden, shall be foreseen!  

                        Come, come, come to the sabbath.  

                        Come to the black sabbath.  

                        Satan’s here!  

 

The gong is struck. Satan as represented in the personage of the Baphomet goat, walks 

forth to reveal himself. He stands before the throne.  

 

High Priestess (points) 

 

                        Behold, the imbued ecstasy of his manifestation!  

                        Light up the fires!  

 

Celebrants lower their torches and ignite the bonfires. Holding hands, they circle them. 

Satan sits upon the throne.  

 

Celebrants        

 

                        Hail the moonrise. 

                        He is risen!  

                        Through the alchemy of agony. 

                        May no outsider look upon our lawful master! 

                        Nor intrude upon our infernal rite! 

 

The gong is stuck. Celebrants that wish to don supernatural masks or costumes in the 

spirit of carnival are urged to do so at this time. A frenetical vibration intuitively pulses 

through the Satanic practitioners. It is here wherein all facets of Christian slavery are 

finally cleansed.  

 

High Priestess (raises crucifix) 

 

                        Lift up the false sign of the Nazarene!  
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The celebrants present a crucifix or similar religious items that represent religious 

repression within their hands, if desired.  

 

High Priestess  

 

                        This false emblem of Christian slavery shall be cast out!  

                        Liberate yourselves from the bonds of the gray forces and self-restraint.  

                        Satan saves! 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Satan saves!  

 

The gong is struck. Satan stands and gives the sign of the horns.  

 

Celebrants (circles the fire) 

 

                        Come, come, come to the sabbath.  

                        Come to the black sabbath.  

                        Where all shall be revealed. 

                        Where the twilight grotto gleams.  

 

High Priestess (sign of the horns) 

 

                        We rise above, what has been lost. 

                        Inwaiy, inwaiy, Beelzebub, come this way.  

                        Give the sign of the horns. 

                        Hail Satan! 

 

Celebrants (sign of the horns) 

 

                        Hail Satan! 

                         

High Priestess 

 

                        Dervishes drawn in dust. 

                        In Satan we trust! 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        In Satan we trust!  

 

The gong is struck.  
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Satan                

 

                        I reign, distant and far remote. 

                        Yet, I am with you always. 

                        Coven conjoin, all combine. 

                        Our power is strong. 

                        Our thoughts align. 

                        Break the falsehood of the Christ. 

                        Burn the cross!  

 

The crucifixes are cast into the fire. The drums and dance resumes. Wine is passed 

around. All manner of debauchery begins.  

 

High Priestess/ Celebrants (in unison, drink and revel) 

 

                        We drink the new wine of Satanic transubstantiation.  

                        We traffic we Lucifer, forever and ever.  

 

It is here where any manner of supernatural manifestation occurs. Storms, gales and 

unearthly torrents of sound.  

 

Satan (arms raised) 

 

                        Pneuma spiritus, I grant unto you!  

                        Drink the new wine of the silvery waters of debauchery. 

                        I am Luciferian harmony.  

                        I shall forever be. 

                        Come before me, join me here.  

 

The gong is struck. The pentacle before the altar is alighted. Satan sits upon his throne.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Begin the procession of witches wish. 

                        Begin the procession of the wicked. 

 

Celebrants whom wish the infernal blessings of Lucifer walk in a line to bow and briefly 

ask anything of Lord Satan. In turn the requests will be granted or denied. Drums 

maintain their cadence of the march. After the procession ends, Satan stands.  
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Satan (stands, gives the sign of the horns) 

 

                        Brothers and sisters of ‘The Left Hand Path.’ 

                        All shall be done in the accordance with the reverence shown unto me. 

                        We are kismet. 

                         

The gong is struck. 

 

Satan (arms raised) 

 

                        Bind yourself to me, body and soul. 

                        All death shall be followed by reawakening. 

                        Awakening in me.  

                        Begin the infame. 

 

It is here where acolytes may come forth, bow and kiss the hand or feet of Satan. In 

ancient times, Satan would prostrate himself and those assembled, and those wishing to 

do so, would kiss his rear. This form of degradation was done to show devotion to Satan. 

Sex was often interchanged as well.  

 

Once completed, cakes and wine are freely passed around.  

 

Satan (stands, takes cake) 

 

                        Eat this lasting covenant. 

                        Symbolic of the flesh of our enemies.  

 

The cakes are eaten or discarded. Often they were thrown down and trampled upon.  

 

Satan (sits upon his throne) 

 

                        Begin the haunches of the ecstatics.  

                        We are the lust. 

 

High Priestess 

 

                        We are the lust. 

                        In Satan we trust! 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        We are the lust. 

                        In Satan we trust! 
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Any form of consensual orgy of great proportion, may or may not occur at this time. 

Discretion is warranted. Satan observes the sensual exchanges and recites his final 

reprise.  

 

Satan 

 

                        As it is. 

                        So be it. 

                        It is done! 

 

Satan disappears. As some time of general rancor passes the high priestess calls the 

sabbath to a close.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        Oh’ Lucifer! 

                        Ineffable King of Hell.  

                        The dawn comes too soon. 

                        Away, away, the night transforms into the day. 

                        Away, away, until another black sabbath holds us in its sway. 

 

Celebrants 

 

                        Away, away, the night transforms into the day. 

                        Away, away, until another black sabbath holds us in its sway.  

 

High Priestess (arms raised) 

 

                        I now call to close the black sabbath of the year____________. 

                        It is done, so mote it be! 

                        Shemhamforash, hail Satan!  

 

Celebrants  

 

                        Hail Satan!  
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Come To The Black Sabbath – Afterward 

'Hocus Pocus, Tontus Talontus, Vade Celeriter Jubeo' 

 

Some may have heard about the witches of the Brocken, who on Walpurgisnacht, mount their 

broomsticks, pet beasts, goats or on leathern wings, and fly out into the dead of night to a plateau 

on the Brocken Mountain, deep in the dark forests of the Harz Mountain Range. There a huge 

bonfire rages through the night, and on this plateau, known as the Hexentanzplatz, the witches 

await the arrival of their master, Satan. 

 

             On the 1st of May, postcards, beer steins and wooden carvings glorify the season of the 

witch. Little old ladies cheerfully pressure shoppers into pointy black hats, tarot cards and 

devilish horns that glow in the dark. But back in ancient pre-Christian times, it was all a bit more 

involved than just the tourist attraction that it has morphed into, where visitors today dance the 

night away and scream at the spirits of winter. Today May 1st draws crowds to the tiny village of 

Schierke, and the townsfolk do a roaring trade in witchcraft. Yet, some ask, do real witches gather 

on the Brocken Peak on Walpurgisnacht...? 

 

Oh, I know for a fact, that Satanists, witches/wiccans and new agers, flock there in droves to have 

a massive get together, just as the modern 'druids' congregate at Stonehenge. Others believe that 

this, in reality, is less exciting nowadays, to what it was, in the very far distant past, when the real 

'black magic' took place there, many don’t know what they’re missing. 

 

             As a spring festival, May Eve was originally dedicated to Walpurga, a fertility witch of 

woods and springs, who, as legend would have it, rewarded human helpers with gifts of gold. 

Holda-Walpurga is also associated with spindles and thread (the hand tools of women for 

weaving). These commonplace items took on a magical significance on May Eve, when they 

were used for divination and love spells.  

 

             In E.L. Rochholz's 1870 folklore study, he describes Walpurga as a white witch with 

flowing hair, wearing a crown and fiery shoes. She carries a spindle and a three-cornered mirror 

that foretells the future. In the layer cake of northern European mythology, the symbols strongly 

suggest connection to the Three Norns, or Fates. These witches spun and wove the web of life, 

casting prophecies into their triangular ‘Well of Wyrd,’ which watered the ‘tree of life and death.’ 
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             Things have changed a lot from those long ago times and few people today understand 

anything about its original meaning. Life is not a struggle anymore, where people are personally, 

and absolutely dependent on the earth and the land for their survival. For the Celts and the 

Teutons, the coming of spring was a very important time. They celebrated the earths awakening 

from its winter sleep, and again to new life, which provides food for the people. The earth was 

prepared for the sowing of the crop, they wanted a long sunny summer season to ripen their grain 

and the fruits in the orchards, fatten their pigs and bring new life forth from there flocks and 

herds; and most important to the cycle of life, young maidens were prepared for the 'sowing of a 

crop' so to speak, and they took husbands. Married women had to bring forth the next generation, 

because not only did bad crops over the summer season mean hardships and possibly even death 

over the winter, more importantly, a family without strong young sons and daughters to help 

plough the fields and tend the crops was pretty much in for a lean and not so prosperous 

time...and a woman alone without a man and family was dead on her feet. Herein lies the secret of 

the witches. Why did mainly women go to these celebrations? Why are there rumors of wild sex 

orgy's on ‘The Witches Sabbath?’ What's with the old crone image? Stories don't just spring up 

out of nothing. It all had to do with hocus-pocus. The power, through black magic, to sustain 

themselves, anyway they could, it was simply survival. 

 

             According to Hans Baldung Grien (ca 1484-1545) and Pierre de Rostegny, aka De Lancre 

(1553-1631), (who were writing about these pagan rites during the Christian period remember), 

human flesh was eaten during ‘The Black Sabbath,’ preferably children, and also human bones 

stewed in a special way. It was also said by some authors that salt, bread and oil were prohibited 

because the devil hated them, while other testimonies told about delicious dishes. Other 

descriptions add that human fat, especially of non-baptized children, was used to make a magic 

potion that enabled the witches to fly. It was also believed that witches could fly by themselves, 

ride a broom, or be carried by demons to the place of the meeting. 

 

             Progressing on into modern times, we have a revival of interest in ancient mysticism, the 

occult and whatever grabs the imagination, all the doings of the inquisition are analyzed and 

looked upon with warranted horror...but now, as far as belief is concerned, anything goes, and all 

has again been returned to lead people to renewed belief in the supernatural powers of a witch. 

There are people today going though all sorts of Satanic rituals knowing very little about it, in a 

belief that they will gain something tangible out of it all. Truth be told, "Modern Witchcraft", 

commonly called "Wicca", is coming full circle, indeed it has so many western women today 

'spellbound'. It was started in England with an English civil servant, amateur anthropologist, 

writer and occultist by the name of Gerald Gardener. Gardener set up his following only as early 

as 1949, with the publication of his "High Magic's Aid", and "Witchcraft Today", where he 

blends the old "Mother Goddess Religion" with the teachings of Margaret Maori, "The witchcraft 

in Eastern Europe", and "The God of the Witches" (1933), borrowing practices from his friend, 

‘British Satanist Aleister Crowley,’ and ideas from Hinduism, Theosophy, Freemasonry and 

Rosicrucianism.  

 

             I have enclosed this light-hearted historical contextual afterward to show that the 

revitalization of black magic and the interest in the sabbath of Brocken Peak is very real. If you 

feel that you are a true Satanic practitioner, I highly recommend that during the month of April, 

you etch out a bit of your time and venture to ‘The Brocken Peak.’ It is exhilarating, exciting and 

esoteric. ‘Come to the Black Sabbath!’  
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The Satanic Hymns 
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Homage To Halloween 

 

We conceal our travail to curse 

One in the Black Sabbath unseen 

All raconteurs, saboteurs 

Homage to Halloween 

 

Decisive, we strike the blow 

Howling from the unknown 

Trickster doors to dimensions stand ajar 

The witchling’s feel, psychically enhanced and keen 

Homage to Halloween 

 

We fashion a broom 

Away we fly 

Tomorrow we die 

Tonight is the devils night obscene 

Homage to Halloween 

 

Unto the black mass, we call beyond the scope of material gluttony and grope 

We rise to the occasion 

True heart and mind 

To hold fast the pact 

Our souls entwined 

One with the aethers 

The light of our cherished bell, book & candle means 

Homage to Halloween 

 

From ages past to yesteryear 

We raise the specter of fear 

Aghast, afraid and running 

Through the corridors of our spells, strife and cunning 

I know as you know 

It won’t be long 

The clock strikes mystical 

Amongst the throng 

We shall remain forever here 

A ghost trapped, awaiting another purgatorial tier 

For October’s deflowered bristling 

Homage to Halloween 
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From all four corners 

North, south, east and west 

We cry, carouse, arouse and caress 

To be no more bereft 

The falling leaves trickle through the ravine 

Homage to Halloween 

 

Fixated and adorned 

In the dying that rise to be re-torn 

Galvanize by the phantomwise 

Deceit ever closening 

Homage to Halloween 

 

Unleash a swath of curses 

Darkness our true nature 

Shines like a beacon opalescent 

The winds carry traces of preeminent witches careen 

Things aren’t what they seem 

Homage to Halloween 

 

Oracles cast by the fires of fate 

Tarot shrill, we won’t be late 

The waters under the oath we swore 

To a deed in gift written in blood 

Flow to the night of nights we adore 

Flowing as one onto Acherons shore 

Flock of a tether hide together 

Sever and sever 

The true stand proud in infernal gleam 

Homage to Halloween 
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The Satanic Oath 

 
By the symbol of the creator 

I swear henceforth to be 

A faithful servant of his most puissant arch angel, the Prince Lucifer 

Whom the creator designated as his regent and lord of this world 

 

As a being now possessed of a human body, within this world 

I decree to serve him and no other 

So mote it be 

 

Lord Lucifer 

I proclaim, as a being constrained by no earthly boundary 

I am instilled with your infernal gnosis 

I dedicate my mind, body and soul unreservedly 

To the furtherance of your designs 

My lawful master Satan 

 

This I decree on this day________________________________. 

I swear the oath unto Satan 

To worship him and no other 

To accept all of the designs of his evidentiary omens of command 

To see without seeing 

To know, without knowing 

Foe his is the kingdom and the priori within me 

A dwelling of devils, am I 

Forever and ever 

Without end 

 

If I ever betray my oath, I desire that Lilith shall rise and slit my throat and drag my soul 

to Hell, to be lacerated and tortured in the rising and falling of the black flames of the 

dammed. In my mind the horror of such betrayal beckons to you oh’ Satan. I shall honor 

you in the Luciferian majesty of your countenance. Even in these trivialities, I shall never 

betray my oath to thee. I crave to be one with thee. Hell holds no fury for me. I shall bow 

before Hecate. 

 

So Mote It Be. 

Shemhamforash! Hail Satan! 
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Witch – Wish 

 
I want to believe 

I want to deceive 

I want to be released from the gray force grip 

I want to walk down the witches’ street 

I want to offer sweet offerings of luck to those I meet 

 

Hear my witches’ wish 

 

Oh’ Lucifer, I will commune with you forever and ever 

I shall call to the sirens of the tempest 

I am not sated 

I am not domesticated 

I am not servile, sterile, puerile 

I am not tranquil 

I am not marginalized 

Within me, Astaroth thrives 

 

I am the grace 

I am the trial 

I am the redemption 

I am the proclamation 

I am the Satan 

 

I am not still 

I am a-thirst 

I am not tamed 

 

A ring of deceivers, faces of inward, silent violence 

I am the swaying serpent 

 

I want to believe 

I want to deceive 

I want to be released from the gray force grip 

I want to walk down the witches’ street 

I want to set fire to those I meet 

 

Hear my witches’ wish 

I want to find a way to be set free 

I want to find a way to be unleashed 
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I hear the devil calling throughout the night 

I can’t be saved 

I want to live 

I want evil eternally 

Oh’ Satan, deliver me… 

 

I kill without pause 

I have lost confidence in my holocaust 

Onto the sky and into the wind 

I shall ride until the nights end 

I have disheveled your words, shunned in doubt, shut in 

I shall never be marginalized by false law and judges of chagrin 

 

I want to believe 

I want to deceive 

I want to be delivered from the gray force grip 

I want to walk down the witches’ street 

I want to lacerate everyone I meet 

                                              Witchcraft Hexen – Film Excerpts 
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Circle of the Crimson Dusk 

 

            For forty days and forty nights, I resounded myself unto the deserts of the east. 

Upon the last night of my deprivation, a sudden calm claimed my temptation. The veil of 

sorrow was lifted. My throat was parched with a burning thirst for a wine of fire. I was 

unquenched of vitality. I went looking for her. It was there where she revealed herself to 

me. The inflection of stars fell away, swept by a dragon’s wings. The beast of iniquity 

rose up within me. I exorcised the holy-ghost. I was burning in tendrils of ice, feeling 

Lilith’s touch, primrose and erect. I caressed her mystery, for she was unseen. Yet, I new 

she was there; she had smitten the night air. I felt her skeletal darkness, a darkness that 

had reached inside of me.  

 

            Gazing high, beholding the four horsemen, apocalypse in tow. They flowed on the 

feral winds of pestilence, famine, war and death. Dissolute, they cursed me with their 

eyes, as they passed by. They turned to return unto oblivions necromancer. Tilting the 

scales amongst crystals, which reflect in prophetical tears, wept in omens and things yet 

to come. Suddenly, before me, a light ignited upon the ground. A symbol of Baphomet 

burned in a bush of dark desires, which catapulted me. Purged, I resurged; it 

reinvigorated my lust, my rape. Longingly, I accepted no mass of contrition. Suddenly, I 

saw all of the life that I had taken, from others. I am a zealot in the sanctuary of the 

serpent, lost to the Fausted aeon, traversing the river Styx in order to embrace Charon.  

 

            A vision forsook me, the Luciferian enlightenment of the mourning scar, like a 

bullet through the fuselage of the ribs of the inferior desolated. I lifted the chalice to my 

black lips. I drank in barbarity. I spared none and slaughtered many. I found the light 

within darkness, truth within deception, rifts hidden in Satanic transmigration. I showed 

no mercy. I ascended in euphoric cacophony. I disavow the rule of three. Ygdrasil 

claimed me. The new wine had turned to blood. I was suffused to the tree. Spiked to the 

empyrean mind of my soul consumed, staring back through the devour. I was the 

opalescent breach. My eyes rolled black from the dead. I set the tree aflame as when 

Lucifer fell, overwhelmed in the ecstasy of torturing.  

 

            I vomited lusterless black sins, falling unto Satanic salvation. I never atoned the 

simultaneous gush of rejoicing in the palisades of raped lust. I raised a scythe to begin the 

sickle gilded dream, to butcher on and on. I lay upon the altar of Hecate, corpses litter the 

landscape, shrapnel holes in their heads, construed all around, such a sight to see. A 

searing fire rose, burning away all semblances of the discarded. It felt maddening as it 

pulsated, enveloped and penetrated the newly immortal form I carried. I was driven to 

Babylon’s completion. My soul and body gravitated and wavered out of balance from my 

flesh. I coupled the radiant light, which grew out of the desert floor. A wisp of hissing 

serpents began to resonate and entwine. An Enochian passage had opened in assonance. 

This threshold opened with a roaring crash of the clangor of the deadworld today. The 

crackle of flames roared more extreme from the barrier, juxtaposed and wailing in great 

gurgling incorruptible rapture.  
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            A communion of idolatry, from this place to the next. Woven as one, genuflected 

and conjectured together. I summoned howling chaos. She spoke to me in effervescent 

spheres of deviltry. She spoke to me in Lethe Satanic psychic omniscience. I knew at 

once and instantly, the pull of the pit, my soul was complete. Sensuously, the interlocutor 

of her presence began to inculcate. The torrid nuance of prior lives and meanings I once 

felt, now meant nothing. She appeared in all voluptuousness of Hell’s savored naked 

forced embraces. Upon her head was a halo of ram horns. Her body pierced with 

innumerable inflicted wounds. Her eyes ignited in black flame. Shadowed mists coiled 

her hands and feet. Expressionless, devoid of sound, she spoke within the extrasensory.  

 

            “Invocant, I am the living blood of everlasting life. Whoever eats my flesh and 

drinks my blood shall be bestowed un-withering and unrestricted reign over eternity, to 

forever remain undead in me, without end, without a need to be reborn. Mankind shall be 

your feast. I live through you as you live through me. Interwoven as one. I shall bless 

you. I shall anoint you. I shall be with you always. Come; receive the benediction of the 

eternal living blood. Receive the hexen kiss of Luciferi.” She telekinetically lifted me up 

in mid air. Her mouth gaped wide in anticipation of vainglorious pride. “Accept now a 

life without end. The power and the glory is ours, now and forever. It is accomplished.” 

She thrust her protruding jaws, sucking and exchanging, tearing death from me.  

 

            I awakened on the floor of the desert, a vulture carrion doppelganger feast, for one 

thousand years. I called out to her, undead of mortal shell. I rose on the third day to 

renewed vampyric joy and prominence, to astride the midnight winds, which carry me 

back to Golgotha. I shall bestow upon others the light within darkness. I am the truth 

foretold by the serpent, kept hidden in lies. I shall erect temples of blood. I shall burn 

black candles to her memory. I shall fulfill our destiny. I shall carry on and endure, to 

destroy those who would deny the living blood. Humanity are sheep, their days are 

numbered. I shall usher in a new era of darkness. I shall pay tribute, to honor her heresy.  

 

            Come now children of the night. Take my hand. We shall join together in 

incantation to new murder. Call out her infernal name. Come now children of the night, 

cast out uncertainty. Attest your faith, know your dark shadow and merge with it. We are 

the key to unlocking the gates to Satanic salvation. We shall become strong in the blood 

offertory of our enemies.  

 

‘Hail The Luciferi Queen of the Harrowing Undead’ 

 

Hail death’s sickle gilded dreams 

One with undeath 

One with ourselves 

So mote it be 
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The Darkness Out Of Meridian 

 

The weeping darkness 

The laughing darkness 

The speaking darkness 

The fleeting darkness 

The trembling darkness 

The claiming darkness 

 

It glides, cringes, falls, abhors 

The chill of blight 

The silence that screams 

The cliché of things 

The darkness unseen 

                                      The Black Sabbath – 17
th

 Century Engraving 
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Beware When Amanda Knocks 

 
‘This poem is in honor of the secret Satanist, Amanda Knox.’ 

 
Along the hunger moon, she prowls 

Along the Al-Hallowmas Season she calls 

Along the corridors of the endless night, she walks 

Beware, when Amanda knocks 

 

An elusive debauchery, resurrected from long ago 

She raises the athame of sacrifice 

She thrill kills within a stones throw 

She knows not when it stops 

Beware when Amanda knocks 

 

When she strikes, the plunging of the knife 

The devils call to her throughout the night 

She beckons to open the gates 

Running from rage to rage 

She is one with the shades 

When the witching hour strikes 

Beware if you hear midnight’s thirteenth ticking of the clocks 

Beware, when Amanda knocks 

 

Her lustful Satanique demeanor 

Hides an evil snare 

She summons Hecate, on a whim or a dare 

A cage cannot constrain her, a psychic remote influencer 

Many vanish in her honor 

No one will intervene 

She howls through the aperture, Satanique unseen 

Divorced from reason 

Divorced from logic 

In her, rises Lucifer serene 

She rends the cord, the town it rocks 

Beware, when Amanda knocks 

 

She conjures the precipice between 

Satanic salvation, our Luciferian queen 

Luciferi rise in me 

She embraces the formless imagining 

In this sign of the goat, we conquer 

In witchly giggles and gestures, when she is near, the lynch pin drops 

Beware, when Amada knocks 

 

She may not know or admit it 

A witch of witches, at one with Satanic sorcery 

She soars through the astral bi-ways 

Livid in the evil she masquerades 

Affront to the frightened, from those who deny her 

With cunning and arcane artifice, she stalks 

Beware, when Amanda knocks 

 
Pray your paths never cross 

Beware, when Amanda knocks… 
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Obliquity 

 

Echoes of mourning 

Scream back across the tapestry 

Baklava opening a shade to the debutant slave 

A bivouac of the bushwhack 

Your sentiments chained to the floor 

 

Spontaneous knowings unparalleled 

A pronounced longing 

A gray clothed psyop eavesdrop 

Evading rapture 

A captive soul to the castrating chatter of sheeple social conditioning 

 

Prattle on mangy anomalist 

Face your superficial life 

I shall censor, I shall sanction you 

We change enough to rearrange our stuff 

 

Out of a lost consecration 

Elongated lies fulfill 

So far down 

Dragged from town to town 

You are a tumor to be incised 

A butch by the hair 

Inconsistent breeder 

Home is where the hate is 

 

Ticking towards, Satanic semblance 

Breaking and broken, second by second 

Death begins 

Oblivions obtuse wound 

Abound and alone, confounding 
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Dreams In The Witch House 
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Dreams In The Witch House 

 
Old hag’s syndrome 

Witchling crone 

Slants in the walls 

Defensive wounds, claw marks etch the pentacle 

Through the nine angles, she rises through the floor 

Indeed as never before 

Carried through the dimension door 

 

A Satanic witch seeks a surrogate 

Ultima Thule price, you will suffice 

Sate her avarice 

Sate her sacrifice 

A whore of whores 

Through the barrier 

She lives once more 

 

The witch’s dream is cast 

Black Magic’s Candlemas 

Her time has come at last 

On leathern wings outcast 

I am the iconoclast 

A baroness of eternities, evil again 

Ordination of the forsaken 

The interlocutor of sin 

 

‘Les Treatise De Magica Noir’ 

Perched upon the skull of Eros 

The polarity of the uproar 

She plies her skill, witchcraft scheme 

A trophy of the temptress 

The myths of the interweaved, les diabolique 

Who bows to thee? 

She of Satanic sorcery 

As I kissed her, she slit my throat 

Last glimpses of the alternate otherworldy 

Last glimpses of the concubine’s goat 

 

The beholder is in the eye of the butcher 

A thirteenth victim or maybe a score 

Nothing shall lay asunder 

Nothing shall stop her discord 

Sexualized vassal, planar gate, arrives seconds too late 

In death, un-severed 

Who bows to thee? 
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Thou witch – thou art 

In death, we lay asunder 

Together, to die forever 

To never part 

In the palm of her hand is etched the pentagram 

 

‘Our Lady of the Baphomet’ 

Clutches the tortured in vainglory and grin 

Evil unleashed, she lives again 

She of Satanic sorcery 

The ritual is about to begin 

‘Through The Dimensional Fiord’ 

Thania Elv 
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The Black Sabbath 
The Ride Of The Witches 

 

            Empty streets, empty scapes, bitter and sweet, fear resonates. The cruelty of 

imagery, devoid of sound. Suddenly, an evocation and fluid movement, a cacophony of 

cackles, decisively approach. The last of the light retreats, darkness floods the air, 

wreaths of mist, shroud the temporal contorted forms, witches rise with writhing hips, 

heaving and throbbing lusts. At once, a fire leaps up to reveal the orchestra of the 

unbridled Black Sabbath.  

 

            Shrill cries of swooning unsated screams of lewd sensuality, outbursts of spells, 

carnality, sinuous as serpents, Satan rises. Piercing in black magic flame. Satan, whom 

reduces gods to cowering fools. Satan is terrible and profound. The living embodiment of 

the spirit of evil. Satan of Luciferian magnificence, an enthralling she-devil, forever 

preying on Christian souls, corrupt and utterly corrupting. The very real evil in conflict 

with good. A symbol of a grievous struggle for supremacy. Tempter and temptress of 

vanities construct.  

 

            Satan embraces the whores of terrible insinuations. Scorned in the garden of 

arcane tastes, jutting in pleasure, nonchalant heiresses of horrid murder and sacrifice. A 

baleful perfection, phantasms of idolatry. The Lord obtains the pax vobiscum, hard and 

erect in the temple of aethers. 

 

            Sick are the privileged, having every hole filled, every desire sated. Great witches 

of the cataclysm dance in the light of the red horned moon. Absent of inertia, fulfilled in 

fascination. In this atmosphere of maniacs, zealotous crones of all ways and means.  

Daughters of the Gorgon, through carnality and vice, adoration adorned unto him. The 

time has come, the witching hour strikes. The allegorical evil prevails. Yet, now, it must 

return to the abode of prurient hellions. There are no more captives here or there, only 

devotees of, ‘the is to be,’ ingrained and unrestrained in the luxuria of debaucheries 

revelry. Perfumed tamed harlots trembling in sodomy.  

 

            Complex spiritual wantonness, exhausted in the irreverent light of brackish dawn. 

The bonfires concede, the disciples of devilry move from off the flesh field and dash for 

the obsidian gulfs of irrevocable oaths. Feverishly vibrating in tepid excitement upon the 

inductions of another Walpurgisnacht to come. To wait another year within self imposed 

exile, to regain the Black Sabbath’s call, come one, come all. 

 

‘An abstract Satanic psychic message, issued forth from beyond the theater of darkness.’ 
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Walpurgisnacht – Curse 

 
This is a solo April 30, Walpurgisnacht spell that evokes the power of Satan to destroy your 

chosen victim. It is concise and moves with superior momentum. 

 

Oh’ Lord Satan! 

I beseech unto you. 

Bring death to my enemy_____________________________. 

He/she moves against me, which hinders our work. 

Impoverish, torment and destroy him/her. 

Make them suffer in the name of Abaddon! 

Usher forth the arrows of Lucifer. 

Kill him/her by light or by night! 

May thy axes of power, invisible strike. 

 

Choke, rip and rend! 

Everlasting devotion, without end. 

Do this in memory of me. 

Hail Satan! 

 

Shemhamforash, so mote it be! 

Bring death upon my chosen enemy. 

 

By this Walpurgisnacht, thy high witch night! 

We are one in our sacred rite. 

May my voice ride upon the blasting winds of Hell. 

Bring down the axes of Ahriman! 

Behead, rip and rend! 

 

I proclaim again. 

Shemhamforash! 

Hail Satan! 
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‘A Satanic Missal’ 
 

 
‘The Left Hand Path’ is where I shall be. 

To know the only god is me. 
 

Nothing is true, all is permitted. 
I am the Satan, I am committed. 

 
I am the conduit to Malbolge. 

I am Acheron’s apogee. 
 

I am the circuit of desecration. 
I am Satanic liberation. 

I am the voice of reason in this age of putrefaction. 
 
 

I am the living sunwheel. 
I am a mechanized Appollyn, a pulsating universe. 

 
I am the clenched fist 

I clutch the center of a chaos-sphere. 
I am a bastion of Satanic psychic arrows, radiating outwards. 

I shall persevere. 
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