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I just went to my diary and found this particular Genii, from my last discussion.  This experiment was with Lafcursiax.  Here is the experiment, I hope you find it as amusing as I do.

Friday 10/11/06 e.v.

Bathed, robed, prepared temple with appropriate incense etc.

1:20am

xxv, felt clean

v, felt holiness.

Fire Opal invoking Libra.

Drew sigil for Lafcusiax.  Recited line 8 from Liber 231.

Dragon asana, concentrated on body of light. 

Transferred consciousness.  Drew the sigil and entered it via sign of the enterer.  

Here is the vision:

I see green flames, a sense of chaos and disorder, initially.  I am in a room of green fire, there are strange entities floating in the air, like yellow snakes, but they don't seem to have visible heads.  I

don't really know what they are.  They were yellowish with reddish/orange brown spots.  Wierd.

There seemed to be know laws here.  Things would float around, or disappear and re-appear in a random like fashion.  I tested the vision with the Libra hexagram, the vision remained.  

Feeling annoyed with this vision, I left the sigil and returned again, hoping for something more intelligible.  

Now, I see water, calm and stagnant, a swamp.  There is a crescent moon shinning above near an old decaying tree.  (note I am repeating the genii's name as a mantra, which seems to cause bizzare states of

consciousness and vision)

I test with the Libra hexagram and the vision gets wierder still.  The moon starts making lewd fluidic gestures toward the tall tree.  Actually making love to it.  

There is a rotting corpse in the swamp.  I could see a figure violently drowning that body in the past.  

I am calling the genii's name.  Now there is blackness, vision is gone.  I am frustrated.  It seems the genii will not appear.  

After a long period of nothing and sustained concentrated intent, I find myself back at the swamp and the genii apears as a tortoise skeleton, speaking foul language.  He was violently drowning the victim. 

The absurdity of his coarse language tempted me to edit the dialogue or quit the vision.  However to do so would be to forfeit what I believe to be a genuine experience.  Here is the dialogue:

Genii: 81, 92.  I am the mystery of excess, lack of equilibrium, there is a connection here with the moon as ruler of earth and venus.

I am fair in appearance and corrupt within.  (actually he was but ugly)

I'll drown the mother fucker, I am a very destructive force of fucking vengeance.  

...hard, hot, crack, die.

My vice is disequilibrium; unbalance, hatred, distortion.  

This occurs when anything is out of balnce, out of proportion, no matter how pretty, witty, or charming. 

[I will destroy you, yet many mistake this destruction for creation, for reality]

Frater 2100!: So how does one prevent or mitigate this vice?

Genii: Balance thy weaknesses, develope those strengths that you have not, and behold... those vices will become virtues.  

Otherwise your so called virtues will become [or remain] vices... and you will know them not.  You will prattle them like a fanatic.  

That which is painful should be worked on.  That which is fruitful shall be relinquished.  This will lead to equilibrium.  

Here I thanked the genii and returned to my body and temple via the sigil.  

took the god from of harpocrates and closed with xxv. 

hope you find this interesting.  I have a whole hord of qliphoth experiments to transfer to computer.
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Let's see what Falorio finds in Lafcursiax:

Reeling on the razor's edge of non-control between oblivion and bliss, we bring life back into balance by letting go, allowing for creative chaos.

"Also the lady Maat with her feather and her sword abode to judge the righteous. For Fate was already established."
Aleister Crowley, Liber CCXXXI

"The 22nd Ray appears behind the Tree in the tunnel guarded by Lafcursiax . . . She responds to a prolonged vibration of her name in 'F' sharp (upper register)."
". . . the sigil . . . a glyph of Unbalance . . . shows a pair of scales upset by a crooked demon with an inane countenance. The demon's left hand is in the form of a yod enclosed in a circle from which falls obliquely a sword . . . The scales symbolize the constellation Libra which rules Path 22 . . ."
Kenneth Grant, Nightside of Eden

excerpted from . . .
The Shadow Tarot 
© Linda Falorio, 1995
The Dark Goddess, Maut, the ravenous Vulture, toys with a pet spider feeding it ribbons of flesh torn from the souls of the living. That She has been doing this from ages past is attested to by the skull. It is that of Australopithecus africanus, having a geological age of three million years. Sparks of human lives are the fuel of Her existence, whose origins are lost in dim mists of time when Nephilim walked the Earth, when Star People came from Nibiru, planet of Balance and Unbalance.

When Nibiru, ruler of Libra, bears down upon our world in its 36000-year orbit of the Sun, Earth is bombarded with destabilizing electromagnetic radiations, causing great upheavals, earthquakes, and volcanic eruptions, as in Decaulion's Great Flood. Nibiru's return stirs the archetypal excitement of a Second Coming, the excitement of the possibility of transcosmic forces taking a deliberate role in human consciousness evolution (e.g., AThe Harmonic Convergence" of 1989).
Return is marked by re-emergence of the Feminine, redressing the male-female balance-imbalance, when women actively seek to "Take back the night.@ It is the Goddess associated with Lafcursiax, who ever is returning from our archaic past, her visage an adumbration of our far future selves time-warped into a chaotic present. It is She, Inanna-Ishtar, Goddess of Love, Warrior Goddess who redresses all imbalance with her merciless swift sword.
The spider is that dark emblem of Typhonian mysteries, of the ancient serpent cult of Obeah, the Ophidian current, symbol of the goddess Maat in her cycle of returning. The crazy symmetry of the spider's web spans the abyss of in-betweenness into which we might otherwise backwards fall, crossing from being to non-being, crossing from the known universe into the Aeon of Maat which is ever spiraling toward us from an unknown future. Hanging upside down, the Spider Queen of Space spins Her web, creating 256 windows into other dimensions, transmission towers in the void pulsing extraterrestrial energies that serve to erode, then mutate human consciousness. It is the dread voice of Hastur, swirling darkly through the vastness of the universe.
The African Egungun -- "bones of the dead" -- the embodiment of law and order is evoked by the pigment used, "ivory black,@ made from blackened bones.
MEDITATION:
The need for work with the energies of Lafcursiax is suggested when we find we have been too rigidly adhering to abstracted notions of linear, patriarchal law, when we encounter belief in peace without justice, or belief in Divine Right, in hierarchies, and in the "rightful place" of Woman, in the "virtue" of the status quo. Here may be found belief in a merciful god, yet fear of knowledge, freedom, joy, and life, and especially fear of having "too much fun.@ Any blocking of these manifestations of risen kundalini may result in literal vertigo.
The formula of dealing with this vast influx of electromagnetic and bionic energies is that of "no-balance,@ of loosening, of letting go of dayside needs for linear balance and conscious control that are at the root of nausea and vertigo; by relaxing we allow a natural upward spiraling of our energies.
The powers of this tunnel are operating on the razor's edge of non-control, fearing not to redress imbalances, fearing not the power of righteous fury. Here is joy of life, and passionate love, reeling on danger's edge of un-balance between oblivion and bliss; here is ecstasy, and creative chaos, as glyphed by the eight-armed symbol of the planet Nibiru.

And actually, I find synchronicity more in the Grant quote she appends to her examination of this 'tunnel' combined with Falorio's first thought on the Genii:

Grant writes: ". . . the sigil . . . a glyph of Unbalance . . . shows a pair of scales upset by a crooked demon with an inane countenance. "

And then Falorio writes: "The Dark Goddess, Maut, the ravenous Vulture, toys with a pet spider feeding it ribbons of flesh torn from the souls of the living."

Compare this to your experience: "There is a rotting corpse in the swamp.  I could see a
figure violently drowning that body in the past." 
Also note your feelings of chaos when you began the vision and compare this to what Crowley says: "Reeling on the razor's edge of non-control between oblivion and bliss, we bring life back into balance by letting go, allowing for creative chaos."
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We can next compare Motta's skrying of Lamed, and I find it to be very disappointing as he should not have been satisfied with either skrying:

13 April 1970 e.v.

   2.38 am: Prepare to invoke Geni of the Dome of Lamed.

   About 2.45 am: Invoked 2.53 (sic). Pause. Going in, saw a shaft coming- going up. It lost itself into clouds. Then it became the Phallus as in Atu XV. I was annoyed with this, at first; then it occurred to me that this is the Woman Satisfied, and also that the Seal of the Geni has the [ ] – Sign of Typhon- in it. I banished, invoked, tried again (using B-A-H’s Name). A Sword going up, turned straight upwards into clouds. Same symbol again. Trying once more, as Elephant, Elephant going up into clouds. I must train myself into “St. George” position, so-called. Also, remember that Concentration and Equilibrium are necessary. Also, that this Path links Geburah to Tiphareth. Also, must numerate Name of Geni (incidentally, I mispronounced his- her? - Name at first). The thoughts now occur to me that Geburah is joined to Binah by the Charioteer, Tiphareth is joined to Binah by the Lovers, and Tiphareth and Geburah are joined to each other by Adjustment. But Geburah has no direct contact with Kether or Chockmah, and must depend on Tiphareth as much as on Binah for this- though not as much, of course. Binah is more important that Tiphareth. But Tiphareth also is important to Geburah. Brings balance to it- and here we go with Adjustment again!...

   (Final observations on the Vision deleted.)

   Anointed Seal and finished about 3.15 am.

19 April 1970 e.v.

   About 1.43 am: make preparations to invoke Geni of Carcer of Lamed. At 1.50 am: Start.

   2.10 am: Have not “finished”, for the Geni is still invoked, and I have not yet anointed. Time out to write down. Very difficult to invoke. Several visions, banishings, so forth. Eventually followed a line down to a yellow shoe. SHOE= 60+5+6+5=76= XIII, which is Death; yellow serves for Air. Since one of the Gods of this Path is Yama, accepted, but kept on. Very difficult. Eventually seemed to be before an iron door of some kind. Called on B-A-H, then said B… O… and started reciting the Geni’s name (an intimation had come, earlier, that the Geni’s name ought to be counted. Also, on pronouncing the name before, a tendency to equate it with the Portuguese words “Lava cu”,  etc.) This last-mentioned tendency seemed to persist for a while, then vanished. I passed through a very strange place, which now occurs to me was underground. It is difficult to describe. All shapes like this [ ], as it were a cave. Tones of green and blue, I seem to remember, but yellow too. I assumed shape of Set. Later on, it occurred to me that the shape was leaning on one side. I tried to correct this, and assumed Asana, always pronouncing the Geni’s name. Then the words of AL came unto me: “Let there be no difference made among you,” etc. So I realized that this is a Key in this Carcer: to make no difference between alternatives, and just act- that is, exercise my faculties, do my Will. I must be the Pointer of the Scales: always upright. And then- only now I realize the meaning of this, and how it fits- I became a Phallus erect, but very stylized- still, a Phallus. And of course, the Pointer of the Scales is the Sword of the Magician, that is, a Form of the Phallus. 

   I will now anoint, and then banish the Vision, and then analyze the Geni’s name.

   Note: It is unnecessary to “make difference”. I must simply exercise my faculties. The Universal Inertia will then inevitably make events come to pass.  If the dice don’t fall one way, they will fall another. If I don’t get a particular woman, I’ll get another. And so on.

   Anointed. Banishing finished at 2.28 am. Will now analyze the name of the Geni.

   (Omitted.)

   Note: Toward the end I turned also into what seemed a green apple. 
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And to bring in my own skrying of Lamed:

September 6 1995ev

XCI Mercury 9:15am

Sol in Virgo

Luna in Aquarius

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

I hate when I get done with my session and my boss is ringing the phone.  I foret so much as I get caught up with him for half an hour.

Anyway, went through Lamet gate; scene was blue then purple.  Visualized glyph, but then saw Maat riding the beast (I read corresponding verse beforehand), they were on one end of a scale and pressing their weight hard.  You have to be pretty hideous to outweigh this feather.

I sent her a Lamed and it went to her and up her vagina filling her with power.  She seemed to be absorbing so much energy this way.

I can't remember more than this as my business call really distrcted me.

Love is the law, love under will.

====

In comparison, Motta saw green and blue; I saw blue then purple as you saw green, yellow and red/brown/orange. Though my vision for the stated reasons falls short of much value.

Still, if we consider law&order and patriarchal rule, the interference of my then, very patriarchical and controlling boss adds a very interesting synchronicity into the mix.
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Next, examining Paul Thomas' work (Paul, you should re-read the Mercury House skrying as it has something personal for you that would help you with your present situation), note that in the Mercury House, Paul finds the color blue, but what is most impressive (in light of Ann's criticism) is that Paul goes through the symbols to some new Gnosis in the Adonai is described as the scale itself and above right and wrong:

Mercury House
An. XCIX Sol in 28° Virgo
10/13/03 ev
Mars 2156 hrs.

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

Showered and robed with ritual. XXV and V superb. I invoked IAO and Verse 11 of 231. Magickally chanted the name of the Genii, LUSANAHERANDRATON. My self standing in front of my body, I successfully transferred consciousness. Into astral Temple. I drew the Sigil of the Genii and invoked. I plucked the feather from the top of the Sigil and this released a great amount of smoke. Tobacco, I thought as I waved my hands to clear the air. This failing I inhaled deeply and blew clear the air by the force of my breath. Revolved once clockwise as I did this, invoking a forest. I walked forward over the dirt and noticed an odd figure to my right, a few paces ahead. I called to the Genii with no avail. Getting closer now, I notice it is a human, hunched over with a long blue rove. Not responding to my calls, I shoot a Lamed at the figure, causing its head to topple over. I brag the robe and pull, revealing three small grotesque beings stacked upon one another. With another Lamed they vanish. Disgruntled at my inability to locate the Genii, I sit upon a stone in the forest staring up to the night sky. Thinking to myself about the situation I rise up onto the night sky. I create a scale in air and remove my heart. I place my heart in the left weight-cup, and the feather I had before plucked from the sigil, in the right cup. The feather drops the scale as me heart is lighter. This successfully invokes the Genii, who appears behind the scale in tremendous glory. I test with Lamed and Her Atu. She is strikingly beautiful. She tells me to strive for Balance and Harmony. She says I have many years before my heart will be weighed. I am judged by my deeds and not in dearth, but in Life. She said the only Judge is Adonai. Questioning her, she says the Adonai is not the Heart nor the feather, but the scale itself. He is above good and evil, he is from Kether, Chockmah and Binah are the weight cups. He is the Judge, not the things judged. She demonstrates with orbs of power that equilibration opposites lead to unity. Two opposite things are really the same thing, No- Thing. I test her again with Libra and all is still right. She also explained that I must weigh each choice to ensure that it is correct. Deeds against the Will make the Heart heavy. We embraced and I departed.  
Love is the law, love under will.
In Paul's skyring of Lafcursiax we find the colors red, yellow, green and blue.  And it is interesting first, the man stuck to the tree in a chaotic frenzy and then the personal warning that he will be torn to bits, like the victims in the other skryings (an interesting commonality of theme from independent sources, not only not aware of each other's skryings, but this information is not given in any Qabalistic texts nor in 231):
Qliphoth House
An. XCIX Sol in 27° Pisces

03/17/04 ev Wednesday

Mercury 1932 hrs.

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

Showered and robed with Spells and "a ka dua". XXV, V, Greater Fire Opal invoking Libra. 11 knocks on Bell. Verse 11 of 231 and vibrated LAFCURSIAX 11 times. Asana for 9 minutes. The Sigil appeared in front of me. Suddenly I was in a natural place. The cross from the sigil was on my right. It was of wood, like a tree in the ground and it was leaning to the right. To my left was a stick-man holding the scales, as in the sigil. One of the cups was stuck on a tree branch and the figure was struggling. I ask who he is. He says he is the judge and he must hurry or he will be late. I walk around him to see that the scale is stuck on the tree. I tell him just to relax and take a step back and he will be free. He says he cannot, he must hurry and get there. I did not ask him where 'there' was. I unhook the scale and from the force of his struggle he shot up into the air and was gone. I walk to the cross and set it upright, the arms grab me. I free myself and project a Lamed into the cross. It stiffens and turns to a marble cross with 4 spheres on each limb. Clockwise from top; Red, Yellow, Green, Blue. A hole in the center from which a snake slithered out and wrapped himself around the cross. I elevate upwards into space. Invoking the Genii I create with the Wand and emerald circle and a triangle of Air. A small dwarf-like creature walks from my left and casually places the American Woman of Justice at the apex of the triangle. I place the Sigil upon her face and say, "Awake! Arise!"

L: Who are thou who hast awakened me?

414: I am Frater 414, I seek the wisdom you possess.

L: That wisdom is gone, it is no more.

414: You mean that it does not exist? It is non-existent?

L: The wisdom you seek for yourself does not exist.

414: Teach me about this path.

L: Give me your heart.

I pull my physical heart out of my chest and place it in the left cup of the scale. Lafcursiax plucks a feather from a peacock and places it in the right cup. The feather drops like lead.

L: This is not your heart! You cannot fool me!

I pull my true heart from my chest (it was the traditional symbol of a heart) and place it in the left cup. The "heart" now drops like lead.

L: You will be torn to bits in the deepest pits of Hell if you do not adjust your heart.

I learn that these are emotions and anxiety that weigh my heart. I must lighten my heart through conscious adjustments of behavior, and by more ritual and meditation. This I gleaned on my own, as the genii said she could not teach me what to do, I had to learn instead. This would explain the blindfold of the Genii. She is indiscriminate and does not see who is before her, but Hers is the scale.

I was so gladdened by the lesson that I created many gifts for her; a golden Lamed, Roses and Emerald jewels. This angered the Genii.

L: You cannot buy your attainment!

With her sword, the Genii slices me in two, right down the center.

L: Now make the proper adjustments!

I coagulate myself. I receive the sword and the crown and I know what must be done.

I create the sigil of earth and descend into my physical body. HPK and I am done.

Love is the law, love under will.
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There is then your own skrying of the Mercury House:
Friday 17/03/06 e.v.
9:00pm bathed, recited mantra ‘Aka dua…” This seems to have a cleansing effect on the mind.  A very potent mantra.
9:30pm robed, prepared temple using Venus incense.  I was startled by a rather large centipede crawling across the basement floor.  I prepared the sigil for the Adjustment Atu, on scale of the serpent from Liber 231.  
9:45pm Star Ruby and banished with the Fire Opal, felt clean.
Reguli, felt holiness.
Fire Opal invoking Libra…followed by a seven fold circumambulation deosil, making the sign of the enterer as I pass Boleskine.  
Recitation of line 8 from Liber 231,  drew sigil with wand.  
Seated in dragon asana.  Contemplated the sigil and then stared at the Adjustment Atu.  I formed my body of light and transferred consciousness.  
I drew the genie’s sigil again with my astral body, and passed through it making the sign of the enterer.  
I immediately saw a white metallic color.  I saw a giant metal machine, like a robot moving toward me in a menacing manner.  
I was skeptical of the vision and tested it with the red cross within a black circle, as shown to me in my Neophyte instructions.  I then used the sigil for the genii.  The vision persisted followed by a lion and the figure from the Adjustment Atu.  
[It seems that the machine is the arbitrarily chosen functional mechanics of the universe.  That which produces consequences for every act in accord with its structure; it is the instrument of karma and its necessary condition.  The lion is a transformative agent of the new law that has come to change the machine.  The machine is our own constitution, its rules are simply the conditions for our freedom to act and have experience.  All this flashed suddenly in my mind upon seeing the images.]
The figure from the Adjustment Atu turned out to be the genii after testing it with the sigil.  It seemed androgynous, though slightly more female.  Here is our conversation and its teachings:
Genii: my name is Kupinushanutera.

Comment:

This name adds up to 744, there is no current entry for this number in Bennett and Crowley’s Sepher Sephiroth; however, the cross sum gives us 15, which is attributed to ‘the month of Exodus’ and ‘the Passover’, also, ‘steam.’  So far these words convey ideas of judgment, justice and air.  This number also adds up to the number of the Devil Atu, thus connecting it to both a restrictive, yet illuminating force.  Also 744 = 2x372, that is it results from the action of the magus, Chokmah, upon Agni and An oven, or furnace, all attributed to the number 372 in Sepher Sephiroth.  This indicates a process of magickal transformation and the necessary mechanics involved; thus the action of a magickal formula involving arbitrary restrictions.   
F. 2100!: What is the mechanical monster all about?
Genii: You know it.  It is the machine of your ages, it is your own death trap.  I have sent my Lion to destroy it.  

Comment:

This refers to the magickal formula of the dying god which is now corrupted.  The lion corresponds with the Beast and the bringing in of a new magickal formula.  Also the lion for- shadows the radical evolution to come when the age of Aquarius, which is polar to Leo, manifests itself.  The idea here is that the machine, the formula or conventions which we currently take to be real are no longer relevant to humanity’s collective will, and is thus imprisoning human as opposed to liberating it.  This heavily entrenched consensus reality is still active, yet slowly decaying as time gradually exposes its futility and replaces it with the principles revealed in Liber AL vel Legis. 
As per the Lion you guessed right.  It is your own machine that punishes you, not any other.  I have sent the Lion to up root the machine, to destroy it, to re-create it anew.  Keep in mind that the machine is your creation, yet it is the dealer out of karma.  It is all Law and it binds you, even to your own oath, the oath of freedom.  But on earth in terrestrial life, the machine is an outmoded engine that has destroyed my earth and now my Lion shall destroy it, and re-make it anew, for there can be no universe otherwise.  Then my truth will come and freedom will reign. 

 Comment: There are two manifestations of this machine the external, collectively created egregore and the internalized restrictions maintained in the individuals unconscious.  While the internalized formula is in harmony with the collective machine, it has its own unique interpretations shaped by an individual’s diachronic and synchronic conditioning.  In this sense we punish ourselves.  The Genii wants this aspirant to become self conscious of his self created limitations and learn how to begin re-structuring these inner assumptions in accordance with his will.  
My number? It is 777 and the freedom bell of brass and bronze, falling through the sky, it is 191, divine this mystery and understand my nature.  

Comment:  777 is attributed to the flaming sword by Crowley, which I consider to be both an agent of creation and destruction.  This number is also attributed to the world of shells.  Hence, we have the living system of ‘Do what thou wilt’ being dynamic and elastic, constantly adapting to both will and circumstance, while on the other hand we have the static and dead system, causing stagnation, imbalance, and thus real ‘evil’.  This also appears to be the means by which the universe as we know it was created, thus affirming the idea of a creative and restrictive formula.  Thus, 7+7+7=21 the Universe.

The additional number given, 191 is attributed to the Hebrew word referring to a box, chest, or repository.  This implies a vessel of restriction: necessary limits and laws.  The box is also a cube, representing four dimensional matter and again the Universe.      
I thanked the Genii for its explanation giving it a flower as a token of appreciation.  
I exited through the sigil.  Returned to my body and temple, making the sign of silence.  
I banished with the Fire Opal and Star Ruby.  Temple is closed at 1:00am    
It is interesting that you saw a white metallic color; different.  But more interesting, you got a name from the Genii, Kupinushanutera, which sounds to me almost Hindu. Equating this name with the Devil Atu, we find both Ruachian Sephiroth that lead to Tiphareth.  And I'm not certain what that could mean.  Here, I'd recommend you go back and research the meaning and implications of the name.  There is potential for some new Gnosis here.
Also, the machine seems another name for the scale.  There's much that could have been obtained here had you pressed harder.  Even the black added to the white reminds me of the teaching on Osiris as a black god with Lucifer being the light bringer.
Perhaps you have drawn on a connection between Hod and Geburah, in which case, you really found yourself the right Genii (as you seem to have tested it efficiently) on the wrong path and that you were actually on the path of Mem (Water).  Certainly water is also present in your skrying of Lafcursiax.
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Finally on this (unless somehow, we can coax Ann and Cammy into submitting some of their skryings), there's Runar's skrying.  His skrying of the Qliphotic House brings up Tiphareth, akin to Motta's skrying of the Mercury House.  Though Motta shows a connection to Binah, which I find to be misplaced to some degree (remember, I noted this particular skrying of his to be somewhat lacking) as it immediately references Zain.  Though of course, Zain is the sword:
4th Oct '06

Lafcursiax

A terrible crash. Reality shatters and nothing happens.

....

I see myself from the outside. Illwilled and blinded. Unable.

Everything is ugly here, every sound and vision is as a parody, just repulsive.

This is a place i cannot be.

It takes time, and nothing happens, no fabulous and interesting mystery is expounded to me.

It finally dawns upon me that it is too known. This is the basic of the 6=5 process.

When the perfected (of Tiphareth) saw everything that he was NOT,

he rebelled against the repulsive alienness.

This is the path leading the babe of the egg into the underworld.

here he pulls out of himself four corners and establishes himself thereupon as the Pyramidion.

Four Angles - Four Angels.

This is the way God toucheth creation.

Being not - is the possibility of doing this work.

The rejoyce of Hadit for being is not of this place.

Underworld is a highly debateble term in this process. The initiatee of 

Tiphareth is isnt going out into the underworld, but the world to see and make it known to himself and opposite.However the magickal process is not open to see for everyone else, and the word to use in this context must therefore be underworld..

LUSANAHERANDRATON

Love all!

Love is the only chance and inspiration of knowing.

The true motivation for seeing it all.

Worship Love in its conquering mode, and its desire for novelties.

And could Justice love all?

Yes, All was and is true, while lies are not, and not of the All.

Vega!

Comments: This work was terrible. An underlying force of rioting 

frustration was probably making this work shorter than needed.

However there is enough to examine. Vega is a star which I know is very 

combatible with both Maat and the One. This is the beginning of the 

practical magickal work of collecting all into one.

And note Runar's "underlying force of rioting frustration" in the Mercury House; consistent with the chaotic Qliphotic House experiences noted of yours and Paul's skryings.
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It is also interesting to note all the allusions to Tiphareth in this when 231 tells us to compare Lamed to Samekh, which is the path that leads to Tiphareth and the principal coagulation or union with the H.G.A.
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In a message dated 12/1/2006 12:05:52 AM Eastern Standard Time, followingthemuse@gmail.com writes:

It's a good point, but lots of things can influence the skyring. For example, I had one session where it was influenced by things I recently learned and those themes came up, so I skryed again. On the other hand, I thought we are supposed to learn the attributions before one gets into skrying (and other forms of divination), assumption of god-forms, etc. >>

93C:

You can learn the attributes associated with the tarot cards, but that won't necessarily affect your scrying.  The problem is if you go into your scrying knowing which path the sigils are associated with.  The only way around this is to avoid studying Liber 231 ahead of time, or else mix up all the cards and scry in random order.
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My mental jaw is agape like a dumb struck yokel as I

read these brilliant workings and observe some of the

synchronicities.  There is something sublime about all

of this.  These comparisions are very interesting.
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Yes, I agree; the workings are brilliant all-around and I've been having quite a time with my precursory analysis.  It would be great to see you and others add to the analysis.  I think there's a lot more yet to see in what's already been presented.
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Continuing on with this, Lamed is to be compared to Samekh, per the directions in 231.

Looking at the sigils, the Lamed's in both houses are rather open in design as compared to the enclosed nature of the two Samekhs.

The QST in the Samekh of the Mercury House suggests the Veil of Qesheth; of which, there seems to the three corresponding paths that belong to those letters in the Lamed design of the Mercury House.

The Samekh of the Qliphoth House seems to have the initials RC (for Rose Cross) beneath the sign of Sagittarius on its right wall.  In the middle, seems to be the cross without the rose, but a shaft of light above it.  And the Trident of the supernals seems to be on the left wall.

This same shaft of light and the cross seems to be scattered about in the Lamed design of the Qliphoth House.  And there seems two shafts of light; the light in balance, hanging on a scale.

The Lamed of the Mercury House seems also to hold the scale and the feather.  The feather seems to be replaced by a head in the Qliphoth House.
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Next, reading through Ryan's skrying, we get:
Thursday 06/04/06e.v.

11:00pm Bathed and robed, prepared paper sigil for the Art Atu on the scale of the serpent from Liber 231.  Prepared temple with Jupiter incense and used four candles along the perimeter of the circle. 

12:10pm
Banished with the Star Ruby and Fire Opal, felt clean. 
Reguli, felt holiness. 
Fire Opal invoking Sagittarius, felt very lively. 

Drew the sigil of the Art Atu over my altar with wand.  Recited line 14 from Liber 231. 
Seated in Dragon asana, formed body of light, transferred my consciousness. 

Drew sigil using my astral body, and passed through it using the sign of the enterer. 

I could sense a subtle orange flame as if this realm that I entered was contained within the flame.

 Comment: The path of Samekh is attributed to shades of blue and yellow, while the zodiacal sign Sagittarius is fire in its weakest form.  

I could see an arc of a rainbow very large overhead.  I also saw a shamrock .  The rainbow was reflected in a calm pond.  Then there was a swirling sphere of black and white containing the sun and the moon conjoined.  I tested the vision using the red cross within a black circle, and the vision remained.  Then I saw a skull and crossbones.  Then my vision was filled with a gold cross having even arms with a 'T' at the end of each arm. 

Comment: Jupiter, the planetary ruler of Sagittarius corresponds with both the cross and the shamrock in Liber 777.  The imagery of the rainbow and  skull exist on the actual card contained in Crowley's deck.  The swirling of black and white, making the mark of the beast seems to imply the law of 'love under will'.  This suggests the great work, which implies the unity of opposites.  The fact that the cross was gold, is curious since gold is attributed to Sol in Tiphareth, where the great work is accomplished.  This path may suggest the process of uniting that occurs during the operation of the K&C of the H.G.A., but it is in Tiphareth where this actually occurs.

There was a brief and fleeting image of a snake entwining it.  Then the cross turned into the hilt of a mighty sword which penetrated the earth until just the cross was visible. 

Comment: The snake is Samekh, the Hebrew letter attributed to this Atu.  The symbol of the cross, and sword connecting to earth, makes me think of the gnosis by which the unity of spirit and flesh are realized.  The cross can represent the elements while the gold implies a much more solar and spiritual nature.  The sword reflects the intellect, and knowledge.  The fact that it penetrates the earth suggests the flaming sword, a hieroglyph of spiritual gnosis.  The swords connection between Sol and the earth affirms the aforementioned unity.

I was looking for the genii, the vision became a blackish gray, a sense of chaos.  I kept seeing an apparition that vaguely resembled the woman in the Art Atu from the Thoth deck.  But, she had the lunar crescent and resembled the priestess faintly; however, this was not the genii, I suspect it was a symbolic image. 

I asked it if it was the genii, it said no, I had to meet the genii on a mountain peak.  When I made it to the top or peak of the mountain, I saw the genii faintly at first.  It looked at first like a beast, then a giant insect like a hornet, upon testing it with the sigil its image became more clear and was in the form of a praying mantis. 

Upon greeting the genii, I questioned him, but the dialogue took the form of a speech on his part where my questions were automatically answered. 

Genii: The forces from below are trying to stop you from coming into and mounting my mountain.  [as for] my appearance?  To bug you of course.  That is my job of this sacred alchemy, to scourge and to sting.  I whispered the words for Q.S.T. (Queto Sanguil P'Tolis) in you're your ears during the recital and drawing of the sigil.  For 'beeware' lest I sting you. 

Comment: This seems to be a reference to the sacred mountain Abeignes of the Rosicrucians.  The Genie seems to be claiming a connection with the aspiration which causes irritation in the aspirant creating a psychic tension necessary to power the changes of consciousness required for the process of 'waking up' as PJ often puts it.

The angel's job is to destroy the earth and make it anew.  To strengthen it and to order it's forces, to make it anew to shed forth the light from above. 

I am the praying mantis, it is my prayers that accompany thee and accomplish thee.  It is the higher in the lower and the higher that aspires through the lower. 

But it is I that bug you, for it is your innermost self that does this, and I will serve as a reflection of your aspiration. 

The sun and the moon are conjoined in the calm pond of the mind made ready.  Then shall there be joy and rapture on the earth and all shall seem as a tragedy to the little people of the low land. 

Comment: This appears to be a reference to yogic dhyana on one level where the mind is calmed and the awareness of subject and object dissolve into one another. 

This is the ripened season, the grape of your youth found in death, and it shall spill your blood for thee, fertilizing the earth and bringing forth flowers.  It is the dissolution of that, all that was and is into that golden precursor of it. 

Comment: This seems to be a reference to the esoteric legend of Cain and Abel, also the bloody sacrifice discussed in M.I. T.P.  Initiation requires blood shed as a means to breaking the lower trances of slavehood.  This also reiterates Crowley's discussion of death as a necessary condition for renewal; this implies a natural conclusion to the married opposites introduced in the Lovers Atu. 

All the charcoal burned away, torture and fermentation, union of the lower earth with the most high.  Oh, joy which seems as disaster, yes the stanza in LXV.

Comment: These passages seem to reflect the union of opposites implicit in the process of the great work, but more importantly the idea of unity taken to the point of transmutation, where a completely new substance or phenomenon is produced.  The passage also seems to refer to processes undergone in the grades of Probationer, Neophyte and Zealator; that is, calcination, dissolution, and separation as discussed by PJ in his essay on the nature of the A.'. A.'. oaths.  The stanza in LXV is line 57: "Then was the adept glad, and lifted his arm.  Lo! an earthquake, and plague, and terror on the earth!" (Crowley p. 57)

But beware of the old kingdom lest it turn ye back and black.  For that hateth thee and ever seeketh to destroy thee, call [out using] Tabathatvol and I will come and help thee in thy aspiration, the union of the Star and the snake. 

Comment: It seems that the 'old kingdom' may be a reference to the egregore of the  old aeon.  The union of the star and the snake seems to be a reference to the process of the great work.  The word Tabathatvol gives us 529 in gematria; this is a perfect square of 23 which corresponds with the Hebrew words parted, removed, and separated.  This correspondence reaffirms the alchemical notions of analysis and synthesis discussed by Crowley regarding the Lovers Atu in the book of Thoth.  The number 23 also corresponds with the Hebrew words for joy, a thread, and life.  This seems to imply a life giving unity of the previously separated elements.  

With my claw I tear up those who oppose thee and my name can strengthen your aspiration.  It is also a distant drug. a secret flame. 

Comment: This suggests the ecstasy of devotion to one's H.G.A. and the aspiration toward the great work, this would be the agent of spiritual transmutation.

But I or she must scorch the earth to get it moving and that is the meaning thus.  But it is also fermentation and dissolution.  Vitriol is her formula, for she reflecteth the mystery of the divine priestess on a lower plane. 

Comment: Perfect union implies dissolution as a necessary condition for reintegration.  The figure in the Art Atu represents the dissolution of the aspirant into the sun as 'that' commonly referred to in The Book of Lies, while the Priestess Atu deals with the same process on a higher plane where 'that' is also annihilated and the 'one' is united with the 'many'. (C.f. see ch. 74 in The Book of Lies.)

Eat, sleep, be merry, but always in order of the great work.

  Comment: This is a practical suggestion where I am instructed to integrate every element of my life into one single act of will, which is the aspiration to the great work.

I thanked the genii for the teaching and made my way back through the sigil, returned to my temple and my body making the sign of silence. 

I closed the temple banishing with the Star Ruby and Fire Opal. 
It is now 2:00 pm.  I feel intoxicated, drunk with endless energy.  There is a sense of speed and lightness.
---
I am particularly impressed by the Genii appearing in the form of a Praying Mantis.  Casteneda uses creatures of this phylum in his idea about expanding human perception.
But I am especially interested in the interpretation of the three letters in the sigil.  Here, Ryan's vision gives us: "Q.S.T. (Queto Sanguil P'Tolis)."  Ryan, what do you make of this?  I'm curious as to why you did not address it in your comments.
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Here's my own skrying of Samekh:

August 24, 1995ev

XCI Jupiter 8:59am

Sol in Virgo

Luna in Leo

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

A most interesting session!

After my Ruby and Reguli (for the Ruby, I would find the beaded heart that is normall on my candle altar on the floor--thought that may have significance concerning my love life at the time--it seems a little silly now), I would sit in asana and do 99% of VII.  It's good to know I'm where I want to be on this.

I then read the [Samekh} verse of 231.  "The Angel appeared as a woman..." -- this of course is the Art Atu.  I examined my talisman (both sides) and with their similarity imagined the Qliphotic energies co-mingling with those of Thoth.

Shut my eyes and permated the Samekh door--couldn't remember the sigil--opened my eyes--had it--It was a metal gate--It was in her cauldron, spinning as if the cauldron was a toilet flushing.  I coudn't buy this (I kept changitn the name and was afraid nothing was going to happen--for a moment).

Then I was in the cauldron and the sigil was about me lie a tunic.  And in this cauldron the various elements of my spirit were fused together with light.  This was a joyous feeling ('a greater feast for death').

I arose from the cauldron and returned through the gate.  I tried to bid the angel farewell but I really couldn't stop my chant.

I worked out immediately afterwards (and noticed that I never really incorporated the Qliphotic sigil), but could not stop the chant until I wrote this diary entry.

Depart in peace Sala[Theta]lala.amrodna-[theta]yi[]!

Love is the law, love under will.

===

I note now, that this was more of confusion than a quality skrying.  Though I seem to have seen the Genii, I did not test it and seemed more whirled about as if being teased by the Genii; even I referred to it as an Angel...subconsiously my H.G.A.?  It seems more that I was in my desire body than in my astral body.  Though I seem to have my lesson; the quixotic side of the initiation to balance this perception of the angel.  So perhaps my talisman (both Mercury and Qliphoth House images) protected my vision.

But even writing these notes today, there seems more confusion than anything else.  Perhaps because I am not far from the Tiphareth experience and my lower manas are already entering a state of being beyond their comprehension.  Soon enough at least, I'll be singly on the Samekh path (I hope) and making my prayers to the Angel.
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Next in our current series on Lamed-Samekh comes Ann's skryings.
Immediately, here's the feather inherent in a sample of the skryings of others and in the sigil.  Green and Yellow are the colors and there's a purification.  And there's some very personal purging combined with nostalgia; and then mixed in with some practical advice.
LUSANAHERANDRATON
Chanted the name Lusanaherandraton.  I saw a large eagle feather spiraling down towards my face.  It hits my face, and brushes across, back and forth.  I am in a hut, with a totally black man sitting next to me.  He looks Australian aboriginal, or something similar.  He is blowing burning herbs across my body, from head to toe and back again, as I lay in front of him on an elevated platform.  He continues to brush me with the feather as he chants and blows.  Greenish yellow globs of pudding like substance ooze from my body, especially my ears, and fall to the ground around me.  I am definitely NOT feeling well.  He is telling me that I am full of contamination and he’s trying to help me eliminate it. I allow him to work on me for several minutes, and I actually do feel better.  
 

I tell him I must continue with my scrying and he looks concerned and says that I need to rest and I should wait until a later time.  I leave the hut and look around.  We are in a forest and every leaf is shimmering.  As I look around, I see minute glowing detail on everything I look out.  This must be what an LSD trip is like, I think. I return to the hut.  The shaman tells me to come back to see him for more treatments.  He recommends that I spend more time in meditation and temple work at this time of my life and that (unfortunately) when the mundane life is at its most painful, you can use that pain to your advantage.  Your desire to escape will project you deeper into yourself, and into the astral.  He reminds me that this is actually how I started doing astral work years ago.  I constructed my astral temple as a safe haven when my life was in turmoil.  This was actually a very useful scrying and I think I will take his advice and return to him for more “treatments
 
Here, something quite profound, Ann keeps her cool under the pressure of danger and fends off the hound; revealing her command of the astral realm.  From there, she again, extracts the lesson that she's after.

LAFCURSIAX
Chanted the name Lafcursiax.  I found myself standing in front of a sword imbedded in a block of clear ice.  Was it King Arthur’s sword?  Apparently not – I turned around and gazed at the tundra in front of me.  It appeared to be spring. There were large areas of green growth in the distance where animals grazed, nourished by running streams from the melting glaciers nearby.    The sun was very low in the horizon.  A voice said “there is great beauty and abundant life here, but death comes easily.  We live in a balance.”  A beautiful doe approached me.  I came close to hear her speak, but she turned into a vicious dog and bit my face.  I pulled out my pentacle to protect myself and she disappeared.
 


I went looking for a guide and walked towards a group sitting around a campfire.  (NOTE:  I have done this at least three times now…found an old man by a campfire who explains my vision to me.)  There was an old man with one eye.  I recognized him as a character from Clan of the Cave Bear.  Apparently, he looked out for me because I was different than the others, just as the character from the book did.  He said the lesson here was about extremes and learning to live in balance.  I thanked him and exited.
 
Like the complementary Lamed, there is fire; consistent with the Cauldron that is the Art Atu, here.  The canopy suggests the Chariot Atu that is the Great Work, but more appropriately by its shape, the bow of the Veil of Qesheth.  And Ann presses for the power of prophecy; perfectly standing on the intersection of Samekh and Peh as in the Star Ruby!

SALALALA-AMRODNAQ-I
I visualized a snake, wrapped around a branch. I followed it into a village built in a forest, high in the trees.  The individual homes were connected by bridges and walkways, at varying heights in the trees.  I sat for a few minutes at the doorsill  of my own home, looking at the sun, barely visible through the canopy, and then down below, where I saw people working.  I could smell the burning wood in the fire.  I felt great peace and joy in this place, and proceeded down the walkways and ramps until I came to the forest floor.  I walked towards the fire, and sat down next to an old man.  He was very happy to see me, as I was to see him.  I handed him my pantacle.  He took it in his hands, kissed it, and returned it to me.  I asked him what he had to teach me.  He said the lesson here was to remind me of what gave me the greatest happiness in life – to live simply, be productive, and exist in the moment.  It had nothing to do with other people in my life, only with my relationship with myself.  I told him I was surprised that all my work with Liber 231 only led to information about myself – it was not what I expected and I didn’t appear to be going deep enough into the sigils.  He said that the self-knowledge was a necessary step to get to the depth that I wanted and to be able to utilize the information that I would receive there.  I thanked him and exited.
 
Here Ann struggles with the Qliphotic Genii; and while there is a really keen vision of the idea of death at Tiphareth, there is also the Qliphotic or should I say nihilistic meaninglessness that is the dark side of the Sagittarian path.  Still the Genii seems to toy with her and give her nothing.

SAKSAKSALIM
I meditated on the image of Saksaksalim, chanting the name repeatedly. I saw a dark tunnel into the earth directly before me.  I stepped into it and descended down a pitch black shaft.  I landed at the bottom of the shaft and saw a wide cavern studded with clear crystals, resembling ice.  While the cavern extended out as far as I could see, it was only about three feet high.  I changed my shape into a flat, low creature resembling a rug (or rather, I thought, like the Horta in one of the early Star Trek episodes – a silicone based creature that ate through rock).  “Oh no”, I thought to myself “this is my life…no possibility for vertical movement at all, but I can maneuver horizontally”.  But this was a place devoid of life, so I looked for an exit.  Again, a hole in the ground presented itself and I dove down into it.  I emerged in space, thinking I was still alone, and this was wasting my time, and had to move on.  I enlarged my pentacle and rode it down to a nearby planet where I found myself in a forest, standing in front of a tree.  There was a snake wrapped around it.  “What is the lesson to be learned here?” I asked.  He slid off the tree and stood up on his tail, slowly becoming thicker until he resembled a crocodile.  I threw my pentacle at him.  He smiled, grabbed it and threw it on the ground.  Then he wrapped his arm around me and absorbed me into his body.  “This is getting me nowhere”, I thought, and ended the journey.    
====
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Moving next to Runar's skrying:
 

9th Oct '06

Prepares everything - and cancels it. Doesnt feel for it.

12 oct '06

Still uninspired and tries anyway.

 

SAKSALIM:

 

ITCHY!

Saksalim is here, I feel him, I see him in the distance and the powers are gathering:

He is no beggar.

 

....

 

"The Cross of my Heart", I hear and a sentimental chord is struck.

 

??? is it really sacrifice time - here ? Now?

I get it confirmed, here is a sentimental christian devotion to the good aim - the dehumanizing aim - of obtaining the transcendent essence of Tiphareth (which is the core prinsciple, described by some as being saved, while others say its what initiates into the truly divine, the illumination) I am surprised as this reminds much about the path of the frontside Gimel working) But here the human conceiving itself as subhuman, sacrifices itself for  obtaining PAAWERS, suprahuman consciousness and belonging siddhis.

 

Yes this is very itchy.

I cannot point at anything really wrong, Do what thou wilt, but the tone is simply so false everywhere here.

The current is very prodigal, at every point i look in my brain or the 

spheres, there is immediately added ideas.

And the Show seems to be central here. Look at me, I am crucifying myself voluntary, am i not brave?

This is the occult scene gathering around the essential nothing, knowing that they shall conquer death, but still have to maintain their life. And here is the inspiration of all "soul stars". No wonder why they always have annoyed me. Itchy from the beginning to the end. Yes the iniquity was great, but here it is unfortunately growing.

 

Comment:

This is the fate of the middle and golden path religions which continues without modernisation and rational selfcritic.

This path if any, do contain the cult of the dying God. Also the new age current of pseudo bhuddism, that of ego loss, ends up here.

 
Again, we see more an intellectual flavor combined with environmental feelings.  The Genii is seen in the distance but he doesn't interact with it.  Still the information on the Nightside of Tiphareth has some import.
Next, the dayside and the off-beat Christian idea he started in the nightside continues to chastity in the dayside.  I dont' know that I'm too comfortable with this.  But then, each of us has our own way to Initiation.
 
SALA Theta LALA AMRODNA ThetaA'AIST

 

This woke me up.

An here the Angel is a bright inspiration.

Fortified and translucent, the embodyment of safety.

If thou wilt, take that inspiration and do your sacrifices, or the 

gathering of the means, the lusts, the ressources to the aim and the great work is suddenly made easy.

Here i also find chastity as a prinsciple covering everything.

The Spartan essence, identical with discipline.

This is the preillumination, the foreboding of what you truly want
====
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Hi PJ,

 
I freaking out.  You will see why when I am able to post my own working of Saksalim.  Almost identical results.  I don't want to blow my thunder, but in a nutshell, the Genii appeared to me as a demonic figure, made out of ice on a mountain top, impaling an infant on a sharp mountain peak.  His lecture was all about sacrifice.  This is really remardable that certain themes previously unspoken can come out in the visions of different stars.

 
I look forward to posting some of my experiments, hopefully in the evening.
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Well I'm a bit later than I origianally stated, but here is my own record of working the Saksalim sigil:

Thursday 26/10/06 e.v. 

5:00pm 

Prepared temple to scry the Genii of the Art Atu in the Carcer of the Qliphoth from Liber 231.  I used four candles,  the Art Atu, amethyst, Jupiter incense.  Bathed and robed.  

5:30pm  

xxv, felt clean.

V, felt holiness.

Fire Opal invoking Sagitarius.  

Drew sigil for Saksaksalim and recited line 14 from Liber 231.  Dragon asana, formed body of light.  Drew sigil, entered it via the sign of the enterer.  Here is the vision:

There is a blue, violet atmosphere/energy.  I am outdoors, everything is covered in frost.  There is a red angel, and a cauldron.  There is a raven and red vulture.  The angel pours a vial into the cauldron.  

I test with the Sagitarius hexagram and the vision remains.  Now I am an archer, or I am standing behind an archer, I cannot be too sure here.  An arrow is fired at a deer.  Now there is a hunter with a shot

gun.  I call out to the Genii, the Angel points to a mountain top.  The mountain is extremely thin and tapered like a skewer.  There is a figure on top resembling the silver surfer from Marvel comics,

except he is ice colored, and cold.  He appears sinister, heartless, and cold.  

He impales an infant on the sharp mountain peak. Horrified by the sight, I test him with the sigil.  He remains and begins to teach.  

Here is the teaching:

It is I who sacrifices the child on that chilled cold point of death, the elixir and the fountain; you know not what I speak of but vaguely.  It is the elixir vitae.  But the sacrifice must still be made.  

Frater 2100!: (Suspicious) What exactly is your teaching ?

Genii: Wisdom.  Wisdom of the appropriate sacrifice.  

You have not yet obtained the child, so you cannot know yet the meaning of the true sacrifice, which must be given to the infernal cup [fire] of the gods.  

See thou that holy and formless fire which burneth&#8230;thee and me, all in the beyond of the eternal flame.  The child must be first produced, this is yet to be done; do it.  

Then that great sacrifice pertaining to the great work may begin its end called completion.  

[this is revealed in the 4 of wands]

It is that holy and sinister elixir which sacrificeth and sustaineth thee.  This is the stone, the means by which the two become one, [which is none.] 

Yes&#8230; take this in consideration with the teaching of the seed and the egg.  Then there shall be understanding.  

Frater 2100!: What is your vice?

Genii: The false sacrifice, the folly of those who sacrifice maidens and flesh.  

The true sacrifice is the child, he is whitout flesh. (in the usual sense.) Swallow him whole.  Beware lest you become him; thus it is thee that must be offered up.  

Amen.  

I thanked the Genii and returned to my body and temple via the sigil.  Assumed the god form of Harpocrates. Closed with xxv.  

Comment: I get the sense that there are two sacrifices referred to here.  The first is that of the lower ego in the attainment of the H.G.A.  the second is a continuation of the first and involves the crossing of the abyss, hence the reference to 'understanding'

which is Binah.
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Thanks for this.

What I think is interesting in this is the mis-placed idea of sacrifice that runs as a theme through several of the nightside skryings.  A sacrifice was originally an offering; only later did it become an offering with a sense of loss attached to it.

In other words, it's one thing to say, give an extra chicken to a god for a harvest feast.  Nobody starves because of this offerring.  It's another thing to give your last chicken and go one week without meat in order to offer your servitude to some god.

The latter being like a penance.

The lower ego is truly sacrificed in the sense that it no longer occupies the throne that rules the self.  But it is not done away with; only it may feel that it is to be done away with.  And this is the key to the darkness of our soul.  But in reality, the ego is only yoked that the higher Aspiration or Soul is given its rightful place on that throne...and there ultimately, the supreme contact with the H.G.A. that you seem to have mistaked for an Abyss experience in your commentary to your skrying.

The infant on the mountaintop to be 'sacrificed' seems so reminiscent of the biblical narrative.  And so like Runar, a very Christist theme in this qliphotic vision.
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Next, there's Paul Thomas' skryings to look at:
I really love the idea of cooking the soul; making it more tasty and blending it with other harmonious elements.
Paul Thomas
Mercury House
An. XCIX Sol in 3° Libra
09/25/03 ev Thursday
Jupiter 2145 hrs.
 Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.
Showered and robed with spells and recital. XXV and V inflamed. Invk. IAO. Verse 14 of 231. 14 minutes in asana. Created sigil inside a flaming square. Placed both hands thereon. Spinning clockwise and now in my temple. Drew the sigil of Sagittarius and I shot up vertically like an arrow. Into outer space. A pink-ish planet. Not correct I thought yet I went down to investigate. Pink and gray dirt. No life. A black creature like a worm suddenly ran into a small rock. I pulled him by the tail and he hissed at me. Annoyed I created a chariot of fire with white horses to take me back to space. I vehemently invoked the Genii: Sala.! Sala.! An arrow pierces me and I fall down.down. I land on an elastic white cloud. I get up and am enclosed by blue walls. A rush of flooding water swept me into a room wherein is the Genii. She is three-breasted, multicolored, one half dark the other light. Many colors. Not very attractive was She. She was behind a cauldron exactly like Atu 14. I ask what She is doing.
Sala: Cooking. (most of what She said was doubled.)
Skryer: Cooking what?
Sala: Your Soul!
A small dog nipped at my leg. She said his name was STRUF. I tested the Genii with Her Sigil and she relished in it. I get closer to her and she quickly stuffs me into the cauldron. I am aware of a great amount of steam. I blackout. A vision now of a beautiful country-side. Centaurs all about. Green grass, blue sky, and yellow sun. I used an invoking fire pentagram to return back to the Genii. She instructed me to unite opposites. For instance my Anger with Love or happiness. After a few moments I thanked her and left.
Another vision. Opened sigil like a door. Into a country-side as before. At the edge of the land was an ocean below, with fish jumping about. Strange thought I. Took a look around. Very tall green trees. The sun was bright and overhead. Suddenly an arrow plunges into the ground. Huge. Stretched upwards to the sun. I climbed and soon was at the top. My head was crowned with the Beauty of the sun. I looked down upon the Earth, and knew that the path is the link from the higher consciousness to my Khu. I melted into the warm embrace of Sol and was back in my body.
 Love is the law, love under will.
The following vision gives me the idea of the 'astral junkie' and a warning against such fatuousness...also of the immaturity that is present at the onset of any new level of experience; until one has developed and refined that experience.  There is a greater validity in this and skryings like Ann's than the toying with the Christist overtones found in Runar and Ryan's skrying; at least in my view.
Paul Thomas
Qliphoth House
An. XCIX Sol in 22° Pisces
03/12/04 ev Friday
Venus 0704 hrs.
 Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the Law.
Showered and robed with Spells and recital. XXV, V, and Greater Fire Opal invoking Sagittarius. Invocation to IAO and verse 14 of 231. In asana for 11 minutes. Into astral temple quite easily. Created sigil of SAKSAKSALIM above altar and invoked. I took the sigil and created a Bow (rainbow) and stood myself on the Arrow thereof. I shot straight up, piercing the sky and into space. I curve to my right on the arrow and hit a large white pear. I take a small bite and am nourished. I create the letter Samekh as a prop I can sit on. I fly about for a short time. A great warrior descends. His armor is red-orange, his head had a solar disc behind it. His whole body radiated a spiritual fire. He is commanding a chariot of two horses. Armed with a bow and arrow he speeds past me and slays him a bear. He approaches me and we greet. I give him the sigil of Sagittarius and he thanks me for the gift, putting the arrow in with his others. I also give him the sigil of the genii and ask what it is. He folds up the sigil and puts it in his breast pocket. He says it a type of map, it is a symbol used to mark position. I ask why the figure is upside-down. ( I have given to call this being Apollo.)
Apollo: The figure is you, me and indeed everyone else. You're upside down because it resembles a lack of control. Literally they've got you dangling by your ankles. Also, it shows a going downwards or inwards, as opposed to upwards and outwards.
414: I wish to gain knowledge of this path.
Apollo: Alright! I am glad you asked.
I board his chariot and we travel. He offers me a bow to hunt if I wish. I take the bow and with Sagittarius, aim at the Peeled Wand of my God, and I hit.
We arrive at a house of light blue color, not very royal, built of stone. Immediately inside is dark and dirty. Earthy colors. I smell something vile. A huge, fat, monstrous human sits amidst a pile of food, gorging. He is jolly and greets us. I give him the sigil of SAKSAKSALIM and he eats it, becomes more hungry, quickening his intake of live chickens and bread, wine and other foods. Apollo tells him that I am a newcomer to this path, and I'm here to explore a little. The fat man suggests we go find Diana who is "around here somewhere." We find Diana in the kitchen. She looks like the woman from Atu XIV. She is mixing some drink. The fat man complains that she cannot get it right. I ask her what she is doing.
Diana: Well I'm trying to make an elixir, but I can't get the mixture correct.
414: What is the elixir for?
D: It's for him. (she motions toward the fat man.) It is so he can increase his appetite and eat even more. Like he needs to! My boy, don't be given to excess like him. You are taught to exceed, but be smart about it. Proper proportion is a must.
414: I understand. Thank you.
At this point, I realize that I appear as a boy, a child. I am only about as tall as Diana's breast, and barely can see onto the counter-top. Noticing this as I did, I ask Diana why this is so.
D: Not to worry, Sweetheart, in time you will grow. Don't be too quick to grow up. Use this time to become strong.
I understood this in a spiritual sense, not in a mundane sense, although it could apply both ways. I ask for a sip of the elixir, which she finally succeeded in mixing.
D: Ok, but be careful, it's quite strong.
I take a sip and thank her. I thank Apollo and tell him that I can make it home on my own, he can stay here and enjoy his friends. I thank the Fat Man (SAKSAKSALIM) and I fly outside the house and upward into the blue sky. Lightening strikes me through the top of my head and out my feel. I am infused by the lightening and it ascends me upwards. I then contract to an infinitesimal size. Before reaching nothingness, I create the sigil of Earth. Smaller and smaller I contract spherically until finally I am completely gone. I reunite with Body of Assiah in sign of Silence. 

Love is the law, love under will. 
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I find it to be a christist theme in that it is taking

the 'glass is half empty' interpretation of the whole

ordeal. On the flipside initiation is really the

expansion of the self, not the sacrifice of the self. 

Yet in this expansion there is a modification of the

relationship of the very elements that we call self,

with each other.  Much in the same manner that an

expanding company needs to re-structure its human

resources, the initiate must re-arrange his or her

elements, or perish.  

When I adore Nuit through service to others, I am not

making myself 'hostage to the other' as the sophist

Levinas would try to brainwash us into believing.

Actually his concept of the other is really a magickal

attack to get the world to submit to his 'other' being

Israel.  Now if we could make a state for the American

religious right say in Iraq, well, things would take

care of themselves rather nicely.  There would

definately be some interesting fireworks.  We should

move Rome a little closer to Iran too while were at

it.  
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Nicely put, yes, expansion and re-alignment.

We don't cut out or cut off facets of our body or our mind and we certainly don't do anything that would amount to any whole-scale destruction of ourselves.

My concern at present is the difference between the elimination of counter-productive thoughts and the checking of tendencies.  The former is very important, as is the latter.  But of the latter, too many seem to assume that these are things that can and must be eliminated.

This can not be so.  Tendencies come both innately through genetics and via experience.  Any possible neurosis that may be underneath them must be addressed.  But to attempt to suppress and/or anihilate tendencies will only exacerbate them at a later point.

It is my problem with so many cults, like HOOR and the SAW people.  Their teaching is destructive and therefore dangerous (as it is also ignorant and sometimes megalomaniacal).  This is also the crux of my argument with Runar at this point.
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This brings us to the next step in our examination of Samekh.

In my article: http://www.astronargon.us/howling_of_liber_ccxxxi.htm

I delineate Grant's listing of qualities for Saksalim as follows:

Grade
 
Force


Ordeal
  Siddhi

Atavism


25 Art

Saksalim
Concepts of

Being bound
  Transmutation
Serpent



Reversal, 

with fear
  & Vision of



Transformation
& horror
  Universal



and Annihilation

 
  Peacock as a








  Symbol of








  Shaitan

The force of this path is that we examine such concepts as annihilation as per my previous message to you.  And they are bound with fear and horror; the ego doesn't submit to the yoke so easily.  This again has the tone of my argument with Runar; he has expressed fear and urgency in his quest to get me to annihilate something that in reality, I don't possess.  The Christist overtone is that he seems to be wanting to save my soul.

Fear is the mind killer; and I'm neither audacious nor afraid.  But then, I'm not hanging out w/Saksalim at the moment.
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In my article: http://www.astronargon.us/howling_of_liber_ccxxxi.htm
I delineate Grant's listing of qualities for Saksalim as follows:

Grade            Force                        Ordeal                  Siddhi                   Atavism

25 Art
Saksalim        Concepts of             Being bound      Transmutation    Serpent
                        Reversal,                  with fear             & Vision of
                       Transformation        & horror              Universal
                        and Annihilation                                  Peacock as a
                                                                                         Symbol of
                                                                                         Shaitan

The force of this path is that we examine such concepts as annihilation as per my previous message to you.  And they are bound with fear and horror; the ego doesn't submit to the yoke so easily.  This again has the tone of my argument with Runar; he has expressed fear and urgency in his quest to get me to annihilate something that in reality, I don't possess.  The Christist overtone is that he seems to be wanting to save my soul.
Fear is the mind killer; and I'm neither audacious nor afraid.  But then, I'm not hanging out w/Saksalim at the moment.

To continue further, it seems quite natural that we add Falorio into the mix at this point.

Becoming one with all sensation, the individuality is annihilated, consciousness breaks through to paranormal awareness; via union of opposites, the Elixir is distilled.
"And a mighty angel appeared as a woman, pouring vials of woe upon the flames, lighting the pure stream with her brand of cursing. And the iniquity was very great."
Aleister Crowley, Liber CCXXXI

"The 25th ray illumines the Tunnel of Saksaksalim whose number is 300 and whose non-being may be induced to assume form by the vibration of a high pitched electric crackling sound in the key of 'G' sharp . . . "
". . . the Golden Dawn symbolism of the 5o = 6o Grade . . . should be studied . . . "
excerpted from . . .
The Shadow Tarot 
© Linda Falorio, 1995
In the Tunnel of Saksaksalim lurks a goat-headed Shadow, intrepid Worker of the Current of the Void of Infinite Space, who by stimulation of the 16 kalas x 16 marmas of the etheric body, through Atlantean Red and Black Temple work yielding 256 vibrating nodes in the web of light, has distilled rare endocrine elixirs into the cup whose base is the sigil of the ancient priestess Ayizan. By imbibing these magickally prepared elixirs, the Worker has become Gyander/Androgyne - Priest/ess of Maat -- bisexualized, thus transcending the limitations of polarized existence.
The Ayin, Eye of Infinite Potential of the Shadow Priest/ess combining male and female, human and animal, transfixes the alchemical dragon -- Tiamat-Kingu-Moon -- with rainbow arrows of the five senses, the five jewels of the cow. Becoming one with all sensation, the individuality is annihilated in back-brain satori with the Now.
I took my Practicus motto with this idea of human and animal mixing; the Centaur.  Of course, per my spiritual work, the Centaur has even broader implications, there is something to be said for this Alchemical energy and the meditative insights of the lab.  Even more can be said as in my article: http://www.astronargon.us/the_third_covenant.html
The enlightened consciousness is kindled by the Arrow's path from Moon to Sun, breaking through the Veil of Paroketh, Knot of Vishnu, manipura chakra, separation of Heaven and Earth, flowering into the eight-petalled lotus, cross-of-four-quarters plus the in-between-points through which "evil" enters dayside reality.
By Viparita karani, "remaining upside down,@ by retroversion of the senses, and use of the Death Posture of Austin Osman Spare, s/he traverses the Great Void, entering the Neither-Neither world of Universe B.
On the left we see the black globe of Nephthys, manifestation of non-manifestation, "the black outer shell of the world sphere,@ in which weaves and glows a yin-yang electron beam subjected to opposing magnetic fields. Below this is a standing stone upon a crescent: both ancient symbols of Choronzon. Upon the standing stone is carved the figure of Many-Breasted Diana, dark counterpart of Diana Virgin, Huntress of the Moon. Her accompanying Hound is the Southern constellation Canis Major, Great Dog, of which Sirius is the principal star. The other Southern stars depicted are six of the Pleiades, the unseen seventh having already made transition to Universe B.
MEDITATION:
A need to work with the energies of Saksaksalim is suggested when we encounter over identification with gender, or a fascination with as well as lack of understanding of the opposite sex. Here we may find a spirituality that identifies the body with its lusts and appetites as animal and unclean, as it fretfully holds to dayside one-pointed consciousness, blindly holding to faith in a universe of "solid" matter, which is predictable, and ultimately knowable. Here too, we may find denial of one's shadow-side, which is projected instead onto an evil, alien world, and then rebounds, generating repulsion and fear of all which is perceived as "not-I";
Among the powers are of this tunnel is spiritual transcendence through identification with the sensible objects of consciousness, along with the ability to mass energy, intelligence, sensual desire and instinctual aversion, for union with all one perceives to be one's polar opposite. Thus are united male and female, positive and negative, matter and anti-matter, left brain and right brain within oneself, in breaking through primitive mammalian consciousness to paranormal levels of awareness. Here is acceptance of Mystery, of the "chaos factor,@ acceptance of the Void that exists at the heart of energy/matter, and through which all continually unfolds into existence. Here is power to manipulate electromagnetic currents vital to biological life, as in the Taoist "white tiger, green dragon" tantric yogas of dual cultivation, thus producing healing elixirs for producing immortality in the living flesh.
The danger is utter physical exhaustion, danger in depletion of oneself and/or one's partner in unbalanced pursuit of the ultimate tantric union: platform orgasm with the unknowable Void.
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Finally, on the Lamed-Samekh thread, we get to Motta's skrying.

Marcelo Motta
3 July 1969 e.v.

   Astral travel- approximately 10, I think- maybe 15. Painted yellow (Queen Scale) Invoking Sign for Sagittarius on door (after B.O. and Invocation of B-A-H ) of dark wood, facing Boleskine, and went through (with some difficulty).  White arrow shaft pointing up towards a Pink Star.   
In Paul Thomas' skrying we get a "pink-ish planet."
Started up the shaft, with some difficulty. Once, during the trip, heard the number 91. Suddenly it occurred to me that I would never arrive- that the trip was endless. Then the words came to me from LXV- "Is not there weariness and impatience for who would attain to some goal?" (But before this, "Is there not joy ineffable in this aimless winging?" Notice that the right words occurred in the "Astral" memory, but not now in the physical memory while copying- I had to go and look them up! The physical is rusty- by lack of practice, no doubt!)  Then, I asked about such details as getting help in the subject of the Arrow in daily matters- girls, etc. The thought came to me that the Genii of the Sign would help me in these things, and that I should prepare pentacles for them. It also comes to me now that I must remake this Vision, invoking this time with the letter Samekh, rather than the sign of the Arrow.)
I don't know whether or not its Motta's English, but I get a sense of creativity, "I must remake this Vision..."  And indeed this is a creative process, also, the formula of Coagula that belongs to the Samekh Atu is creative.  And again, Motta seems to have no direct interaction with the Genii of this sigil.

   It also occurred to me that I could stay in the trip as long as I could (or would- which is about the same here.), and that it would benefit me by the Aspiration.

   During my fumbling preparations I could hear someone laughing.   It is indeed very funny, this 39-year-old man who has been a Thelemite for sixteen years and does not know by heart the Invoking Pentagrams, Banishing Pentagrams, and so forth!

   I can go back at any time, I see- and refresh myself. Also, I felt tempted to "see" things at moments, but realized how easy it would be to "see" them- and how unnecessary- (the word is not "useless", as I was going to write).

   Now I understand my past (Saturn) vision better.  To stay in the vision is to commune with the Soul of the Vision.

Note: Trouble with strong light over my head. Too much light, although I wore the robe and hood.


7 July 1969 e.v.

   About 10:43 pm, start, 11:03 pm, end. Invoked B-A-H and recited Call of Spirit. Then, invoked the Geni of the Dome of Samekh, although the hexagram which I took out, thinking it was his Seal, was the Seal of the Qliphotic Geni. 

   The top of my head throbbed. I saw absolutely nothing. However, the realization came to me- for whatever good it is- that I am the Arrow. Also, that the letters QST refer to Samekh as equilibrating Qoph and Teth. I must therefore invoke these Paths to learn more about I.

   Returned to my body at last. Summation: failure? I do not know. Later, will feed the Seal with Holy Oil. And in due time, of course, will invoke the Paths of Qoph and Teth!

   Note: If we go by the letters (or part tracing of letters), the Sigil of the Geni of the Qliphah indicates that he (it, or she) is related to the Paths of S, K, R and Z in some way. So, must travel in those also. But I will, anyway!

   Doing Sign of Silence, after finish, preparatory to leaving the straw carpet to go for the Holy Oil, remembered that right at the start, when I penetrated the Seal, waiting for some shape to appear, the shape of the "Virgin Mary" appeared. Tried to banish it with (now I know why it didn't work!) invoking Pentagram of Fire! (Or did I really use the Banishing Pentagram? I am not sure.) It did not work. Then, on pronouncing the Sacred Words of Banishing, B. O., the image was shattered to pieces. Afterwards, absolute darkness. Meaning, I saw no images. When I became the arrow and started climbing, I assumed the shape of Apollo the Archer and threw an arrow upwards from my bow, thinking it would help. But apparently it didn't.
Motta doesn't seem to have the idea of 'intent' as an improper pentagram is blamed for distorting his vision.  But here again, the Virgin Mary carries on this Christist theme in the Qliphotic House; really very apt for this.  But overall, the skrying does seem a failure.

   Conclusion: Only time, the Anointing of the Seal, and the effects of today's apparently insignificant work in my daily life will show whether tonight's attempt was successful or not.


8 July 1969 e.v.

   Start 0.15h; finished 0.35h. Invoked Seal of Geni of Carcer- Qliphah of Sagittarius. Saw nothing; but impulse came to me to sum up the letters of the name of the Geni. Also, I was pronouncing his name (I think it is a "he") wrongly.

   Also, had impulse to put Seal on top of my head  and recite the Invocation of Spirit  while in such position. Afterwards, anointed the Seal.

   Numeration of SKSKSLIM: 60+ 20+ 60+ 20+ 60+ 30+ 10+ 40+ 100+ 120+ 40+ 40= 220+ 80= 300, which, of course, equals (omitted) and equals Shin. Very interesting. Perhaps the Geni was indicating his harmony with my Will.

The previous passage here also seems a whole lotta nada.
9 July 1969 e.v.

   Preparations started at 10:30pm approximately.  Start at 10:35pm; finish at 10:42pm. Very hard to enter; when I entered, was in a garden. The thought came to me: this is the Garden of Eden; then fear came to me; then the thought, what am I afraid of? I am the Lord of the Garden! Then I tried to go up the Shaft; and the ruddy clouds opened above me.  And this was of Liber CCCLXX. Then I thought, there is little to see, but much work to be done. Then I aspired to know the details: how shall I know when to go into a woman or not (funny: the thought of men did not occur to me there)? And the answer came: These are matters of detail; the Genii will instruct me. So I must work on their Seals. Therefore, I came back, and assumed the shape of H-P-K. And came back.  But now it occurs to me that I did not banish the Seal; which I shall now do.

Again, no contact with the Genii, but the presence of fear as Grant notes in his description of this path.
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Luna in Aquarius

8:58p.m.

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

rainy, Moon: waning, Results: Banishings go routinely.  I invoke Venus 

during the Fire Opal to prepare for my skrying of Lamed.  I intone 

Jehovah Tzabaoth as I draw the Venus hexagrams.  I then assume the form 

of Venus after vibrating Thelema in the center of the circle.  I sense 

the world of Netzach, the world of emotion, the astral sense.  What a 

phenomenon emotions are! Chemical rushes of polluted blood!

I then go into the Dragon Asana after a quick glance at my 231 

objective.  I hold the posture for 15 minutes, catching only glimpses of "nowness."  The mind is strong in its distraction, I sift through what I can.  I stop for a moment to attack 231.  I prepare for such with the memorizing of the name and verse and envision the sigil.

At first it appears as a road sign on a dirt road.   I hit the sign but 

nothing happens, I struggle to see clearly.  The vision wants to change 

of its own accord, I let it.  Next I'm in a winterland, the sky is dark 

blue, and the ambience fits the blueness.  The snow floats gently to the ground.  The landscape has a great feel to it, familiar and peaceful.  I call to the Genii but nothing.  Then I see the sigil floating in the sky, I shoot it with a slingshot, it shatters.  Again nothing dramatic seems to happen.  Then I picture the sigil again as a sign and I shatter it with a massive punch, the sigil surrounds me and now I'm inside a dark orb.  I call out the name of the Genii.  An eye appears, then a huge, furry blue face to go with it.

"What do you want?" the muppetlike face says gently.

"The knowledge of this sigil," I say.

"The sigil represents the order and sum of all things.  Each part must 

have balance if the whole is to function properly.  When a portion is 

unbalanced, the whole is in disarray."

I almost don't trust this Genii because he doesn't seem at all hostile.  

I throw a Lamed at him, as soon as it hits him, his form changes into a 

gigantic and fierce trident-crowned warrior.

"There are two sides to justice, unbalance and doubt only invites the 

wrath of Maat!"

Always unto Nuit...

I'm not quite sure if I am satisfied with this particular skrying.  It 

is my first in a while and I am willing to admit that I am a bit rusty.  

One interesting thing I noted afterward though was the ambience of blue 

that I felt and its familiarity with others skryings.  Let me know what 

you make of it.

I have another one to share from last night that I will send to you 

either later tonight or tomorrow.
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This was my response to Matthew's concern over his skrying...

"Yes, I believe your skrying fell a little short; after all, the information you got could've been taken from any textbook.  And there was really nothing of personal revelation there for you."
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