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The Magickal Art of the Deofel Quintet

The Deofel Quintet - the original Deofel Quartet pkreaking the Slence Down - were
designed as Instructional Texts for novices beginning tlestqalong the Left Hand Path
according to the traditions of the ONA.

As such, they are not - and were not intended to beat,greeven good, works of literature.

Their intent was to inform novices of certain esoteriatters in an entertaining and

interesting way, and as such they are particularhablatfor being read aloud. Indeed, one of
their original functions was to be read out to Templemiers by the Temple Priest or
Priestess.

In effect, they are attempts at a new form of "maga#’ - like Tarot images, or esoteric
music. As with all Art, magickal or otherwise, theyncand should be surpassed by those
possessing the abilities. If they have the effect gfinmg some Initiates of the Darker Path to
creativity, to surpass them and create something betéegr,otie of their many functions will
have been achieved.

Anton Long
115yf
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Introduction To The “Deofel Quartet”

The works collected under the title “The Deofel Quartegre written as instructional texts
for members of a Black Magick group. As such, they dati wertain esoteric matters
relevant to Novices and those who have begun to follevpdith of Black Magick and
Satanism.

While the form chosen is fictional, it is not thdta “conventional’” novel. Instead, a new
vehicle was created with the aim of combining a fastl (ius entertaining) pace with a
narrative style that not only required the imaginagpaaticipation of the reader, but also
sought to involve the unconscious. Thus, detailed desergptioof, for instance, characters
and locations — are for the most part omitted. lefstb the reader to supply such “missing
details”: partly from their imagination and partly unconssly, from their own expectations
and projections.

This form also had the added advantage of making the waekgsting to listen to when read
aloud in a group setting. This new form may be consitlasean extended “prose poem”.

While each work is self-contained in terms of “plot” amthdracters”, they all deal with the
varying insights attained by those following the darker patsbteric enlightenment, as well
as with those practical (i.e. real-life) experienegsch form the basis of genuine magickal
training and which explicate real sinister magick inaacti

Each work deals with (although not always exclusivedyertain type of magickal/archetypal
energy — and thus is connected with one of the sphetbs séptenary Tree of Wyrd. Thus,
in the instructional sense, each work explicates pé#atiarchetypal forms as those forms
affect people in real life. Naturally, quite a fewtloé forms so explicated are dark or sinister.

In order to guide the interested reader and student cDdoalt Arts, some “Themes and
Questions” concerning the Quartet are included as an Appenifiglume I.

(Typed note at bottom of this page: The works are reproduce@éxactly as they were
originally circulated in manuscript form, with typed/hand-written corrections.)

ONA

Responses and Critical Analysis:

Each novice reading the Quartet should try and analyze tésponse to it — the feelings,
expectations, points of agreement and disagreement amwdvgbich arise from reading it.

A first reading will be sufficient to show the wori$the Quartet are Satanically subtle — i.e.
they are not blatant “horror/Black Magick” stories areither are they pornographic. They
are also not akin to the amoral diatribes of othetensi— e.g. de Sade.

Instead, they are intended for those of discernmdmdset who can see beyond mere
appearance and affectation — i.e. Satanic novices: thegemgh to know and who seek to
guestion, those who wish to discover secrets (often dbentselves).
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As explained elsewhere, they deal with problems a ndelteving the Left Hand Path might
be expected to come across or be familiar with — bothterms of their own
development/feelings/expectations, and in terms ofgie@ter magick. Such magick is, for
the most part, subtle and esoteric — it is hidden and betky,soften no, resemblance to what
most people (and some Initiates) consider magick to be.

Hence, those who turn to the Quartet hoping to finckthe of cheap and sensational thrills
often associated (in the herd-mind) with “Black Magickbrgs and “horror” will be
disappointed. The Quartet is not intended for such gensseeking, uncritical and weak
individual — it is intended to instruct Satanic novicesame esoteric aspects of their craft; to
aid their own understanding and sinister development.

“Falcifer” concerns Initiation and the gathering of Sa&taexperience. It also deals with the
Dark Gods — revealing esoteric knowledge. The energies wivehform to the story are
concerned with the first sphere on the Tree of Wyrdagiokal form “Night/Nox” ; Tarot
images — 18, 15, 13; Alchemical Process —Calcination.

The Temple Of Satan also concerns the Dark Gods - batls mainly with emotion on the
personal level, particularly “love”: how a Satanic iatie of some experience encounters and
deals with this emotion. “Love” of this type is ag#ato be experienced and transcended.
For a Satanist not yet achieved Adeptship, this feelingftes @ snare, a trap — which they
can fall into, thus ending their sinister quest. Ithsw still unconscious feeling and desires —
about making these more conscious, controlling them anddending them. Third sphere on
Tree of Wyrd. Magickal form — Ecstasy. Images — 6, 114, Alchemical process —
Coagulation.

“The Giving” concerns “primal Satanism” — and a more sulpidggick and manipulation than
the previous works. It is a story based on fact — ohlifeghappenings and real people. It
reveals a real Satanic Mistress in action — someorte difierent from the “accepted” notion
of a Satanic Mistress. Spheres — Third and Forth. Fernicstasy/Vision. Images
7,12,5,6,14,17. Processes — Coagulation/Putrefaction.

“The Greyling Owl” (the title is significant) concertise second sphere, and the magick is
even more subtle and esoteric than the previous workiequires an understanding of
individuals as those individuals are — a subtle changihghem. Magickal Form —
Indulgence; process — Separation; Images — 0, 8, 16.

In all the works of the Quartet, “the other side&(ithose with “moral’) is shown in context —
moral individuals are described and things seen from tn@int of view. It is vitally
important for a novice to be able to be detached to see things and people as those things
and people are. Only thus can they learn judgment acdweis how to work esoteric sinister
magick. Such detachment is necessary — and its cidhvat part of Initiate training. It is
the aim of the Quartet to cultivate this ability — anel $klf-criticism which is part of it. This
“criticism” is a self-awareness, a self-knowledgehus, some characters in the Quartet and
the views and attitudes they express may provoke the &atatmate into disagreement and
possibly discomfort. This is intentional. The novst®uld analyze why they react as they do
— and why they expect certain things/certain views/ceoiaicomes.

In short, they are entertaining Instruction Satanic §exthose who are prepared to spend
some effort in understanding them will discover maiygilg, and so learn.
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Falcifer :
This MS deals with overt magick in a magickal setting mples, rituals etc. It describes
Satanic initiation from a Satanic viewpoint, and the tegtsa novice may undergo as well as

the awakening awareness appropriate to a novice.

It also deals with the Dark Gods — describing them and tgiak which returns them to
Earth.

Of all the MSS of the Quatrtet, it is the most gasilderstood, although it does contain some
hidden/esoteric meanings. These, however, are explicalole thie perspective of the MS is
overtly Satanic.

Temple of Satan:

This also has an overtly magickal setting, but deals thi¢ stage beyond that of a novice; i.e.
someone who has been involved for some time and who ke®ped certain magickal skills
— e.g. manipulation.

Melanie is the archetypal Satanic Priestess: sexudllyirg, using her sexuality to
manipulate and captivate, enjoying some delicate pleaswgss@ism). But, as a true
Satanist, after some time she becomes bored by th@aouSo_unconsciouslgt first, she
seeks after something else: and is drawn toward Thuegiamst her better Satanic judgment.
She is “drawn” because she still has to gain a deépisgérstanding — because there are still
aspects which remain unconscious and powerful in her pgyelsing to the “luminous”
power of love etc. Gradually, she falls in love — bughe herself being manipulated toward
this by Saer? And if so, why? (Consider the crystdeftewith Thurstan for her to find and
read). Saer is “beyond the Abyss” — an image/symboéohia magick as against Melanie’s
external and internal magick.

But she gradually understands its purpose — to propel herddi@next stage of the sinister
journey, and to provide a child who because of her owntsingbilities and the apparently
non-sinister abilities of Thurstan will have special ljies. That is, the child will be beyond

opposites (as e.g., symbolized by Melanie and Thurstaiward the end, Melanie is

presented with a choice — love, or her duty/destiny. Sbesds the later, and her magick is
restored.

Claudia is a complication for Melanie — a further ghistfaction. Does her love cause her
lover's death? Pead and Jukes, representing old aeon magidio, keep Melanie and
Thurstan apart — because with him she cannot fulfilheemagick, to the detriment of the old
order and “the light”.

The Giving:

This MS has several esoteric strands and several m@anings. Lianna is a Mistress of
Earth (note: stages beyond Melanie in “Temple”) and litar duty to undertake The Giving —
rite of sacrifice.
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As a Satanic Mistress, Lianna uses magick in a subtle asybenefits her status. This
magick is esoteric (e.g. empathic) but she also directpipnlates others, although in a
subtle way. Consider how she draws/attracts Thowldet: sending Sidnal to him with
books, visiting his shop as a customer...

Lianna requires two important things: an opfer, and someorfather her heir. The MS
describes her attaining these goals.

Mallam is a recent initiate — enjoying as all good Initiahould, over magick and evil. He
involves Rhiston in his games. Lianna however presentMakith a choice — finely and
subtlety presented. She advises him that his activities nat conducive to further
advancement, for she understands he has become ensnamdebgf his desires, rather than
enjoying them and then discarding them to rise beyond tmanso attain self-insight and
mastery. However, he sees her hints “morally” — r&ntarprets them because he cannot see
what she is trying to do; i.e. he shows no Satanighmsi The reader is shown this from
Mallam’s perspective — like Mallam; certain discernmisntequired to see beyond the outer
appearance to the essence. (This sudden change of peespectirs in the MS several time,
as it does many times in other parts of the Quartee ré&ader should often ask: what is really
going on here? A critical judgment is required becausnafharacters and what they may
do/say are not what they seem; i.e. the real intexgfick is hidden.)

As it is , Mallam’s lack of insight means he believgsnna is making a “moral” point, and
he openly breaks with her.

Following this decision by Mallam, Lianna provides him witlieat, a new opportunity to
prove his worth or otherwise. She sends her Guardidachmto him — unknown to Mallam,
of course — with a secret MS. Again, Mallam failg¢alize what is happening — he cannot
see through Imlach. Instead, he is overwhelmed by uniussdesires: material greed, lust
for power. Rather than controlling, and using his ddsirsome purpose, he lets his desire
control him. He goes to Lianna’s village — and again ,fléscause he cannot recognize the
young woman as a Priestess of Lianna’s tradition:das $ier as dull, easily manipulated.
Thus, he shows he has no genuine magickal insight atiesbil

Hence he becomes a candidate for sacrifice. Bagitadl chooses himself — he is not chosen
because of his “evil” activities. They merely provide ikdafe to deflect attention from his
disappearance (when the rite is completed): no oreanventional’ society would miss
him/mourn him or worry about his disappearance.

Lianna also tests/manipulates Thorold. Does she aboipoiate Monica? Or is she

genuinely annoyed when Thorold becomes involved with M@nids this a further test of

Thorold? Certainly for Lianna, Monica’s death or remasanecessary — or it seems to be.
Lianna has drawn Thorold into her world — and changesfoinhe is captivated by her: in a

sense, in her power. He has qualities which she judgediwmale him a suitable person to
father her child.

The MS ends with an unasked question: what is to be Therate when his purpose has
been achieved? That is, when he has fathered her Wildhe be an opfer, or will he

become part of her tradition? Clues to the answelgaen at various points in the MS.
Also, is Lianna a Satanist?
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Certainly, she does not seem to be — there are no “Sataes; no invocations to Satan. At
one point she says she belongs to an older traditidgoes she say this for a reason? - To
deceive? She certainly represents a primal darkness: sar@l genuine Mistress of
Earth....This raises the question as to what genuine Sataeally is: a question answered,
in fact, by Lianna’s actions as described in the MS frigrbeéginning to its end.

The Greyling Owl:

This is the most esoteric and therefore the most diff/dS to understand — at first reading —
and when viewed by conventional/accepted ideas of Satariark/Blagick.

This shows_reaimagick in action on several levels: manipulation, empatforms (e.g.
music), images, and via opening psychic nexions within individuals

Essentially, the MS deals with the changes wroughhenlives of Mickleman and Allison,
and how these are made to aid the sinister dialectie. sinister aeonic strategy, to aid the
presencing of sinister energies in the causal and so boowghe change to the benefit of the
sinister, aiding evolution.

The magick here is that appropriate to an Internal Adepk beyond, while the energies
described (the outer form) are symbolic of a particsgdrere on the Tree of Wyrd (Mercury),
although other energies are sometimes involved/intrude.

This magick is far removed from external magick and tiusals/robes. This magick means
a working with individuals as those individuals are - dtlsure-orientation of their
consciousness/lives.

Mickleman is gradually changed, and brought into an inflagpbsition — the Professorship
— without him realizing this is occurring, in the magickathse at least. He believes he is still
in control of his own Destiny — and it is important munhdermine this belief, except insofar
as a certain self-insight is obtained. He must haserasces of his abilities, this confidence
to fulfill what is his “hidden” wyrd. He becomes awao@, terms he can cope with/is familiar
with (this is important), of certain archetypal aspeghich will be important for his future
professional development/standing. These aspects, by akiovill influence others in a
non-magickal way by “seeding their minds”, will aid theister dialectic. Part of this would
be through academic work (aided by insights attained duringrasipulation”) and part by
his own life style: his “decadent” past and his future degivirom the past — both would
influence others, providing inspiration and thus changing stihecertain ways.

Alison also is changed - realizing that power of musicdaasform. Again, her aims, dreams,
hopes, etc. are described from her own perspective,Hesrawn “moral’ view of the world.
However, her fundamental insights are “provoked” via thétle magick/influence of
Edmund etc. Further, the future forms she creates/wggle having the appearance of
conventional forms (and perhaps a moral content) asilieve and aid the sinister (or at least
most/some of them will). She herself will see hamsain terms of her own perspective:
often “morally”, without fully realizing what she and rhevork are achieving — opening
nexions, and presencing dark energies to influence/infeatsothe

This arises because she has been influenced/directed byknragicspecific: to access a
nexion within her own psyche. (All this is a very important notation to understandné
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marks the insight appropriate to those who aspire toegond the stage of novice. It reflects
genuine magick in action). Her thoughts/actions etc. dteers) are often “morally”
described.

The dark interior life of both Edmund and Fiona (and theg real aims) are hidden — i.e. not
overt, as generally befits a Master and Mistress. Sulgpts generally work esoterically —
they do not fit conventional Satanic role-models. higirt different ways, Edmund and Fiona
live in the ordinary world in an “ordinary” way — thaye real shape-changers who blend into
their surroundings. This enables them to work sinistegickeaeffectively. Further, Edmund
possesses no trappings normally assumed to be pars stdtion — he has no wealth, no
power, no obvious influence. His Satanic power in intetmdden — it is insight, wisdom,
and magickal skill of a rare kind. This skill allows hicmwork magick on others (and thus the
world) as those others are — in the confines of their ocoles/image for the most part.
Fiona’s magickal work is often more overt — e.g. usiegdexuality to advantage, but her real
magick is still hidden. Thus the MS describes real Adaptgork.

A note concerning “Breaking The Silence Down”

This MS is often regarded as making the Quartet into atQuirt is similar in its magick to
The Greyling Owl — although the background is Sapphism.

Basically, Diane — who already possesses an intuativ@reness of primal darkness and thus
Satanism — is lead toward self-discovery and magickah@aship.

She has an insight into the female persona/streadir the attempted rape) and discovers a
power of music to capture the essence hidden by appearance.

She is seduced by Rachael, who uses music (her pianog)lag a magickal act. Apthone is
the archetypal immature product of this age and its sesiegwayed by desires and using
petty manipulation to achieve lowly goals. When he be&smthreat to Diane, he is dealt
with by those who desire her, magickally and sexuallgc{fael and Watts). Is his accident
purely chance? Or is someone, or two, watching over Diahe the end, Rachael wins

Diane. She is a hereditary sorceress — carrying ograedmothers’ tradition (thus missing a
generation: Rachael's mother). This tradition thsiuea certain part of the countryside near
where Diane lives.

As in “Greyling”, the perspective is often that of the @uder involved: i.e. events/thoughts
etc. are seen through their eyes, with their (ofterorain and conventional)
understanding/attitudes. The give an appreciation and unodirgieof these people as they
are — and how magick affects them, usually without themgbaware of it. It requires the
reader to suspend and transcend conventional Satanicfsmsiens (which are often only
the outer form of what is Satanic/sinister rathentitmessence). This should enable genuine
magick to be understood — as it should aid the understandihgvefforms/energies etc.
affect/change individuals, often unconsciously. All thiewdd aid self-insight.
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Deofel Quartet Volume |
By Anton Long - ONA

Falcifer - Lord of Darkness

Prologue
The chant rose towards its demonic climax:
Agios 0 Atazoth! Suscipe, Satanas, munus quod tibi offerimus...

There was no wind on the high hill to snatch the clthnterds away, and the naked dancers
twirled faster and faster around the altar under the ntoslofi of night, frenzied from their
dance and by the insistent beat of the tabors.

The two red-robed cantors sang their Satanic chantstend while, nearby, Tanith the
Mistress, as the elder prophetess, uttered words folGhend Master to hear: "From the
Circle of Arcadia he shall come bearing the gifthaf youth as sacrifice and key to open the
Gate to our gods..."

Swiftly then to the ground the circling dancers fell adtnexhausted: ruddied by Bacchus the
Great and the force of the dance as, around the altalh@h Tanith writhed, the orgy of lust
began...

The room was dark, although the candles on the althbian lit, and Conrad could dimly
see the witches preparing for the ritual. Their High $eees wore a scarlet robe and came
toward him, her bare feet avoiding the circle paintedhenfloor and the bowls of incense
which not only filled the room with a sweet smelling pené but also added to its darkness.

"Please", she said to him, pressing his hand with hdosebee-arranging her long hair so it
fell around her shoulders, "do try and relax.”

Then she was moving around the room, dispensing finattaires to the members of her
coven. It all seemed rather boring and devoid ofmesdick to Conrad and he began to regret
his acceptance. He felt uncomfortable dressed in a bilé tihe other wore robes.

"Nigel'" he heard the Priestess shout, please do nae pdair book on the floor!" She
retrieved her copy of the Book of Shadows and placed themltar before ringing the small
altar bell. "Let us begin." she said.

She stood in the centre of the circle, the four mehtaro women around her, raising her
hands dramatically before intoning her chant.
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"Darksome night and shining moon, harken to our Wiccawe.r&ast then South then West
then North, harken to our calling forth..."

She was twirling round, and beneath her thin robe, Cawald see her breasts. He found her
sexually alluring, and followed her movements interflgrhaps, he thought, it would not be

so boring after all... suddenly, the candles flickered gpluttered. There was no breeze as
cause and the sudden darkness was unexpected. Conrad cmeldreeHigh Priestess near

him but his groping hand could not find her body.

"What is it?" he heard a nervous male voice ask.
The incense became thicker, and several of the coveghed.

"There is nothing wrong - really!" came the confidentceoof the Priestess. "Nigel - do light
the candles again."”

Nobody moved. A light appeared above the altar, red andlaf. It began to pulse before
moving up to swoop down and burn one of the coven. The vietiracreaming to the ground
while the light moved to rest above Conrad's head, saffthim with its glow.

He could see the High Priestess frantically making gassehe air with her hands and
mumbling "Avante Satanas!" as she did so. But her wandsgestures had no effect on him,
for she was only an ineffectual Priestess of the Rigdbd Path while he knew in that
moment he was chosen.

Then the pulsing light was gone, and the candles once lihthe room.
"The lights! Will someone turn on the lights!" Hawige was strained, and Conrad smiled.

The coven gathered behind her in their protective circiefascomfort. "Go, please go," she
asked him. "You are no longer welcome here. | sense evil."

"Yes," Conrad replied, "l will go. But | will return.” éistepped toward her and kissed her lips
but she drew away. "You are very beautiful,” he said] ‘&e wasted here."

The coldness outside the house refreshed him so thatrfeanbered he had forgotten his coat
and that a number 65C bus would bus would take him back to hiengity. The sodium lit
streets seemed to possess an eerie beauty in the daifkmeser and he walked slowly along
them, his sense of the power he had felt was a vagubsyetbing unease.

A bus disgorged him near the campus and he wandered adaogritrete paths that entwined
the University without noticing the man following him. He abed Neil's challenge to his

skepticism about witchcraft and magick, the invitationfhiend had quickly arranged to the
coven meeting and his own laughter. It would be intergstie had thought, and he would
watch with scientific detachment while the simple sandkilged their sexual fantasies under
cover of the Occult.

Several times he stopped as he remembered the senaugl bethe High Priestess, the rich

fragrance of the incense, his kiss, and several timearhed around, intent on returning to
her house. But the power, the arrogant assurance dhtelhan her house as the strange light

10
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suffused him with it's glow was gone, and he was onlysa year Undergraduate studying
science, awkward and shy with women.

Instead, he walked to the house near the campus whiclsieéd with some other students.
Neil was pleased to see him. They sat in his room vitnilee house loud music played.

"You're back early," Neil said, and smiled.

Conrad wasted no time on trivialities. "l want you td te® about magick."
"You're seriously interested, then?"

Conrad thought of the High Priestess, her voluptuous lardysaid, "Yes!"
"Well, as you know, | have some little interest ind&nowledge of, the subject.”

"So - the aim of the sorcerer is to control thaseds or powers which are Occult or hidden
from our everyday perception?"

Neil seemed surprised. "Yes, exactly. Have you beenmgagh on the subject?"
"No."

"Then how - "

Conrad shrugged his shoulders. "It was an obvious and latgdaction."

Neil smiled. His own background was artistic, his hone ¢ity and port from which the
University derived its name, and he had met the gaunt-facech€anmonth before while
distributing leaflets on campus. Conrad had read thefgpeof document and, in the
discussion that followed, demolished its content logjicahd effectively. The earnest young
man, dressed in a suit in contrast to the casual clottesthe other students, had impressed
him.

"Basically," Neil said, "magick symbolizes the variowscks, sometimes in terms of gods,
goddesses or demons, and sometimes in purely symbolic . fd{nmswledge of such
symbolism forms the basis of controlling them - acaugdio the desire or will of the
sorcerer."

"l see."

"Of course, some people believe such entities - godspmem@nd so on - exist in reality,
external to us. Others believe such forms are really pait of our sub-conscious and our
unconscious. In practical terms, it does not matter whied:means of gaining control are
essentially the same."”

"So, where is all this symbolism?" He pointed at thesrof books in the room.

Neil handed him one. "That gives the essentials afrmenial magick. It is based on what
most Occultists believe is the Western tradition afmok."

11
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Conrad glanced through the book. "Which is?"

"The Qabalistic. The Occult world and the forceshwitit are represented by what is called
the Tree of Life which consists of ten stages or sapliiach sephira corresponds to certain
things in the world - human, divine, and of course demonic."

Conrad looked directly at him. "Most Occultists, yoyZdahen what do you believe?"

Neil was not surprised by Conrad's insight. "There @dlgar tradition - a secret one."”

"Which is?"

"It has many names."

"I'm sure. Are you going to tell me or not?"

"I have only heard of it second-hand so to speak. It isister tradition - some would say
Satanic. It is based on a division of seven as agtiasjabalistic ten. Hence one of it's names
- the septenary system."

"And you have details of this system?"

"I know some people who know a group who use it."

"And through such a magickal system one could obtain desise?"

"It is possible, yes."

"Then when can | meet them - these Black Magickians?"

"So you are the Black Magickian | have heard so muau#&t Conrad gave the man a
disdainful look before sitting in the proffered chair.

The room, like them, was not impressive. Dreary paystimuing from drab walls and a human
skull lay atop a pile of paperback books containing horoorest.

"Some call me a Black Magickian." The man was dmrseeblack and wore a medallion
around his neck bearing the symbol of the inverted pentagraour"iend Mr. Stanford
informed me of your interest in the Black Arts. Thare rumours about you."

"Is that so?"

"Why have you come here?" the man asked.

"You hold certain meetings."

"Possibly."

12
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"Meetings which attract a good many people.”
"Sometimes."

"One of which will be held here, tonight."

"For a neophyte you are exceptionally well informed."

Conrad smiled it had taken Neil only a week to arrangentieeting, and he used the time
well. "I wish to attend the ritual.”

"You must understand,” the man said, "we have certairedtoes. For those who want to
become Initiates. A testing period."

"Quite so. But you would not have agreed to see me thigreyat this hour if it was not your
intention to allow me to attend.”

As if to reflect on his answer, the man lit a smadlac, allowing its smoke to billow round
him. "You may attend the first part of the ritual. Teand is, I'm afraid, for Initiates only.
And then, afterwards, should you wish, we shall talk grtbout the matter." He stood up.
"Come, you must meet some of our members."

He was led into a back-room of the spacious house. Thdows were covered with long
black drapes and the walls were painted red. A large woadd®, tcovered with a black
cloth, served as the altar upon which were lighted btasidles, a sword, several daggers,
silver cups and chalices. In one corner of the roomdstmoalmost life-size statue of a naked
woman in an indecent posture, reminding him of a ShedHgignaAround the altar the
members had gathered in black robes, but they did not spéak and he was left to stand in
his suit by the door while the magickian walked toward ttae.aHe took up the sword, struck
it against the dagger, saying 'Hail Satan, Prince of [@&dh

The congregation echoed his words, raising their arms alreatly while he removed the
robe from a young woman before helping her to lie nakethe altar. She was smiling as she
lay, her taut conical breasts rising and falling in rhythithviher breathing and Conrad
watched her intently.

One by one the congregation came forwards to kissgeer li

The magickian kissed her last, turning to face hisgoegation saying. "l will go down to the
altars in Hell."

They responded. "To Satan, the giver of ecstasy.”
"Let us praise our Prince."
"Our Father which wert in heaven, hallowed be thy namédyeaven as it is here on Earth.

Give us this day our ecstasy and desires and deliveraysl s well as temptation for we are
your kingdom for aeons and aeons!"
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The magickian inscribed in the air with his left fongfer the sign of the inverted pentagram,
before saying, "May Satan be with you."

"As he is with you."
"Let us affirm our faith."”

In union, they pronounced their Satanic creed. "l beli@avene Prince, Satan, who reigns
over this Earth and in one Law, Chaos, which triumphs aleAnd | believe in one Temple,
our Temple to Satan, and in one Word which triumphgs ailethe Word of Ecstasy! And |
believe in the Law of this Aeon which is Sacrificegdam the letting of blood for which | shed
no tears. Since | give praise to my Prince the fivemgand provider as | look forward to his
reign and the pleasures to come in this life!"

The congregation continued their litanies in a simiEnwhile the magickian made passes in
the air with his hands over the body of the woman uperaltar. He was chanting something,
but Conrad could not hear what it was, and he watchéeasagickian raised a chalice over
the woman, deliberately spilling some of the wine mtamed over her body. He showed the
chalice to the congregation before placing it betweenvwtbman's thighs. Then one of the
congregation came forward to stand by the altar and chant.

"I who am mother of harlots and queen of the Earth:sghmame is written by the agony of
the falsifier Yeshua upon the cross, | am come to payage to thee!" She kissed the woman
upon the altar.

Then there was something in her hand which Conrad couldesgtbut she too made passes
with her hands over the naked woman, chanting while ditieso. She held up to the
congregation what Conrad assumed to be a host.

"Behold," she said, "the dirt of the Earth which tlenble shall eat!"

She laughed, the congregation laughed, and then she thrdwdheand others which she
held, at the congregation who trampled them under teetr "Give me," she said to the
woman upon the altar, "your body and your blood which Il g/ize to him as a gift to our
Prince!"

The magickian was beside her as the woman on theraisgd her legs into the air. But two
of the congregation ushered Conrad from the room. Oussideman waited.

"I am called Tanith - at least here!"

Conrad stared at her. Her grey hair was cut shortnagatng her features and her clothes
were a stunning blend of indigo and violet. There was beautyer mature features and a
sexuality evident in her eyes. "I'm sorry?" Conrad said.

"Come, let us talk."

She led him to a comfortable room where a warming fire lesh bit, deliberately sitting
close to him.
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"Your impressions of the ritual,” she asked directly.

He had recovered sufficient to say, "Too much pomp anémmigh circumstance."

"Humour, as well. A most pleasing combination! What thatt you seek?"

"Knowledge."

"Like Faust? Do you also wish to sell your soul to theiDeé

"l do not believe there is a soul or a Devil to sebit

"And what you have seen, here tonight? Is it what yeusaeking?"

He had felt there was no real magickal power in theaki no mystery to enthrall, nothing
numinous to attract him. There had been only the trappihgex and what had seemed
almost a boredom in the satanic invokations, and he hadllegealize as he watched and
waited that he wanted something more than sex. He desnetdrn of the power he had felt a
week ago at the beginning of the wiccan rite. The satdnigl had disappointed him - but
Tanith intrigued him.

"I must admit,” he said, "l was disappointed."

"But I interest you."

llI - n

"Why be embarrassed? It is a perfectly natural feelinge' Sniled, and moistened her lips
with her tongue. "But first to other matters. | couldracluce you to a Master who could
instruct you. For you, like everyone need to learn. Ane grepared to learn?"

"From someone | can respect.”

"Unlike our friend Sanders tonight."

"Yes - unlike him." It was Conrad's turn to smile. Tanith'dyrae seemed exotic to him, and
he found it difficult to avoid looking at her breaststtlyaexposed by the folds of her unusual
clothes. "So this evening's entertainment was just ad&ata

"How acute of you! And such hidden talents. But not aatte, exactly."

"An inducement?"

"For some: those lacking your talents.” She leant tdva@n. "Tomorrow, you shall meet the
person you are seeking. There will be a price to paygh.”

Conrad was dismayed. "I have no money."

"l was not thinking of money."
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"What then?"

"Such innocence!" She leant closer, so close he coeldhé& breath upon his face and see the
fine lines around her eyes. Then she was kissing him.ddesw surprised he moved away.

Suddenly, she understood. "You've never done this befove, ywau?" She touched his face
gently with her hand. "Well, I'd better make it menieahen."

Outside, in the darkness, it had begun to snow.

Conrad lay in his bed a long time. Dawn was breakinghbupossessed no desire roe rise
quickly and run, as had been his habit for years, five orenmiles before his breakfast
whatever the weather. Neither did the prospect of lestaxcite him any more. Instead, he
felt languid and satiated. Tanith had taken him to a bedrootheirhouse wherein their
passion had flowed to ebb slowly in the hours after midnigkt departure was sudden, the
house empty, and he was left to walk back to his owlegelroom through the snow-covered
streets of the city, happy and pleased with himself.

He was still thinking about Tanith when someone knockedhendoor of his room. He
dressed hastily.

"Conrad Robury?" asked the tall well-dressed man.
Conrad was suspicious, for the man kept nervously glancmgdr "Who wants to know?"

"I'm Fitten. Paul Fitten. You are in danger. Grave ddhdée gestured toward the briefcase
in his hand. "It's all in here. If only you will listeRlease, | must talk with you."

"About what?"

"Those Satanists! They want to make you their opfert ¥ in danger! | do not have much
time. Look," and he opened the briefcase, "study theskshplease. Take them."

Reluctantly, Conrad took them.

"They are after me," Fitten said, glancing around. "Tilvayt to stop me, you see. Read the
books, it is all in there. | shall call again. But thee coming - | sense them coming near. |
must go now! Here, my address." He gave Conrad a printdd"tde must talk soon."

Fitten rushed along the corridor and down the stairs.

Alone again, Conrad sat at his desk to study the book®us about them. The first book
was entitled 'Falcifer - The Curse of Our Age' and wast¢uion shoddy paper in a small and

unusual typeface. The title page bore no details gpabdisher only the words 'Benares, Year
of Our Lord Nineteen Hundred and Twenty Three' and theoastname, R. Mehta.

16



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

'Falcifer,' the book began, 'is the name they haveechd#&/orking in secret, even now they
are planning his coming. He is the spawn of Chaos, therleddeose dark gods which even
Satan himself fears. For centuries his secret discipdere deceived us and are deceiving us
still, for he is not the Beast...'

"Darling," Conrad heard a voice behind him say, "are yody&a

Tanith came forward and kissed him. "Come, leave your bobkave need of you."

The invitation pleased Conrad, and he forgot about thé&dydatten and everything else.
Only Tanith was real, and he surrendered himself to hisiggasAfterwards, she dressed
herself quickly saying, "We must go. The Master is wwgit

"Of course."

She touched the three books Fitten had bought and fteneélee other, they disintegrated into
dust.

"The books! - " Conrad began.
"They are not important. We must go now." She thraw lhis clothes.

He walked beside her, surprised but pleased when a chausfeeired them into the luxury of
the waiting car. Several students turned to look, andddonas secretly proud.

The car took them from the city and along country roadéeé tree-lined and long driveway
of an impressive house. A fierce looking and very talhrwith the build of a wrestler opened
the car door, and Conrad followed Tanith up the steps didhee and into the hall. He was
led through doors and elegantly furnished passageways toaadeér where a man sat
reading.

"Welcome," the man said, and indicated the chair bésde"Welcome Conrad Robury. You
are most welcome in my house."

Tanith shut the door to leave them in the cold outside air.

"Come, sit beside me," the man said

His beard was neatly trimmed, his dark clothes thin aednggly unsuitable to the weather.
His voice had a musical quality with a veiled accent @@nrad could not identify, but it was
his eyes which impressed Conrad most.

"You wish to learn?"

"Yes," Conrad replied, shivering from the cold, althoughrieel thot to show it.

The man smiled. "I am called Aris - at least herdl e, Conrad, is it a return of the feeling

which you felt after a certain - how shall we say?ellx\@ndowed lady began her wiccan
ritual?"

17



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

Conrad was amazed at the man's knowledge of his inner feelings

"Perhaps,” Aris continued, "you are beginning to understhat it was not change that
brought you here. Perhaps, also, you are beginning taed¢hht you may have found what -
or should I say whom - you are seeking. Do you, thery vadearn from me the Art whose
secrets you believe | know?"

"Yes."

"And you wish Initiation?"

"Yes | do."

"You have a special Destiny to fulfill - and | shall gaiigou toward the fulfillment of that
Destiny. Are you then prepared to accept whatever dondit may make?"

"Yes."

"You appear unsure - which is good. It is only fitting that yare apprehensive. Our path is
difficult and is only for those who dare. The rituélyour Initiation will take place soon, and

afterwards you will begin to study our way. but you shouidlerstand that, as from

yesterday, your experiences are formative and partwfgoest - it is for you to understand
them."

It had begun to snow again, and Conrad was shivering freroad despite the elation he felt
at being accepted. There was a knock on the door dtdatol the verandah, and Aris the
Master smiled.

"Enter!" he said.

Tanith entered and Aris rose to greet her with a kiésu"have met my wife, of course." he
said to Conrad.

"Your wife?" Conrad said as he also stood, suddenly warmelkbghiock.

"Yes, darling!" Tanith said, and kissed Conrad's face.

Conrad was perplexed but the Master said, "See, howmablyfiyou have spent the last
twelve hours. Already you are beginning to learn. You skeow what has occurred between
you and Tanith." He laughed. "There are no Nazarenesdtbie!"

"In fact," Tanith added, "no ethics at all!"

"Come, Conrad, | have a present for you: a gift of yaitiation."

It was a somewhat dazed Conrad who followed Aris to anattom. On a couch, a dwarf
with a pugnacious face was apparently asleep.

"Conrad Robury, meet Mador your guide."
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At the sound of his name, Mador sprang up, did a someisadiitanded near Conrad where
he gave a mock bow.

"Charmed, I'm sure!" he said.

"A word of warning - he is a fool," Aris said.

"Bah!" Mador replied. "Ignore him - he's a liar!"

"Show Conrad the house," Aris said.

"Yes, Master," replied Mador, bowing and winking at Cadnra

Aris left them alone. "You are Conrad,” Mador said. W shall call you - Professor!
Come!"

The passage that led away from the room was long, adatieail paintings and antique
furniture. He was shown a small laboratory, the Ijgrahe many bedrooms on the floor
above, each decorated and furnished differently. Sonmeeskkixurious, others austere and a
few quite bizarre with walls like trapezoids and no windowhe gardens around the house
were large with well-tended lawns and Mador pointed ®dénse wood that formed their
boundary at the rear.

"Not at night," he said breaking the silence betweemthied shaking his head, "not alone."
"Why not?"

Mador ignored the question. "The cellars! | forgot th#tac®" And he hit himself on the
head.

The door to the cellars was locked, and Mador kicked ihgea
"What does Aris do?" Conrad asked.

"The Master? Do?" replied Mador perplexed. "Why, he isagibkian!" he cupped his hand
to his ear, listening. "Come Professor. It is time.,\teis time!"

"For what?"
"For the Professor. She is calling me."

Mador led him to a dining room. "She waits," he said indhgathe door, and left him. Tanith
was in the room, seated at the table where only two plaeee laid.

"Sit, here beside me," she said to him.
"Won't your husband be joining us?"

"The Master? Why, no!" She rang the silver hand bell.
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A maid came to serve the hors d'oeurve. Conrad thchaghtery pretty, but she refused to
look at him.

"Did you enjoy your tour?" Tanith asked him as she elegaetWpured her melon.
"Yes - and no."

"Why no?"

"l was still thinking - about you and me and your husband."

"We are different, as you are learning."

"So he does not mind?"

She smiled. "What do you think?"

"l think I'm beginning to understand."”

"Excellent! You will be staying here, with us, of course the next week, few weeks or
whatever."

"l had not though about it. My studies - "

"They are more important to you than the goal you s@died the pleasure you find with
me?"

"Of course not."

"Whatever belongings you wish to have around you wit@frse be brought here from your
present lodgings."

"And if | didn't want to stay?"

"You are free to go any time." She rang the bell, mgitntil the maid completed her duties
before speaking again. "However, should you leave - tl@r&de no returning.”

"l see."

For some time they ate in silence. "How long mightstay be?" he finally asked.
"However long it takes."

"A test of my desire for Initiation?"

Tanith smiled. "Possibly. Do try the wine, an excellggdr. Or so | am told."

"I don't drink alcoholic substances."
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"Really? How extraordinary!" She drank from her own glddadging by last night and this
morning you do not seem like a Buddhist to me."

"It be-clouds the senses?"

"Buddhism?"

"No - wine and other such beverages."

"Or relaxes them!" She raised her own glass. "To Bagthe Great!" The glass was soon
empty. "l suppose,” she said lasciviously, "the cultoratby you of one vice at a time is

sufficient - for the moment!"

Conrad sighed. He felt he was being manipulated to sate@te but he also felt he did not
care. His memory of his passion with Tanith was strong.

"Can | see you tonight?" he asked. "I mean - "

"l know what you mean," she said softly. "I'm sure i ba arranged. Such youthful vigour!"
She closed her eyes. "To paraphrase a certain Frendr aliflhe pleasures of vice must not
be restrained.” She rang the bell again. "You will havatlaer full afternoon and evening, |
understand."”

"Doing what?"

"Oh, various things. You have not eaten very much."

"Bit excited, | suppose.”

"Coffee?"

"Yes, please.”

The maid returned to whisper into Tanith's ear. "Come," Masaitd to him.

By the outside door in the hall, the wrestler stood hglda man by the arms. Conrad
recognized him. It was Fitten.

"Alright, Gedor," Tanith said.
The wrestler nodded his head and released Fitten.
"You must get away!" Fitten shouted at Conrad. "Theycarsed! They want you as their - "

Tanith gestured with her hand and Gedor's fist knocked Fawen, bloodying his face.
Conrad saw Tanith smile.

"Escort him away," she said to Gedor, "and lock the gates."

She closed the door. "Fitten will not bother us again.”
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"You know him then?" Conrad asked, surprised.

"Yes, we know him. He calls himself a White Magicki&uns a group of sorts in the city.
You are in demand, it seems."

"Must be my natural charm!"
She did not respond. Instead her eyes betrayed no @motio
"The Master awaits you. In the library. Go now." Stmned and walked away.

In the library Conrad could see no one. The room vims and he was about to open one of
the shutters that had been closed over the windows dhérard a voice behind him.

"Be seated," it said.

He saw no one, but sat at the table. Behind him he hearstéps.

"Do not look round," the voice like that of the Mastaids

"Your Initiation will be tonight. Are you prepared?"

He was not, but did not want to say so. "Yes," he tigthg to convince himself.

"After the ritual of your Initiation there will be ask for you to complete. But now you must
meditate”.

The sudden blow enfolded Conrad in darkness.
v

Conrad awoke in darkness. His neck ached, and he was lyiadant surface. on both sides
he felt a cold, rough wall. The mortar between thekisrrumbles as his fingers touched it.
No sounds reached him, and the steel door that sealed thmdell would not open.

He lay for a long time, thinking about his life, Tanithe thlaster and the Satanic group to
which he assumed they belonged. Once and once only redréedt, but the fear soon passed
as he remembered how Neil has spoken of the testgiatibm. The darkness and the silence
soon worked their magick upon him, and he fell asleep.

The loud click awoke him, and he rose to see the doawsslowly open, spreading a diffuse
light into he cell. He waited, but no one came. Owtsgtone steps led up along a narrow
passageway and he climbed them slowly. The passage ledrtmlar room whose light was
emanating from a sphere upon a plinth in the centreante stood watching the light pulse
in intensity and change slightly in colour, he felt le®m begin to turn. Was he being
deceived - or was the room really turning? He could hedastant, sombre chant and smell a
rich incense, and was surprised when the movement stopgedhan he thought had been a
wall part to reveal a large chamber below.
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Steps led down to where black robed figures stood around@aatan The Master was there,
and Tanith, clothed in white, and she gestured to him. Somewtherms beat and cantors
sand a mesmeric chant in a language unknown to Conaatthwas smiling, and he walked
down and toward her.

"You," Aris the Master said to him in a voice that wé®sast chanting, "have come here,
nameless, to receive that Initiation given to albvaesire the greatness of gods!"

Two figures whose faces were hidden by the hoods of thbesreéame forward to hold
Conrad and roughly strip him until he was naked.

"You have come," Aris was saying, "to seal with an gatlr allegiance to me, your Mistress
here, and all the members of this our Satanic Temple."

Tanith came toward him, and kissed him on the lips. "étgyeu," she said, "in the name of
our Prince! Let the Dark Gods and His legions witndss tite!" She turned to the
congregation. "Dance, | command you!! And with the lmeptf your feet raise the legions of
our lord!

The Master was chanting something, but Conrad could not staddrit.
"Drink!" Tanith said to Conrad, offering him a silver &Gba.
He did, draining the wine until the chalice was empty.

"Gather round, my children,"” Tanith said, and the congregaibeyed to enclose Conrad in
their circle, "and feel the flesh of our gift!"

They came towards him, smiling, and ran their hands osdidsh. Conrad was embarrassed,
but tried not to show it. One of the congregation wgeung woman and she stood for what
seemed a long time in front of him so he could seedw énclosed within the hood of her
robe. He thought her beautiful, and she ran her haneistos shoulders, chest and thighs
before caressing his penis, smiling as he became &ilwen. she was gone, enclosed again
within the circle of dancers and he found himself heldtipng hands and blindfolded.

He could hear Tanith's voice, the chant, and the dancéneyamoved around him.

"We rejoice," Tanith was saying, "that another one cotaeseed us with his blood and his
gifts. We, kin of Chaos, welcome you the namelessi af@ the riddle and | an answer and a
beginning of your quest. For in the beginning was sacrifige. have words to bind you
through all time to us for in your beginnings, we werefoBe you - we have been. After you -
we will be. Before us - They who are never named. rAite - They will still be. And you,
through this rite, shall be of us, bound, as we are boun@iheyn. We the fair who garb
ourselves in black through Them possess this rock weheaEarth."

Then the Master was before him. "Do you accept theamdecreed by us?"

"Yes, | do," Conrad answered.
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"Do you bind yourself, with word and deed and thoughts to usebd of Satan without fear
or dread?"

"Yes"

"Then understand that the breaking of your word is thenbew of our wrath! See him! Hear
him! Know him!"

The dancers stopped, and gathered again round Conrad to tanedityhim.

"So you," the Master said "renounce the Nazarene, Mgdihe great deceiver, and all his
works?"

"Yes, | do."

"Say it!"

"I renounce the Nazarene, Yeshua, the great deceivelldnd works!"
"Do you affirm Satan?"

"l do affirm Satan."

"Satan - whose word is Chaos?"

"Satan - whose word is Chaos!"

"Then break this symbol which we detest!"

A wooden cross was thrust into his hands, and he brdiefare throwing the pieces to the
ground.

"Now receive," the Master continued, "as a symbolafryfaith and a sign of your oath this
sigil of Satan."

Tanith gave the Master a small phial of aromatic @itj aith the oil Aris traced the sign of

the inverted pentagram on Conrad's forehead, chantings/AgBatanas!" as he did so. Aris
held Conrad's arm while with a sharp knife Tanith cut Gdiardhumb, drawing blood which

she spread over her forefinger to draw the sigil of thaple over his hear.

"By the powers we as Master and Mistress wield, tk&ges shall always be a part of you: an
auric symbol to mark you as a disciple of our Prince!"

"Now you must be taught," he heard Tanith's voice sag,Wisdom of our way!"
Two of the congregation came forward and forced him tolkndeont of her.
"See," she said, laughing, "all you gather now in my Temmre is he who thought he knew

our secret - he who secretly admired himself for hishawy! See how our strength over-
comes him!"
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The congregation laughed, and he felt his hands being bohimdides back. For a second he
felt fear, but it was soon gone, replaced by anger anddaetd wriggle free from his bonds.

"A spirited one, this!" he heard Tanith's voice mockstén!" she said to him. "Listen and
learn! Keep your silence and be still!"

Conrad strained to hear. There was a rustling, a sound whgtit have been made by bare
feet walking over stone, the chant ending, and thetiyfisdence. He lay still even when he

heard someone approaching him as he lay on the flooeofe¢mple. He felt a warm hand

softly touching his skin, felt a woman's naked softness teehim and smelt a beautiful

perfume. He did not resist when soft arms moved himetddside her, and he began to
respond to her kisses and touch.

"Receive from me," the woman whispered, "the gift afrymitiation."

Bound and still blindfolded, he surrendered himself to the palgassion she aroused and
controlled, and his climax of ecstasy did not take lbmgeach. When it was over, she
removed the cord which bound his hands and then his blindfo@enrad recognized the

young woman who had caressed him earlier. On thelaltaa black robe and she gave it to
him before ringing the Temple bell.

The sound was signal for the congregation to returngantd member greeted Conrad, their
new Initiate, with a kiss. Chalices of wine were hahdeund and he was given one. He
sipped it while around him an orgy began.

"Come," Tanith said to him, "we have other duties."

She led him out of the chamber, through a passage and upavalistone stairs to a wooden
door. The door was a concealed one and led into a hutid@uitswas night, but the snow-
scattered light illuminated the woods, and he followed Tatiitough the snow, shivering
from the cold. She did not speak, and he did not, amemed to him a long walk back to the
house. Inside, it was warm and smelt vaguely of incense.

"Rest now," Tanith said, and kissed him.

He held her and caressed her breasts.

"l have to go," she said without smiling. "Gedor will shgou to your room."

Conrad was surprised when out of the shadows Gedor steppedd, grim-faced.

The room he was led to was unfurnished except for a bed;, wasiwarm and Conrad soon
settled himself under the duvet to read the book that lag tlopillow. The Black Book of
Satan' the title read.

The first chapter was called 'What is Satanism' and he eealng it when he heard strange,
almost unearthly, sounds outside. He drew back the cum@athgo his surprise found they
concealed not a window but an oil painting. It was a partsf a young man dressed in

medieval clothes and he stared at it for some tinfieréeealizing it was a portrait of himself.
It bore a signature he could not read, and a date whicbuld: MDCXLII. "1642" he said to
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himself. The colours of the painting seemed dulled a litite age, the canvas itself cracked
as if to confirm the antiquity of the portrait.

The strange sounds had stopped, and were replaced by loutefaagtside the door. He
went to it, but it was locked.

*k%k

Vv

Baynes was a quiet, almost shy man in his late forHgs.handsome features, his neatly
trimmed bear - black with streaks of grey - his wealtld the soft, mellow tones of his voice
made him attractive to many women. He was well awérthis, and made efforts to avoid
being left alone with them. A bachelor, his only inte@giside his work was the Occult and
he had acquired the reputation of regarding women asntistaiects of chivalry. His
abstemiousness in this matter gave rise to rumours thatabea homosexual but he did
nothing to dispel them except explain when pressed on &teemby some of his friends in
the Occult and magickal groups he frequented that he regaaliedn as a hindrance in the
attainment of the highest grades of Initiation.

Dressed in an expensive suit, he sat in the lounge @fodrhis comfortable city houses
listening to Fitten talk about the group of Satanists. Its wafter midnight, and

uncharacteristically he was becoming bored. Severalbaenfrom his own Temple of Isis
sat around him in the subdued light, and some of them twyeing to resist the temptation of
sleep. Fitten had been talking, in his own disjointed wayné&arly an hour, explaining his
theory about the origins of the Satanist group.

"It is an old tradition," Fitten was saying, "a very tdddition. A racial memory, perhaps, of
beings who once long ago came to this Earth. For we lbese deceived. They are not of the
Beast, not of those Others about whom one writerwrdtsen, decades ago. We need to
understand this, you see: need to finally understand awhie ¥We have been deceived about
them."

Fitten paused to wipe seat from his forehead with hisucetbhandkerchief and Baynes took
the opportunity to interject.

"l have taken the liberty," he said, "of contacting deague of mine in London who is well-

known as a leading authority on Satanism and he has aggremmine and talk to us. The

Satanist group to which the gentleman to whom Mr. Fiteégrred to belongs - "

"Conrad Robury," interrupted Fitten.

"The group to which Mr. Robury now, apparently belongsritinued Baynes, "has interested
us for some time. Since the murder of Maria Torrem&at. You will all, no doubt, recall the

brutal facts of that case."

He could see his audience now paying attention.

"As you will remember, her naked and mutilated body wasmdoon the Moors, her head
resting on what the Police assumed to be a Black Magiar. An inverted pentagram had
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been cut on her skin by a sharp knife - a surgical s¢dlpeds told. Discreetly of course, |
was asked for my opinion.

"At first | and the Police investigating the matter wefehe opinion that the killing was a
motiveless one with no genuine Occult connectionspthederer or murderers providing the
'‘Occult’ evidence to confuse. For, as you will recatime rather scurrilous newspapers
ascertained and published details regarding the lady's ratf@tunate background. She was
a 'Lady of the Night' - "

"A prostitute,” someone said, and giggled.

Baynes ignored the remark. " - who frequented the aremdrihis city's dockland. She was
last seen apparently accepting a lift in a vehicle drivgran attractive middle- aged lady.
Shortly after the newspapers published their story, tHedPmeceived an anonymous call,
naming a suspect. The man was quickly traced, and intezgli@nd then arrested when he
confessed to the crime. He himself had a rather dubiousatepytand said that he had
driven Miss Torrens to the scene of the crime and peéesubher to adorn herself in an Occult
manner. Apparently, he had been to the motion-picturesesmisome scenes in a film.

"He later retracted this confession and claimed to lh@en forced to give it by a man whom
he continually referred to as 'The Master' whom hengd had himself committed the brutal
murder. He further alleged that this 'Master' was thdde of a group of Satanist's here, in
this city and had killed Miss Torrens during a ritual fos bivn diabolic ends. He made a
statement to the Police to this effect, but shofftigravards began acting rather strangely, and
withdrew that statement. During subsequent weeks befarérial he made several other
statements, each more ludicrous than the other -nkiance, one referred to beings from
another planet landing in a 'space-ship’, abducting him an.Ma

"It was at the trial, you may well remember, thatBmesecution proved by the testimony of a
very respectable witness that Maria and the defendahbéan seen together on the Moor
only a few hours before her death. The defendant waerssat to life imprisonment, and
was found, some weeks later, hanged in his prison cedr &fe trial, | began my own quiet
investigation into Satanist groups in this area - and subsdyjuecbvered one organized by
a certain gentleman whom his followers call 'The tdas This group uses and has used
several different names, and has Temples in variows cthes. Among its names are The
Temple of Satan', The Noctulians' and 'Friends of keucif

Fitten was slumped in a chair, apparently asleep, and Baym&xi at him, in his gentle was,
before continuing. "The group is very selective regardingmbers, and tests all the
candidates for Initiation. These tests are sometmuée severe and sometimes involve the
candidate undertaking criminal acts - this of course setairignd the candidate to the group
as well as giving the group evidence to blackmail the cateliah should he or she later
prove uncooperative. Unlike most so-called Satanist aadkBMagick groups which are
usually only a cover for one or more persons criminatexual activities, this particular
group does work genuine magick, and seems to possessanquamvanced understanding of
the subject. Apparently, they follow their own sinisteagickal tradition based on the
septenary system - or Hebdomadry as it is called.

27



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

"Since the Maria Torrens case we, acting with a nurabether 'Right Hand Path' groups in
this and other areas, have tried to infiltrate this Ssttgmoup, always without success. Until
recently, that is."

Smiling, he waited for the exclamations of surprisestibside before he continued. "This
member - whom | shall for obvious reasons call only FrAtdrad - has given us valuable
information, and he is shortly to be initiated into feet. What we are hoping is that he can
provide us with details regarding members, their magiakakings as well as information
regarding their activities which we can pass onto th&®oRs | have said, some of their
activities verge on the criminal kind of which we argesent unaware, and of course there
is always the possibility that Frater Achad can prousdevith evidence regarding the Maria
Torrens case.

"Naturally, I have told you this in the strictest confide. Frater Achad is in a delicate - not to
say dangerous - position."

Suddenly, Fitten was on his feet, pointing at Baynes. "Westnact now! Don't you
understand?" He turned and faced the other people predentt any of you understand? We
cannot afford to wait! We must act now to destroy th&won, their power will grow - so
great we, and others, can do nothing. Listen! They willdatual to open the gate to the
Abyss. An opfer - they need an opfer to do this, andiaffeof human blood. Do you want
another death on your hands? Once the Gate is opesgdvtlh possess the power of the
Abyss itself!"

"Mr. Fitten," Baynes said gently, "l - we all - sha@ur concern about them. But we must
plan and act carefully in this matter.”

"l shall show you!" Fitten shouted. "I shall stop thelie! Because | know their secrets! |
don't need any of you!"

No one followed him as he left the room and the house.

"Our brother," Baynes said, "needs our help. Let us esedior a while and send him healing
and helpful vibrations."

As they closed their eyes to begin, laughter invadedaienrAll present heard it, but no one
could see its source. But it was soon gone, and Baynes safalltnvers of the white path of
magick soon resumed their own form of meditation, pigayo and invoking their one or
many gods according to the many and varied beliefs. ThetiEughas only one incident and
did not undermine their security of faith.

Outside, in the cold and above the snow which coveredjtbund deeply, an owl screeched

in the darkness and silence of the large ornamental gafthencry startled them more than
the demonic laughter.

*k%k

Vi
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The voice awoke Conrad, and he roused himself from his #dutleep to see Mador
standing beside his bed.

"Breakfast, Professor?" the dwarf asked again.

"What?"

"Breakfast?"

"What time is it?"

"Time to rise and eat!" He handed Conrad a neat pibdotiies. "Hurry! Rise and eat"

"Leave me alone," Conrad said. His dreams had been diggutios sleep broken, and he felt
in need of rest.

"The Master sent me," Mador replied, and smiled.

Wearily, Conrad sat up in his warm bed. The room itgdifcold. "Alright. | won't be long."

"l wait for you - outside."

Conrad dressed slowly in the black clothes someone hectes for him before following
Mador to the dining room. The maid was waiting, ready tgesbim from the many dishes
and he was not surprised when Mador left him. He wasisatpwhen the young lady who
had sexually initiated him entered the room to sit besiaie

"Did you sleep well?" she asked him, and smiled.

"Er, yes thank you," Conrad replied in his surprise.

"Do try the kippers,” she said to him. "From Loch FyRelicious!" she gestured toward the
maid who began to serve them both.

"Do you live here?" Conrad cautiously asked her.

"You are sweet!" she chided him. "I suppose you could saylimagusan, by the way."
"Conrad," he said unnecessarily and held out his hand.

She did not take it and he was left to awkwardly shudffleis chair.

"Did you like your room?" She asked.

"Well, it was unusual.”

"They all say that!"

""They?' " he asked.
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She ignored his question. "Has the Master explained yehawill be doing today?"
"No."

"I'm sure he will want to see you - after you have eatéhe gestured toward the kipper with
which the maid had served him.

"I'm not very hungry, actually.”
She laughed. "You're not a vegetarian by any chance, a® yo
"No, of course not."

"After all the energy you expended last night,” she esangit him, "I would have thought you'd
be ravenous!"

Conrad blushed at this reminder of the passion they agstsahad shared.

"Such innocence!" she said,

"There is a painting in my room," he said to cover hibarrassment. "Is it very old?"
"Have you read any of the book that was left in yourm®@6

"A little. It's very interesting."

"It's a beginning," she shrugged. "Just a beginning."

"Have you been involved with this group long?"

"That's a quaint way of putting it! "This group!" You meaayéh | been a Satanist a long
time?"

The woman's self-assurance, his own discomfort at @eggest in an unusual and luxurious
house, and his shyness with women all combined to make €atsh he was elsewhere - at
his lectures, preferably, learning about the mysteries aadties of physics. But as he sat
looking at the young and quite beautiful woman beside mdhas he remembered the bliss
they had shared, he began to feel a confidence in hirttsets as though some of the power
he had felt during the wiccan ritual over a week ago hadmed.

"Yes," he said smiling at her, "how long have you be&atanist?" He said the last word with
relish, as though consciously and proudly committing a sin.

"l was brought up with it - baptised into it."
"Really?"

"Naturally, there was a time when | began to questicemi, was given the freedom to do so.
In fact even encouraged.”
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"By your parents?"
"But once you have tasted paradise on Earth, it isigtible!"
"Why do you evade some of my questions?" Conrad asked, hideacg growing.

Her eyes seemed to him to sparkle as she answered.udecam a woman and like to be
mysterious!"

Without quite realizing what he was doing he leant towardand kissed her lips. She did not
draw away, and out of the corner of his eye he couldleeenaid pretending to look out of
the window at the garden. Across the room, he heardsaeet and almost gentlemanly
cough.

Aris stood by the door. "If you have finished," he saidagismiling, "perhaps we can talk."
"Of course!" Conrad said, surprised.

"In the library." He turned around and left.

"Can | see you - later?" Conrad asked Susan.

"Do you really want to?" She teased.

"Yes!"

"Perhaps. You'd better not keep him waiting."

"No." He stood up, bent down to kiss her, then decided against

The door to the library was open, and Aris was alredtiygsin a chair by the desk.

"Come!" The Master said in greeting.

Conrad sat opposite trying not to appear nervous.

"The power you felt before," Aris said, "is returningylmu. As you hoped it would. This is
one result of your Initiation. For you must understamijation into our way is similar to
opening a channel, a link, to those hidden or Occult powkrshwiorm the real essence of
magick."

Conrad was impressed, but Aris continues in his unemadtwaa "Those powers you may
use for whatever you desire. For sexual gratificatiboukl you so wish. Such power as you
feel and have felt will grow, steadily, with your o@tcult and magickal development. What
occurred last night is but the first of many stagedat tlevelopment. Are you then prepared

to go further?"

"Yes. Yes, | am."
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"There is a task | wish you to undertake, a task conddoteour Initiation. But you must
understand that you have been chosen for more thathjsstnd such other tasks as may be
necessary for your own magickal development. For rdmeead | have said that you have a
special Destiny to fulfil. What this Destiny is, will bimoe clear when the time is right. You
are important to us, as we to you. Because of this yeumare to me and my comrades in
magick than a mere Initiate, a beginner in the ways oflatk gods. Remember this, Conrad
Robury. | extend my hospitality to you and not justof house, as you know, because you
are more than another novice.

"Now to your task. It will, for a short while, take yaway from the house."

Conrad sensed that, whatever the test was, it woully fpera test of fidelity to Aris and his
Satanic group.

"You are familiar with someone called Paul FittenrisAsaid.

It was not a question, but Conrad still answered, "Yes."

"You are to go to him and persuade him that you wish {o thet. Then you must endeavour
to undertake a magickal ritual with him. It will be a qadia ritual, but never mind. During
this ritual you are to redirect the power brought forthhiclw you must help to generate - so
that it takes control of Fitten, harms him in someg/v2o you understand?"

"Yes."

Aris stared at him, then smiled. "You understand part-oyés. For you believe | aim to test
your morals by asking you to harm by magickal means anottieidual. But there is more,
as you will discover. Now, | have a gift for you g#t of your Initiation." He placed a silver
ring with an ornamental stone on the desk. "Weamtg$ from this day as a sign of your
desire to follow our ways."

Without thinking Conrad began to place the ring on the finger on his right hand.

"The other hand," Aris said.

Conrad obeyed. The ring was a perfect fit.

"Now, Conrad Robury, you must go to accomplish your t&sisan, as my Priestess, will go
with you."

Conrad was at the door when Aris said, "Do not let thean anyone - try to remove your
ring."

*k%k
VI
Susan, obviously prepared, had driven him straight to Fittenlse. It was a small house,

bordering a quiet road near the edge of the city and aatogut toward them, barking, as
they walked along the path to the door. Susan stared dbth) and it whimpered away.
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Conrad knocked loudly on the door, as a Policeman migikeénFbore no visible scars of his
ordeal at the hands of Gedor and greeted them warmly.

"Come in!" he said. "Please come in! | knew you would ddingas in the chart, you see!"

He led them into a room crowded with books and dimhblit where a coal fire burned
warmly.

"Please, be seated!" he enthused. "I have so much yotell

"This is Susan," Conrad said.

"Yes, yes! How did you escape?"

"Escape?" asked Conrad.

"From the house of the Satanists? You were theregigist."

"Oh, them. They seemed only too anxious," lied Conrax et me go after you appeared.
One of them mentioned something about 'magickal attackape they thought | would be a
burden to them in that case."”

"As you would, as you would my son!"

Conrad winced.

"Did you read the books | gave you?" Fitten asked.

"They destroyed them."

"Ah! They are evil, evil incarnate!"

"But who are they?"

"You do not know?" Fitten looked amazed.

“No. Should I?"

"Perhaps not. It is not important. You are here, rivat's what important.”

"l wish," Conrad said and sighed, "someone would tellrhat this is all about. | get invited
to this party at a house, meet a right bunch of wearacters. Then you appear and are
thrown out. Then one of them shows me this Templg tise. I'm a bit out of my depth,
here."

"They need an opfer, you see. For their Mass. Not ekBldass - no, something far worse,
something more vile and sinister. You had all the rightitigs Just what they needed. They

knew that after you attended that meeting of the Cwoé€léarcadia. They know. They have
spies - agents - infiltrators in most groups.”
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A slim, young woman appeared in the doorway of the rodibuld you like some tea,
dear?" she asked her older husband.

"What?" said Fitten.

"Tea. Would you like some?" She innocently returned Cosisadile.

"Why not! Why not indeed!"

She had gone when Conrad spoke. "You said they needed an afgacrifice."

"I did? Quite! They needed - still need - someone youimgy have a tradition, you see, of
sacrificing a young man aged twenty one. But only for thigortant ritual. The time of this
ritual is near. They will have power from it. Not juStcult power. No, real power! They
channel the magickal forces, you see, into a pradiical - sometimes a person, sometimes
an institution, a company, or something like that. Such @geagick is real black magick,
real evil! They fermented, these worshippers of the darkéstark forces, the French
Revolution - the blood spilled was a sacrifice, an offgito their strange alien gods. They
brought about with their magick the Third Reich. Now tlpegpare again!" He wiped the
sweat from his forehead with his hand.

"But why me?" Conrad asked, trying to appear serious.

"You were a key to open the gate to the powers, the davknsoof the Abyss. Their Black
Magick rites would use this power! | have sent for help.”

"Sent for help?"
"A Magus. The most powerful White Lodge has been aleftieey will send a Magus."
"You do not want to deal with it yourself?" Conrad asked.

"I? | have no authority! A council must be convened:thd Magister Temple must be
invited."

"But if the situation is as serious as you believeghi@d resisted the temptation to smile,
"can you afford to wait. Surely you must do something selfi

"Well," Fitten sighed, "I did a little ritual. Last night
"And it worked. | am here."

"I am thankful to the Lord for that. They might taypd get you back - or find another opfer."
He slumped in his chair, looking pale and tired.

Suddenly, Conrad conceived an idea. "Will you excuse meraent,” he said, "I must go to
the toilet.”

Fitten said nothing, and stared into the fire. Conrad l&# found Fitten's wife in the kitchen
of the house.
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"Making tea?" he asked.

"Yes."

"Any special kind?"

"No, just ordinary tea."

"| prefer Formosa Oolong myself." He closed the door.
"I wouldn't know!"

"There's a lovely tea shop in the city centre whietves a good selection. Perhaps you've
been there?"

"No," she said and turned away from him.

"It's really lovely sitting there of a winter's evenmgtching people pass in the street. You
must try it sometime."

"Maybe."

"You look very tired,” he said, softly.

"It's been a hectic week."

"Perhaps you need a break - away from the house."

"Maybe," she said dully.

"Please don't be offended, but perhaps | could take you duirter one evening?"
"I'm sorry?" she said with genuine surprise.

"You looked so sad, standing there," he said with kindmekg ivoice.

"I'm just tired."

"Would you like to come to dinner with me one evening? | knoatlzer nice restaurant.”
"It's very kind of you to ask," she said formally.

"I'm not being kind. It would give me great pleasure toehttve company of a beautiful
woman for an evening. And you are beautiful.”

"I'm a married woman."

"And a beautiful one. When did you last dine out?" Helcsee that the question pained her
although she did not answer.
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"Would he really miss you for one evening?"

She looked at him briefly then lowered her eyes. He mooe@rd her and held her hand,
gently caressing it with his fingers. She closed hes,eged he was surprised by her reaction
as he was by his own confidence. It was as though he hadhbeznother person. He bent
forward to kiss her but she moved away.

"Please," she pleaded, but made no move to free herfrioandhis.

"Tonight," he said, "About eight o'clock?"

"I don't know."

"I'll collect you about a quarter to eight, then."

"The lady who came with you - " she asked.

"My sister?" he lied. "She wants to talk to your husband adahcraft, | think. Can't say |
find the subject of interest, myself. I'm studying Physiah@tmoment."

She finally withdrew her hand from his. "At the UniveyS8it

"Yes. Do you know it?"

"l went there," she said shyly.

"Really? What did you study?"

"Geology."

"I've always been fascinated by that subject. You musniebbout it - tonight.”
"l didn't complete my course."

"To get married?"

"No. Well, not exactly." She turned away to complete preparation of the tea. She gave him
the tray. "Would you mind?" she asked.

"Not at all' Tonight, then?"

She smiled and held the door open for him. "We'll see!'salee

Down the dark hallway of the house he could hear Fittgitated voice.
"Tea?" he said, entering the warm room.

"Mr. Fitten," Susan said, "is thinking of performing a ritbhare tonight."
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"Oh? Why?"

"Well," Susan continued, "I suggested it would be a good addghais moment in time. To
strike now, when they are unprepared.”

"I don't know, | don't know!" said Fitten, shaking his thea

"I have explained" Susan said to Conrad, "that | mysalaSecond Degree Witch, so | can
assist."

Suddenly, Fitten stood up. "Yes! We must act! | feel tight! The time is right! You are
right."

"If it would help,” Susan said to him, "I have something talemm the house of the
Satanists." She fumbled in her handbag.

Fitten took the silver medallion inscribed with an inedrpentagram and the word 'Atazoth'.

"Atazoth. Atazoth,” he mumbled. "Yes, this would be veunjtable; very suitable indeed.
Where did you get it?"

"Conrad found it in the house."
"Yes. | gave it to her. All this Occult stuff does meally interest me. Not any more."
"But you are, " Susan asked him "prepared to partake in awiliteus."

"Of course. As | explained to my sister," he said tbeRj "although | don't understand all of
this, I'm prepared to help. I trust her judgment.”

"Good! Good!" Fitten said. "Tonight, you say?" he asked Susan

"It would be best. You could get assistance? For | haadhyou have many contacts. |
would of course leave the type of ritual up to you - syme have far more knowledge and
experience of ceremonial than I."

Fitten was pleased by Susan's praise. "l would have to soake telephone calls.”

"Naturally. What time would you suggest?" Susan asked.

"Eight o'clock. The hour of Saturn!"

"Surely," Conrad said, "the sooner we begin the bdtiew about now?"

"Now? Now?" Fitten looked amazed.

"There is you, me, my sister - your wife."

"My wife?"
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"Such a ritual as we need to do may be dangerous."

"But surely she has assisted you before?"

"Of course! Many times, in fact. We need more timeprepare.”

"But we have the medallion,"” Susan suggested.

"Evenso -"

"Do you intend," Susan asked, "to conjure force and seaghinhst the Satanists?"

"Yes. Yes, | had thought in such terms. Psychic attackhlremember the face of that evil
woman!"

"What woman?" Conrad asked.

"That evil woman who was with you in their house!"

"Tanith is her name."

"l thought so! The spirits speak to me, you see. Thel iwith us!" He stared at them both
as if possessed. "Yes! We will act now!" Then he gaigt again and softly spoken. "l will
make a few telephone calls - perhaps some friendsnaf can come at short notice."

As soon as he left the room, Susan asked, "You hawana"pl

"Indeed! It should be interesting!"

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" Susan asked, smiling.

"Yes! | feel really alive! Bursting with energy!"

*k%k

Fitten was not away long. "Three others!" he announcedasreturn. "Three have agreed to
come!"

"It bodes well, then,"” Conrad said.

"My temple - we will wait for them in my Temple."

"Your wife will be participating?"

"Yes, she will. Come, | will show you my Temple."

The Temple was a converted bedroom. There was no @ttigra large circle inscribed on the
floor around which were magical names and signs. IHVHJHEA ALIVN and ALH. The

name Adonai was the most prominent and various Hebreerdecompleted the circle's
adornment, The walls of the room were grey and white, asidd the circle on the floor
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stood a small table covered with a sword, several kniaglles and bowls of incense. The
sword and knives were inscribed with writing the Conrad, fewen his cursory study during
the last week of the gabalistic ceremonial traditionpgamized as the magickal script called
'Passing the River'.

"We must meditate while we wait for the others,"dfitsaid as he lit several candles scattered
around the floor.

"Bring good vibrations to assist us."

Following Susan, Conrad sat on the floor. He closed yas and imagined the room filling
with demons and imps. He was almost asleep when Fittéie'orought the remainder of the
participants, two rather plump men and a woman withreamiling sallow face.

"Let us begin!" Fitten announced dramatically. He gave hmgm@pation white robes and
offered some to Susan and Conrad who declined. "Let uml stéthin the circle!" he
announced.

Conrad deliberately stood next to Fitten's wife with Subaside him. Then Fitten was
pointing the tip of the sword at the painted circle lmn¢ircle on the floor.

"l exhort you," he shouted, "by the powerful and Holy earwhich are written around this
circle, protect us!"

He put down his sword, held a piece of parchment up andsihamkled incense over the
floor. "Let the divine white brilliance descend. Befone Raphael, behind me Gabriel, at my
right hand Michael, and at my left hand Auriel. For befone flames the pentagram and
behind me stands our Lords six pointed star. Elohim! Elohitwoi@ Eloath Va-Daath!
Adonai Tzabaoth! City of Light, open your radiance us. We command you and your
guardians, by the Holy Names - Elohim Tzabaoth! Elohirab&pnth! Elohim Tzabaoth!
Twelve is our number."

"Twelve," repeated the others present, with the exaepticousan and Conrad.

"There are twelve," Fitten continued, "twelve signshef Zodiac."

"Twelve signs of the Zodiac."

"Twelve labours of Hercules."

"Twelve labours of Hercules."

"Twelve disciples of our Lord!"

"Twelve disciples of our Lord."

"Twelve months in the year!"

"Twelve months in the year."
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"Let us adore," Fitten chanted, "the Lord and the Kinglosts. Holy art thou Lord, thee who
hast formed Nature. Holy art thou, the vast and thghtywione, Lord of Light and of the
Darkness. Holy art thou, Lord! By the word of Paroketid by the sign of the rending of the
Veil, | declare that the Portal of the Adepts is opeaaHthe words! These are the words -
Elohim Tzabaoth! Elohim! Tzabaoth!"

He bent down to scribble a sign on the parchment, th&hithup, circling round sun-wise as
he did so. "Come!" he shouted. "Come to me! To me!"

Conrad assumed the sign was of a demon, taken frobetser Key of Solomon.

"Behold the sign!" Fitten was saying. "Behold the Holgnhe and my power! EIO! EIO!
EIO! Tzabaoth! | command you! Appear! EIO! Tzabaoth!"

The candles began to dim, and Conrad could sense thgpatntiniof the participants. He saw
Susan close her eyes. She, too, was speaking, but softhe sasthers might not hear. He
caught the words 'Agios o0 Satanas' as she exhaled dtriwing more.

Then a vague, ill-defined and almost luminescent shape &gpiathe corner of the room.
"Yod He Vau Heh!" Fitten shouted.

Almost immediately, Conrad took the hand of Fitten's wifbis own. She seemed to grasp it
eagerly, and he stepped back, placing his foot over the gaimtde. He could feel a force
pulling him, and he closed his eyes to concentrate, wilhegdrce into Fitten's wife.

She screamed, and fell to the floor. Then was shadistg, her hair disheveled, his face
contorted and almost leering. She raised her hands Beschnd began to walk slowly to
where Fitten stood. Hurriedly, Fitten tried to burn pagchment he was holding in the flame
of one of the candles, but he burnt his fingers inste&@iwile was laughing and had ripped
open her blouse to reveal her breasts.

Suddenly, as if realizing what had happened, Fitten staredrat@ He held the medallion
Susan had given him over the flame of the candle and d&llso his wife stopped, her hands
held motionless before her, her lips bared in a sileatl.sBusan gripped Conrad's arm, and
he turned to see her face contorted in pain.

There was a demonic strength in Conrad as he saw thishiarbody tensed as he willed

Fitten's wife nearer and nearer to her husband. Hel sauise the elemental force within the
room and tried to shape it by his own will to make Figenfe take the medallion from his

hand. She touched the chain, and then the medallion, ubtiscream as the heat from the
candle burnt her flesh, its smell invading the darkening rdgime threw it to the ground to

turn to face her husband, her hands reaching up towards hisda&re

Then, quite suddenly, she stopped. Conrad felt anotherviotioe the confines of the room.
It was a powerful force, opposed to him and he watcheHitten's aura became visible,
flaming upwards in patterns of red and yellow and curlingugy bis head before it turned to
inch closer and closer toward him. Fitten's wife turnedvaédk in pace with the advancing
colour-changing aura toward where Conrad stood. Thereswaething Conrad did not
understand about all this as he strove to try and hglladvancing force away. Two names
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suddenly entered his mind. Baynes; Togbare an inner almnuagtitey voice said, and he was
wondering what to do next when he remembered the last wbrAlss his Master.

He held out his left hand to show Fitten his ring.

"The ring! We must get his ring!" one of Fitten's fellers shouted.

They moved toward Conrad, slowly it seemed as if ivstwtion, and as they did so Fitten's
aural light was sucked into the ring. Then all magickal groin the room was gone, and he
could see Fitten, his mouth open, his eyes staring, hiswaie. Fitten's wife had stopped

again and was slowly falling to the floor.

They reached her, but she was dead.

*k%k

VIl
An exhausted Conrad had slept in Susan's car on their jetmney to Aris' house. The death
of Fitten's wife had ended the ritual and a crazed Hitéehlunged at Conrad who had time
only to raise his arms in self-defence before SusankieabEitten unconscious using Martial
Arts techniques.
"Go, please go" one of Fitten's group had said, and treklefiaunmolested.

The Master was waiting for them in the hall, and heetsd Conrad into the library where a
log fire had been lit.

"l gather there were certain complications," Ariglsai

"Unfortunately."

"Tell me, then, what transpired - exactly as you maimer it."

Conrad told his story - Fitten's wife, how he planned to hese during the ritual. The
gabalistic conjuration of Fitten. His own breaking bé tcircle. The aura and the presence.

Finally, he spoke of the ring which had drained the hostdgick away.

"Oh," concluded Conrad, "I remember two names. Theycaiste into my mind before | was
remembered about the ring."

"Are you certain it was before?"
"Yes."
"Certainly, that is interesting. And the names?"

"Baynes and Togbare."
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Conrad thought he detected a look of surprise on Aris! face

"You know them?" he asked.

"I have heard of them."

"Are they important?"

"You spoke of Fitten mentioning the White Lodge. Do you kndvawthat means?"

"Only that it is supposed to be a group of Occultists whoviothe Right Hand Path."”

"It is a loose term used to describe a group of follovedrthat path who are dedicated to
counteracting the activities of groups such as ours. Mesélao followers of the Nazarene.
This White Lodge fears that we will unite to use our p@nsgainst them. There are some
who believe a 'Black Lodge' exists for just this purpose.r@@anaturally.” He smiled, and
the sinister nature of his appearance in that momeatnhbe evident to Conrad. "Or at least it
was."

"This White Lodge," Aris continued, "tries to infiltratatanist groups, disrupt them, and so
on. They conduct rituals for just such a purpose. The Cbahthis Lodge - an extremely
secret organization - oversees all these activitind, i's present head is a certain Frater
Togbare."

"l see," quipped Conrad, nervously.

"Then perhaps you will explain what you see."

"It was not Fitten | was struggling with toward the efdhe ritual but this White Lodge."
"Probably."

"But how - how did they know?"

"Through Fitten himself. You said he had claimed to beantact with them before the
ritual.”

"Yes." Earnestly, he looked at Aris. "If this White Lodgeso powerful why did they allow
Fitten's wife to die?"

Aris smiled. It was not a pleasing smile. "Once brougithgower has to be used, directed.
It was dissipated, one could say, through the woman's tleath.

"They could not have saved her?"
"Yes, they could have, but they were unprepared for tige'ri
"The ring?" Conrad stared at it. It looked ordinary, nowhe light of the room and the fire.

"It was a link - between you and Susan."
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"Susan? I'm sorry, | don't understand.”
"You will."

His tone precluded, it seemed to Conrad, any further discusd the matter. "But the
woman's death,"” Conrad asked, "surely there will be coatmis? The Police - "

"Will not be involved,” completed Aris. "The White Lodgeor rather the individuals
composing it - are quite influential. Death by natural causam sure will be the verdict."

"But surely | - I mean, what occurred during the ritualill have started something? Fitten
and the others will surely not let the matter stopetie

"What occurred was a warning to them - a prelude. Thdtehortly be a ritual undertaken
by us in which you will figure. Recall the mention | madeyolir Destiny. The time for
fulfillment is near . Now they know our strength and power, as | wished!"

"So it was more than just a test for me - of my &tiin?"

"Yes! As your Initiation was more than just anothetiétion. But you are tired, and in need
of sustenance. Go then, and feast yourself. We wilt ag@n, and soon."

He walked to a shelf and took down a book before openinglibaginning to read. Conrad
left the library to find Susan waiting.

"Shall we eat first?" she asked him quizzically.
"I'm sorry?" he said obtusely, still suffering from bhantact with Aris.
"Which appetite do you want to satisfy first?"

He smiled, and she took his hand leading him toward thes shmid her room. It was
luxurious, warm and vaguely perfumed, and he was surprisedrbgaberness for she had
soon stripped him and herself of clothes. She was rememgbie ritual, the momentary
exhilaration of rendering Fitten unconscious but mostldha death they had induced as she
sought through Conrad to satisfy her lust.

"l want you!" she almost pleaded and screamed, and Camifaid inexperience believed her.
But his own physical experience was growing along withniagjickal-inspired confidence,
and he sought, and succeeded, to prolong his own pleasurkesndin the bliss of his
satiation he fell asleep, his limbs entwined around hey,lmd it was in the deep of night he
awoke, to find himself alone.

Thirst and hunger roused him from her bed, and he dresssdnaer from the room. The
house was lit but with subdued and warming light, and hkedatautiously down the stairs,
hoping to find someone awake. The silence unnerved hiittlea &4nd he stood by the open
door to the dining room for some minutes before going in.

The table was laid for one. The servers' door stifly@d, a little, and he was about to push it
open to peer into the serving room and kitchen's beyond, thikemaid opened it.
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She indicated the chair, and he obediently sat datile. Several times he tried to engage her
in conversation, and each time she turned away. Her expnesever changed, and twice he
asked her after Susan but she continued with her duties, andtefficient. He was served
soup, a course containing fillet steak, and he was s#tinguded in silence and replete from
the food drinking his coffee alone when he saw a lighthéngarden through the window.

It was a torch, wavering in the distance. Vaguely,cbeld discern a person running.
Intrigued, he extinguished the lights in the room to walhehfigure weave closer toward the
house. The snow was bright, and as the figure passedhyadrecognized Fitten. He soon
had the window open.

He clambered through, surprised by the intense cold outsitien Fiust have heard him, for
he turned around and shone the light from the torchGotorad's face.

Then Fitten was screaming and running toward him. "You Kiled Devil!" he shouted.

Fitten swung the torch at Conrad's face, but Conradepaire blow as Fitten tried to grapple.
Then, they were both on the ground, rolling over and avéne snow with Fitten trying to
pummel Conrad's face with his fists. Desperate, butrmeted, Conrad butted Fitten's head
with his own. Dazed, Fitten rolled away and Conrad wasiato stand and drag him to his
feet when Aris and Gedor walked out of the house towemoht

"How pleasing!" Aris said. "He has arrived just in tineejoin our little celebration. Bring
him!" he commanded Gedor, and Gedor obeyed, lifting Fitteityea

They were returning toward the house when Aris said, Hate other unwelcome guests, |
sense." He appeared to be listening to something no oneoellsehear, then turned to Gedor.
"Release him!"

Gedor dropped Fitten into the snow. Aris bent over hinppgng his neck in his hand and
saying, "He is dead already! Give him to them if they vitish

He released Fitten, who fell dazed. Then Aris was gione the shadows of the trees beside
one side of the house, and as he did so two mean appeaitkihg over the snow from the
front of the house.

"I'm sorry to intrude," the tallest of them said to Gahr"but we have come for him."

"What do you want?" Conrad asked aggressively.

"My name is Baynes - " the tall man said.

"Baynes?" Conrad repeated, and then remembered.

"Yes. Now, about Mr. Fitten - "

"You are not welcome here," Conrad said.

"That is no surprise to me. We have come to escortHitten home. | am very much afraid
the recent death of his wife has unsettled him."
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Fitten had stood up, his head bowed and he appeared to be crying.

"Take him," Conrad said.

"Thank you Mr. Robury."

Conrad was surprised at the use of his name. "Go, newsaid. "This is private property."

"This place and that attitude,"” Baynes said gently, "dosabtyou. If at any time you wish to
come and talk with me - "

Conrad was beginning to get angry. "Push off!"
"You do not realize what is happening to you, do you?"

"Gedor - " Conrad said, gesturing toward Baynes. He widfssingprised when Gedor,
obeying him, moved forward menacingly.

"We shall take our leave," Baynes said, holding Fittem’s ar

Conrad watched them go. Someone was walking toward himtfie house, and he turned to
see Susan.

"Our ritual will begin soon," she said. "Come, | mustpgane you - for the fulfillment of your
Destiny is near."

His anger had left him by the time they reached theidibathamber, beside the hidden
Temple, with its sunken pool. He stood watching Susashasstripped naked to bathe. The
sight aroused him, while nearby in the Temple, he cowdd that Satanic chanting had begun.

*k%k

IX

Only once did Conrad think about the death of Fitten's whigt he did not care. He hand and
did feel the pure exhilaration of life, the joy - thesbful ecstasy of living totally without
planning and almost without thought. There was an exubenaithin him which he felt he
was beginning to need.

Events were happening to him, rather than being controllddnbybut h e possessed a strong
sense of his own importance, a strong belief thathi#gd chosen him for something, and he
drifted into the events with wonder but little fearsHife, since the light suffused him during
the wiccan rite, had been enhanced. Was what he febyibfty thought, the ecstasy that
warriors found in war and which they sought again and agdma® Aliss of being so near
oblivion that there was a pure joy in the ordinary motsef living? Was this, he wondered,
the true meaning of Satanism?

He did not know, nor particularly care, so far had magé&made him, he followed Susan
down the steps into the Temple with greedy anticipagwaud of his robe which had been
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waiting for him beside the waters of libation, and prouat te had physically possessed
Susan, the beautiful Satanic priestess.

Near the altar on which Tanith lay naked, a crystal tetfeon glowed, adding to the light
from the candles. The congregation were gathered rowndltar and their Master stood
nearby, holding up the wax effigy which had lain on Tangsnb.

"I who delivered you in birth now name you," he said, butr@drcould not hear the name
Aris pronounced and blessed with the sign of the invertathgeam.

Susan took the effigy, and dressed it while the Masisedadis arms.
"l will go down to the altars in Hell," he said.
"To Satan, the giver of life," responded the congregation

Conrad stood within their circle, raising his voice in Setanic prayers that followed. He
knew the Satanist 'Our Father' and Creed by heart.

Aris began the chanting which followed. 'Agios o SatBressang. It was then that Conrad
noticed the small coffin beside the altar, and a blaobugh ready. The chanting continued as
Susan assisted Tanith from the altar before clothingnreercrimson robe.

"We" Tanith said to them all, "curse Paul Fitten."

"We curse Paul Fitten."

"He," she said, with glee, "will writhe and die."

"He will writhe and die."

"By our curse, destroyed!"

"By our curse, destroyed!"

"We shall kill him!" she laughed.

"We shall kill him!" the congregation, Susan, Aris arah@d laughed.

In the shadows, someone beat a hand-drum, capturing therbythe chant.

"We shall glory in his death!" Tanith, as Mistress afth, said.

"We shall glory in his death!"

Tanith made passes with her hands over the effigyticigaais she did so, before picking it up
and showing it to the worshippers gathered around her.

"The Earth rejects him," she said.
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"You reject him," the responded.

"I who gave you birth, now lay you down to die!" She plhthe effigy in the coffin, secured
the lid, and wrapped the shroud around it.

"He is dead!" She said.
"He is dead! By our curse, destroyed!"

Slowly, Susan led the dance and the chant. "Dies ifeg,ilth, solvet saeclum in favilla teste
Satan cum sibylla. Quantos tremor est futurus quando Viedewenturus, cuncta stricte
discussurus. Dies irae, dies illa!"

The chant was strange to Conrad, almost unearthly, bgwibkly learnt it as he danced and
chanted with the others, counter sun-wise around the dlke dance and the chant were
becoming quicker with every revolution, and he was alngdesti when Susan pulled him
away. She did not speak, but took him down with her tdldloe while Tanith stood over the,
saying "Frates, ut meum vestrum sacrificium acceptabiteapud Satanas!"

Susan kissed him as they lay on the ground and Tanith krizedate them to caress Conrad's
buttocks and back. In the excitement of the ritual andtariouch, Conrad's task was soon
over, and he slumped over Susan, temporarily exhausiedHis ecstasy. He did not resist
when Tanith rolled him over, and watched, as the dancexsedaaround them still chanting
and the light pulsed with the beat of the drum, while frabiried her head between Susan's
thighs. Then she was kissing him with her wet mouthreedbe stood to kiss each member of
the congregation in salutation.

"You who gave him his birth,” Susan was chanting as siked toward the shrouded coffin,
"and with my power | have killed him who dared to standresiais! See!" she said, laughing
as she faced the congregation who had gathered around flistetp "how my magick
destroys him! He died in agony and we rejoiced!"

"He died in agony and we rejoiced!" they responded.
She took the coffin, placed it on the floor of the Téamand held a lighted candle to the
shroud. It burst into flames. "Our curse, by my will," slél, "has destroyed him! Dignum et

justum est!"

She laughed, Conrad laughed, the congregation laughed asrohel &ind the coffin burnt
fiercely.

"Feast now, and rejoice," Tanith commanded them, "fohaxee killed and shown the power
of our Prince!"

Near Conrad, the orgy of lust began as two naked metedialown the steps to the Temple

carrying large trays full of food and wine. A woman catoward Conrad, smiled, and
removed her robe, but Susan took his hand and led him bablk speps.

a7



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

She did not speak, and he did not, but bathed with himenliltation chamber, to dress
herself and wait while he dressed, and take him back tbhdhse. The room to which she
took him was dark and empty.

"You felt no power in the ritual?" she suddenly asked ag #tood beside each other in the
coldness.

"Yes" he lied.

"You must be honest with me," he heard Aris' voice &aght came slowly - a soft light to
reveal only the bare walls of the room and Susan stgratid smiling beside him. There were
no windows, and the door was closed.

"Do not be afraid,” Susan said in her own voice.

"I am not afraid,” he answered honestly.

"Tell me, then, about the ritual,” Susan asked softly.

"There was something," he said, "but not what | expected."

"Am | what you expect?" she said with Aris' voice. Sl@s watching him, waiting.
Momentarily, Conrad had the impression that Susan wasuman at all - she was something
unearthly which was using her form and Aris' voice, somgtfiom another time and space.
But he had touched her, kissed her, felt the soft waohther body. Confused, he stood
watching her. She was not the young woman he had krnmevreyes became full of stars, her
face the void of space. She became Aris, a nebulmamssadhat was incomprehensible to him.
He could feel within him her longing for the vastnessdice. There was a sadness within
this longing, for it had existed before him and would eafttr his own death, thousands of
years upon thousands of years. He would have to understasddtienly knew - he would

have to understand and help before this sad longing, thimgvaiould be over.

Then she was Susan again, standing next to him and holgitguhil, caressing his face with
her fingers. Gentle and warm.

"You are beginning to understand," she was saying.

Her touch re-assured him. "Yes" he said, | am yours."

The door opened, and Aris came toward him.

"Your life," Aris the Master said, "will break the d@éhich binds Them."
"l have no choice," Conrad said as if hypnotized.

"You have no choice," Aris and Susan said together.
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Aris smiled, and kissed Susan. "You have done well, my ltaugNow you must prepare
him."

It was time, Conrad understood. Yes, it was time. ®Susached his forehead, and he fell
unconscious to the floor.

*k%k

X

Fitten was mumbling to himself as he sat against the efaBaynes' house. He seemed
harmless, and Baynes left him alone.

"He has been like this since you returned from that Iilike speaker was an old man whose
white beard terminated in a point. He sat on a comfortiaé, his ornately carved walking
stick beside him.

"Yes," replied Baynes. Frater Togbare was his honoured.gues

"l spoke with the Council, last night,” Togbare said. "#We agreed the situation is serious.
You have had no recent news from Frater Achad?"

"Unfortunately, no."
"His Initiation in the Satanic group is due, you said?"

"Yes. Sometime during the next few days. He should be #blprovide us with more
information then."

"Excellent. We shall need it. | only hope we have endimgé."

Fitten began to gibber, jumping up and down as he watdigeduests Baynes and Togbare
had invited arrive in their cars. Togbare went to hing syuched his shoulder. The gentle
touch of the Old Magus seemed to comfort Fitten, for dtegsietly in the corner, tracing
shapes on his palm with his finger.

It was not long before all the guests had arrived and sedtéed in the room. They had been
quietly told about Fitten, and could ignore him.

Baynes rose to address them. "Ladies and gentlemen. réaallal know, familiar with the
reasons why Frater Togbare and myself have called tbétimy. You come here - some |
know from far away - as representatives of many anférdiit organizations. All of us,
however, have a common aim - to prevent the Satasigtseeding in their plan." He sat
down, and Togbare whispered in his ear.

"Er, yes of course,"” he agreed in answer to Togbarespetad question. He stood up again.
"Frater Togbare has suggested | briefly outline the faftshe matter to you, so that
everything is in perspective - before we begin our magidsks.”" He surveyed the eager,
expectant and occasional anxious faces before him. Sixane four women of varying ages
and manner of dress. "We believe that the Satanist greppneible for the death by magick
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of Mr Fitten's wife, the present state of Mr Fittembelf, and the murder of, among others,
Maria Torrens, are acting in concert with a numbeotber Satanic groups in this and other
countries to perform a powerful and very sinister rit@idlis ritual has as one of it's aims, the
Opening of the Gates to the Abyss - releasing thus the psgnbigy that has been stored
over the ages on various astral levels as well as dgawio the ordinary world of our waking
consciousness evil entities. This opening will release gaiMerces, and change the world.
It will be the beginning of an age of darkness.

"As you all know, Satanists - and her of course | redegenuine practitioners of the Black
Arts and not the showman type - have used their magickeers for centuries to bring about
chaos, to increase the evil in this world. Perhaps #vast some centuries old Satanic plan - |
do not know. But what is clear, what has become evideuns tover the past decade of so, is
that some groups are about to perform this particulaalritvhich to our knowledge no one
has attempted before."

He smiled, a little. "Or perhaps | should say - no cae dttempted and succeeded. The power
of the most important group involved in this is immenas + am sure you all have realized. It
IS not easy, in magick, as you all know. to kill aresthy ritual - but they possess this power,
claimed by many others, but rarely proven.

"When this power is released by their ritual there ballimmediate effects as well as more
long term ones. An increase in evil deeds - resultingnfreeak individuals becoming
possessed by the demonic forces unleashed. That is onbkample. You all share, | know,
my concern and that of the Council which Frater Togbepeesents.

"Thus we have called you here to use our combined abfigiasllify this plan and the ritual.
You all are accomplished and experienced Occultists: saomeng within your own groups,
others, alone. | have myself prepared a site for yoa.indicated a woman seated near him,
resplendent in colourful clothes and jewelry. "Derfisee will go with you, and explain the
details of the ritual we propose to undertake."

A man rose, respectfully, from his chair. "You will rim¢ accompanying us?" he asked.

"No. Neither will Frater Togbare. Perhaps | shouldlaxp We recently infiltrated the main
Satanist group with one of our members. We are waitin@ifarto contact us with important
details - the time, place of the ritual and so ony&s will appreciate this is a delicate matter,
and we need to be available as the information coutéd®ved at any time. We will both, of
course, at the appointed time of your ritual, performafr@ur own, joining you on the astral.
| hope this answers your question, Martin."

"Yes. Yes, of course," the now embarrassed man agreed.

"It only remains, therefore, for me to hand you oveuo thie very capable hands of Denise."
Denise smiled affectionately at him, and he looked away.

As they stood to leave, Togbare addressed them. "l ampleased," he said, "that you have

responded to our call so readily at no small sacribcgourselves. If | may be allowed to add
a codicil to our learned friends remarks, | would remind tya the ritual which the Satanists
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plan here in this city or nearby, requires at least-qmassibly more - human sacrifice. Thank
you all, most sincerely."

He beamed with delight, and shook the hands of seokthé guests who came to greet him.
"Shall | light the fire?" Baynes asked him when all guests were gone.
"That would be most kind," Togbare replied. "Most kind ofi.y®hen we must begin."

"l suppose,” Baynes said as he knelt down before thehhalight the fire, already prepared.
"We could liken this opening of the gates to the return ¢drShimself - Armageddon, and
the beginning of the reign of the Anti-Christ."

"Yes, possibly.”

Suddenly, Fitten jumped up. "No! No!" he screamed. "He"liee! shouted at Togbare. "He
lies! I know! Me! For | have been given the understagdi

He moved toward Togbare, and Baynes went to restrain him.

"Leave me alone!" screamed Fitten. "You are cursedhtdst know!" He pushed Baynes
away. Togbare smiled at him.

"Listen!" Fitten said to Togbare. "We will all be opderNot Satan! Not Satan! Do you
understand? It is THEM! The spawn of Chaos. They hadetdiaus, you see. Lied to us! Oh,
how they have lied and deceived us. The Master will bfingm - They need us, you see.
From the stars They will come. The seal that holdsrT in Their own dimensions will be
broken! Don't you understand? They are not the Old OHesy have lied about that, also!
The Nine Angles are the key - "

Fitten stopped, his hands raised, his face red. Then heoughing and choking, spitting
blood before he fell to writhe and scream on the fléoothy blood oozed from his mouth,
and his bones could be heard breaking. His face went bkieyés bulged and then he was
still. Baynes went to him, but he was dead, Having swaltbiis own tongue.

"We must be calm," Togbare said as sudden laughter fileedatkening room. "Concentrate,
with me." Baynes came to stand beside him. "There isiethis room. Concentrate, with
me," Togbare repeated. "The flaming pentagram and thed@lbreathing."

Gradually, the laughter and the darkness subsided.

"He is dead," said Baynes unnecessarily. He covered Fittmnterted face with his coat.

Eerily, the telephone began to ring. "Baynes heresdamd He listened, then gave the receiver
to Togbare. "It's Frater Achad. He wants to speak with"yo

"Hello!" Togbare said. "Yes, we are alone. Mr Fitté#® was here, yes. But listen, my son.
Just now he died. Here, in this room. Are you stilkéReEvil magick - dark powers came to
us, here. Yes, | understand. | shall pray for you, my G@modbye." He returned the telephone
receiver to Baynes. "He could not speak for long."
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"Of course. Did he mention anything? About the ritual?"

"Only a manuscript which might be relevant. Sloane MS 3189.

"I am not familiar with it, myself. British Museum?"

"Yes. Now, about poor Mr Fitten - "

"l shall take care of everything. The Police will hawdoe informed, of course.”
"Naturally."

"I have some influence," Baynes said, shrugging his shouldets not like to use it, but in
the circumstances - "

"l quite understand," said Togbare sympathetically.

"There will be no need for the Occult connectioéaome known. If you will excuse me, for
a moment. | have some telephone calls to make."

"Yes, of course."

The fire was burning brightly when Baynes returned to fiodb&are still sitting in the chair
and Fitten's body still nearby on the floor. Baynesiegtinl ogbare's calm detachment.

"His notes and papers,” Togbare asked. "It might helg iparused them."
"Possibly. | have a key to his house."
"Indeed?" Togbare was surprised.

"A few weeks ago," Baynes explained, "he came to seeHmegave me the key with the
instructions to burn all his notes, papers and books shoutdiaghappen to him."

"He was expecting something to happen?"

"Apparently. But he was always liable to get excited.dsyust his way."

"You did not believe him?" asked Togbare without censure.

"To be honest, no. | wish | had done. Perhaps | could hane something."
"There is nothing anyone of us could have done. You imwaned the Police?"
"Yes. Someone will be arriving shortly."

Togbare smiled. "Just as Denise and the others beginitbal."

"Of course!" said Baynes, suddenly understanding. "The Mhatetimed this well."
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Togbare sighed. "He is powerful. Yet there is somethlag. ©ur every effort to neutralize
the magickal power of this group over the years has comght. | have long suspected they
have infiltrated us. The Council itself. These mostmeegents only confirm my suspicions."

"You believe there is a traitor?" asked Baynes with ohairgy.

"I do not believe," Togbare answered quietly, "I know."dttghed again. "For this knowledge
| will die. Perhaps my death will stop them - | do knbw. But | know that beyond death this
Satanic Master will try and claim my soul.”

Gently, Baynes held the old man's hand. It was cold, i&edom.
"It will be dawn in a few hours," Baynes said.

Then the laughter returned to haunt them - damning, derfmurghter. But it was soon gone
as, outside, they heard an owl, screeking.

*k%k

Xl

Around him, Conrad sensed many people. He could not seedihectly, for he was held as
if paralysed on the floor of a small chamber nearTiaeple. There was a pillow supporting
his head, and he looked down to see himself dressed in arblaekthe septagon sigil of the
Order embroidered in red over the place of his heart.

He could hear chanting, smell incense and burning wax. &hemce, speaking words he
remembered from his own Initiation: "Gather round, my childrand feel the flesh of our
gift!" It was Tanith's voice, but it seemed to becomeyistant. Then he was asleep again,
dreaming of being in space above the Earth as it turnéd arbit around the sun. Then he
was among alien but humanoid beings as they descendedrtto from the cold prison of
space. Time rushed on, in a fluxion of images. Primitilees gathered in awe and greeting
for the beings who taught, guided, controlled and destroyedh@tiee forests and the ice.
Others opposed to them came forth from space, seet@rg out to kill or capture, taking
their prisoners away, back into the cold, vast prisopepace from which they had escaped,
sealing them in forever in a vortex. He was therether dimensions and time beyond the
causal, and felt their longing to escape, to exploredtess and the beauty of the stars.

He awoke feeling a sense of loss. For minutes he ilgyssarcely breathing, and then he saw
- or thought he saw - Tanith enter the chamber leadngrg blindfolded and bound. She lay
with him on the floor to complete his Initiation be¢alemoving the blindfold.

"Neil, Neil!" he tried to say as he recognized the nigut.the words would not be formed by
his mouth and he lay helpless and still until the imageished. He saw Susan walking
toward him, and he closed his eyes, refusing to believa.tBait she touched him, washing
his face and hands with the warm water she carriedbowl. She was smiling at him as she
gently caressed him.

"l..." he began to say.
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"Don't try to move too quickly,” she said. "You will takens® time to recover."

Slowly, he became aware he could move his fingers, mdshais feet and as he did so he
realized he loved her.

She kissed him, as if understanding his thought. "You unaelr siav?"

Her eyes were beautiful, and it did not matter to Cotiratithey had seemed full of stars.
"l think so," he replied.

"Together, we are a key which opens the gate, breakingetdl which binds Them."

He did not think it a strange thing for her to say.

"Now," she said, "you are prepared. Come - for the &tamtvaits us."

It was as he stood up that he remembered that she wadasters' daughter. She led him
from the chamber into the dimness of the Temple. Theree no candles on the altar, no
naked priestess, no congregation gathered to greet théeedimothing magickal except the
crystal tetrahedron, glowing as it stood on a plinth. @mdyMaster and Tanith awaited them.

"The season and time being right," intoned the Ma4tiee, stars being aligned as it is written
they be aligned, this Temple conforming to the preceptuofDark Gods, let us heed the
angles of the nine!"

He gestured toward the crystal, chanting "Nythra Kthusseezoth!" as he did so. The light
that seemed to emanate from within it darkened and thgamide slowly change colour until
only a dim blue glow remained.

"So it has been," the Master intoned, "so it is andlsl it be again. Agarthi has known
Them, the Nameless who came forth before we dreafm.Bron Wrgon, our twin Gate,
Here," and he gestured toward Susan and Conrad, "a K tdmensions beyond time: a
key to the nine angles and the trapezohedron! From tlasisawill come the power to break
the seal which binds!"

"They exist,” Tanith chanted as Aris began to vibratér wis voice the words of power -
"Nii! Ny'thra Kthunae Atazoth. Ny'thra! Nii! Zod dasyithra!" - "in the angles of those
dimensions that cannot be perceived, waiting for uslicaod begin again a new cycle. They
have trod the blackness between the stars and theg fmjrhuddled in sleep and cold. But
the Sirians came, to seal us and them again in our p@swhsur sleep. Soon shall we both
become free!"

The Master stood with his hands on the tetrahedronaaghldid, and they both began to
vibrate a fourth and an octave apart, the words that therkey to the Abyss.

Susan stood beside Conrad, but she did not pull him down withiohthe floor as he
expected. Instead, she held his hands with hers and stame béh. Her hands were cold,
icy cold, and he could feel the coldness invading him. é&s became again full of stars
which spread to enclose her face. The Temple itsekirbe black, and all he could hear was
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the insistent and deep chanting of the words which would ¢tpe Abyss. It was a strange
sound, as the two voices chanted an octave fourth &uamtad began to feel dizzy, and felt
he was falling. A profusion of stars rushed toward hinf s was traveling incredibly fast in

space itself. He passed a coloured, broken grid made ohguights and world upon alien

world. Peoples with strange faces and bodies upon straodds, beautiful and disgusting

scenes: a sunset on a world with three moons, redgerand blue; a heap of mangled
corpses, spaked and being eaten by small animals with roségp teeth while, nearby, a
starship lay crashed and mangled in yellow sand... Thgesrions were fleeting but
powerful and came and went in profusion. And then they sugdmded. He was alone,

totally alone in stark and cold blackness. Faintly, heccbahbr a rustling. It was the wind, and
as he listened and waited, faint images, growing slondiycdanging in colour - violet to blue
to orange then red. Brightness came with the swift dawd he found himself standing amid
barren rocks beneath an orange sky. A figure was walkigard him, and Conrad

recognized it. It was himself.

The figure spoke, in Conrad's voice. "The seal that basnd no more. Soon, we shall be
with you."

The man smiled, but it was a sinister smile which Ipd¢ased and disquieted Conrad.

"Now | must depart,” the image of Conrad said. "But befaye | give you a reward. See me
as | have been known to those on your world with litiderstanding.”

The figure contorted, was Satan, and was gone.

*k%k

Xl

"You consider it important?" Baynes asked Togbare &g $tood beside Fitten's desk in the
study of his house.

Togbare read the tattered manuscript again. "It could keellicould be."

"Anything interesting?" Neil asked. He had met them atBa' house as they were preparing
to leave in the dawn light. He was fresh from his &tibin ceremony, but they wasted no time
discussing it.

"Does it mean anything to you?" Togbare asked Neil.

Neil took the manuscript - several pages of handwritteetsh He read it carefully. "Not
really,” he finally said, passing it to Baynes. "Theldtme very little - other than to be
prepared for an important ritual very soon."

Baynes read the writing. "The ancient and secret fitteonine angles is a call to the Dark

Gods who exist beyond Time in the acausal dimensiolnstexthat power which is behind the
form of Satan resides, and waits. The rite is tlaekast act of black magick, for it brings to
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Earth Those who are never named." He put the manusaght on the desk. "Sounds like
Lovecraft to me," said Baynes dismissively.

"Of that," replied Togbare, "I am aware. Yet | gain thgpression, from what | have read of
Mr Fitten's notes and the little | already know, thathimself - and | am inclined to support
him - that he regarded the mythos that Lovecraft ingerdewhich more correctly was given

to him by his dreaming-true, as a corruption of a seceaelition. He made his Old Ones

loathsome and repulsive. | myself am inclined to beliba¢ it such entities as these so-called
'Dark Gods' exist they might be shape-changers, liktinee of Darkness himself."

"What do these gabalistic attributions mean?" asked pl&iiting to a page of the manuscript
Fitten had written. "About 418 not being 13?"

"Alas," admitted Togbare, "I do not know."
"Do you think he copied this from somewhere?" Neil asked.
"Possibly. You said they mentioned books and manuscripkeinpossession?”

"Yes. 'The Master' said | might see some of themn.sadb their Initiates, apparently, have to
study them."

"We shall have to wait, then," said Baynes.

"Possibly, possibly,” mumbled Togbare. He began to searang the files that cluttered the
desk and the room itself. "There is a tradition," he ematt as he searched, "that Shambhala
and Agharti have their origin in a real conflict beémecosmic forces at the dawn of Man. It is
a persistent tradition, in all Occult schools, and th&y point to the tradition having at least
some basis in fact." He sat in the chair at the déskm old," he said, shaking his head, "and
the Inner Light that guides our Council has been my gtheior many, many years. Even as a
young man | saught the mysteries. Yet, here | am, maays later, and still 1 lack
understanding. There is evil around, even here - in thisirbsense it. What is happening
and has been happening for years is distorting the Asglal. We seem to be about to face a
new, darker, era. We seem no nearer a solution. Penepave looked in the wrong areas.
We believed the Satanists who have caused the distadite literal worshippers of the
Devil. Then they became for us followers of To Megafldn, their word Thelema. Now,
when it is almost too late, we discover they havéNfard, except perhaps Chaos - that what
they plan is perhaps even more sinister and terribtewaimagined.”

"But there is time," Neil tried to say, helpfully, @m aware there is. Conrad Robury - "
"Ah!" Togbare's eyes brightened.

"If he is important to them in what they plan, then wigs he appeared only now? Surely
more preparation is required."”

"You know the gentleman, | believe?" Togbare asked.

"Yes," said Neil. "l introduced him to the wiccan group."
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"And arranged an introduction with Mr Sanders," added Baynes.
"Yes | did."

"Even though," said Baynes quietly, "you knew Sandersetouit for the Master and his
group.”

"Well, when you suggested I infiltrate them myself, Iugbt it would be a good ploy. Show
my intent, so to speak, to introduce someone who mighisbful to them."

"And so it has proved," said Togbare.

"What are you suggesting?" Neil asked Baynes, as thoudtadhenot heard what Togbare
said.

"l am not suggesting anything," replied Baynes, softly.

"Come! Come!" chided Togbare, "let us not quarrel. Theeeedementals about, trying to
divide us and disrupt our plans.”

"I am sorry," Baynes said sincerely. "I'm just tired. Youst forgive me."
Togbare looked at him with kindness. "When did you |aesz?"

"I don't know. A few days ago, perhaps. There has nat tiee."

"May | suggest,” said Togbare, "that you return to yourddon a few hours rest?"
"But surely, | can help here?"

"Yes, of course In a few hours time. It will not taddéthree of us to search these files." He
indicated a small pile on the desk, awaiting their &tien"Please, do go and get some rest."

"If you are sure," said Baynes.

"Yes, of course. We shall return to your home withm tlext few hours."

"Will you be alright?" Baynes turned to leave.

"Do not worry!"

Togbare waved to him through the window. The snow stilhisavy upon the ground, but the
sky was clear. "He works very hard,"” he mumbled to hiirtsefore returning to sit by the
desk. "This Conrad Robury," he asked Neil.

"Yes?"

"He had no previous interest?"
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"No. None. He was a friend, studying science. It alfted out as a bit of a joke, actually. He
thought all of the Occult was nonsense. So | suggesteashascientist he should study the
subject at first hand. But there was always something dboutl don't quite know what -
perhaps his eyes. Sometimes when he looked at mauh&sisy. He was a very intense young
man. | know it may sound funny, but he was very earnesh ialmost puritanical way."

"He could be the sacrifice they need."”
Neil sighed. "I know" His eyes showed the sadness anguitiche felt at the possibility.

"Do not worry," said Togbare sincerely. "If that is wieaplanned, we shall save your Conrad
Robury."

"Did | hear," a voice from the doorway said, "someoca my name?" Conrad stepped into
the room.

"Conrad!" Nell said with pleasant surprise. He started/alk toward his friend, but Togbare
restrained him by grasping his arm.

"Wait," Togbare advised. He looked at Conrad. "By whdttrdp you dare to enter here?"
Conrad smiled. "By the right of my Word - Chaos!"
"Conrad," Neil said, "what's happened?"

"You thought,"” Conrad said hatefully to him, "to betray ¥su will not stop us! Neither of
you will. You!" he pointed at Neil, "are coming with me!"

"He is staying," said Togbare, using his stick to help hihssahd.

"You do not frighten me, old man!" Conrad said. He movedatd Neil, but Togbare raised
his stick. Conrad felt a sudden and severe pain in his storAgctried to move forward, but
the pain increased, and he placed his hands on his abdgmnmeacing with pain.

Silently, Susan came into the room to stand beside $iva.touched his hand, and the pain
vanished. He stared at Togbare, concentrating on shapirgvhisaura into a weapon. He
formed it using his will into an inverted septagon whiclalmed at Togbare.

The effect was minimal, for Togbare still smiled anded his stick. From it's tip white
filaments flowed to form a flaming pentagram above thg@d&%head. The pentagram came
closer and closer, sending purple filaments toward Cowiao held up his ring to absorb
them. But however hard Conrad tried he could not will fange to oppose the filaments. The
ring simply kept absorbing them. For every one filamenbddesl, three new ones arose until
both he and Susan were enclosed in a purple web. Despandt determined, Conrad
concentrated on his ring, remembering the chant he hadl heathe Temple. The
concentration and visualization seemed to work, for ghbried bolt broke forth from his
ring, hurtling toward Togbare. But the Magus simply held astpalm which harmlessly
absorbed the light. Conrad could feel his power being sladvdined away. Then he
remembered.
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Susan's hand was near and he grasped it tightly. Shealgainst him and he felt a force rush
through him. She was laughing, the power she gave him wagystind he had time only to
fashion its primal chaos into the sign of the inverteatggram before it sped across the room
in accordance with his desire. It touched Togbare's dtidcking it from his hand as the
purple web which enclosed the Satanists shattered, thappdiared.

Togbare was unharmed, but his power was gone."You haverfpbfviends, | see,” he said.
"You cannot stop us!" Conrad laughed.

Togbare smiled, and bent down to retrieve his stick. Qasltip Conrad stepped back. "Do
not worry," Togbare said. "My power - like yours - is tbe moment gone. But it will return,
and soon."

Conrad went toward him and tried to grasp the stick. Heedlaiat break it over his knee. But
some force around Togbare kept him away. It was as ihvileegot within a few feet of the
Magus he became paralysed.

"It is your evil intent," Togbare said, and smiled, "whiakds you back."

Conrad ignored him. Instead, he caught hold of Neil, timgshis arm behind his back.
"You're coming with us!"

"He will be of no use to you," said Togbare. "As your Masitd soon realize."
"We shall see!”
"Please," Neil pleaded, "don't let them take me!"

"They cannot harm you, my son," Togbare said. "TrustMaoav | have seen their power, |
know what to do."

Neil was unsure, and struggled to be free. Conrad helddund the throat. "So much for his
power, eh?" he said as he pushed Neil toward the door.

"Conrad, Conrad!" Neil pleaded. "What's happened to you?"
"You're to be our sacrifice!" Conrad said, and laughed.
"Help me! For God's sake help me!" Neil cried out.

"It's too late!" gloated Conrad. "We need your blood!"

Susan had her car waiting outside the front door of theéyand Conrad pushed Neil into it,
holding him down as she drove away toward their Sat&risiple.

*k%k
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For several hours Togbare stayed in Fitten's housersitfiollowing the departure of Conrad
and Susan with Neil, he sat at the desk and meditgtadually restoring to himself, by
breath control and mantra, the power he had lost dthagstral combat.

Afterwards, he studied Fitten's manuscripts, notes anld) and it was almost noon when he
stood up from the desk. In his absorption, he had not natieedold of the room, and he
shivered, a little, as he walked to the door. Outside stimewas warming, and he walked
slowly and steadily like the old man he was, the ntileBaynes' house, glad of the exercise
and the snowy coldness of the Winter air.

Baynes was in his large study when Togbare arrived. The wmwas warm, and Togbare sat
by the coal fire as he related the events leading datdking of Neil. Baynes was clearly
perturbed.

"l am sure," Baynes said, "they will sacrifice him. ks betrayed them - broken the oath of
his Initiation. This is disturbing news, it really is. | dot believe we can wait any longer. |
think the time has come for us to act - swiftly and deeig."

"You have a suggestion?"

"Yes. Since this Conrad Robury is important to thensmit seems - | suggest we entice him
away from their house, and hold him, here if neces$arya few days as our guest. We can
then arrange for him to be exchanged with Mr Stanford."

Togbare's surprise showed on his face. "It would not bé.'tigh

"To save Mr Stanford's life? It is the only way, fodd not believe that we can succeed by
magick alone. Not now."

For a long time Togbare did not speak. He sat staringhetélames of the fire.

"You are right," he finally said, and sighed. "I do néelit, but it appears to be our only
hope. The situation is desperate."

"May I," Baynes said, "therefore suggest that we - yallarnundertake a simple rite with the
intention of enticing Robury from the house. | could ageafor some people to be waiting.
He would not be harmed, of course."

"You could arrange all this?"

"Yes. It should not take long - a few hours, no moree"ttitned toward Togbare and smiled.
"Wealth has its uses - occasionally!"

"Those good people who were with us, yesterday?"
"Yes?"

"If you could arrange for some of them to come hgoe, need not be detained. We, then,
could do the ritual you suggested.”
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"Splendid! | shall contact them at once. | told theinis morning, to be prepared as we might
need them at short notice."

"You spoke to them all this morning?" Togbare was amazed.

"Well, when | returned here, | could not sleep. | thoughould do something useful. They
all felt the ritual they undertook went well."

"It has bought us some time, | think. Some little tiffieis Mr Robury - | have realized that
his apparent Occult ability depends on a certain young $luly.was with him, this morning.
It is the same woman, | am sure, who was with hithatitual at Mr Fitten's house when that
unfortunate lady, his wife, passed over to the other Sidealone and with us, he should have
no power. Yes," he mused, "the more | think on this thos plan of yours - the more | am
inclined to believe it will succeed."

"Then," said Baynes, "l shall go and make the necesseapgements.”

*k%k

Baynes stood staring out of his office window watching thiicriaa the city street below. He
liked his office on the top floor of one of the tallesildings in the city centre as much for the
splendid view as for its relative quiet amid his busgitess empire which he controlled from
his building.

His desk intercom buzzed. "Yes?" he asked.

"A Mr Sanders to see you, sir."

"Excellent! Send him in!" He seated himself in his leattt@ir behind his uncluttered desk.
"Mr Sanders," his Secretary announced.

"Please," he said, indicating a chair, "be seated.”

"I'd rather stand," Sanders said. He was dressed in bdastas his habit. "You wanted to see
me?" he asked, warily.

"l have a proposition for you - a business proposition.”

"So your flunky said on the 'phone.”

"You operate what some might describe as a 'Black Matgakple, do you not?"
Sanders sat in the chair. "Let's cut the crap! | know Baynes, and you know me."
"l would like you to do me a favour - for a substantial frmoney."

Suspicious, Sanders looked around the room. "Are you taps®)' t

"Of course not!"
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"So what's your offer - and how much?"

"Fifty thousand pounds."

Sanders hid his surprise. "To do what?"

"Not long ago, a certain young gentleman - a student e ¢amisit you. You introduced him,

| believe, to a certain group. Well, I would like thisyjeman brought from where he is to my
house. With the minimal use of force, of course.”

Sanders stood up. "l can't say it was a pleasure meetingpmdbye."

"You have a very lucrative side-line, | believe."

Sander was nearly at the door when Baynes added, "I'm Iseir@dlice would be very
interested in your - what shall | call it? - your impbusiness. A Mr Osterman is your contact
in Hamburg, | understand.”

Sanders stopped. "You're bluffing."

"l assure you I'm not. You last assignment arrived lasts@lay. Estimated value - | believe
the term used is 'on the street' - two million pounddeast. Of course, if my figures are

correct, your profit is somewhat smaller. Much smalfidiact. So many overheads."

Sanders walked back to the desk. He sat down again, anddsrileu're very well
informed."

"Of course," Baynes said, "we both know who takes mbshe profit. You are familiar, |
understand, with the house where this Mr Robury is cuyresgiding."

Sanders shrugged. "Possibly."”

"Toward dusk, he will be walking in the garden. You are togohim to me. At this address."
He gave Sanders a printed card.

"And the money?"

Baynes opened a draw in his desk. He laid out several gfileen-pound notes. "A small
advance. The rest will await your arrival at the hduse.

"And if he is not where you said?"

"He will be. But should some unforeseen circumstame and he is not there, telephone me
and | shall arrange another time."

Sanders scooped up the money and stuffed it into his pockets.
"And," Baynes added as Sanders stood up to leave, "if yowarged about your 'Master'

finding out about our little arrangement, I'm sure you hexggerience enough to work some
plan out so as not to implicate yourself."
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Sanders was already thinking along similar lines. "You'v&sed your calling!" he smiled
before walking to the door.

Baynes waited until Sanders had left before he used dghteie.
"Hello?" he asked as his caller answered. "Frater To@bare
"Yes?" came the quiet and somewhat nervous reply.

"Baynes here!" he said cheerfully, pleased with his ssceath Sanders. "It went well. All is
arranged as planned.”

When Togbare did not speak, Baynes said, "Did everythingrightalvith you?"
"Er, no, not really. You'd better come here - I'll explain.
"I'll be there as quick as | can!"

*k%k

XIV

It did not take Togbare long to fall asleep. He wasngjtby the fire as Baynes left for his
office, wondering about the events of the past fewsdmd the events to come. He too was
tired, and slept soundly by the warmth of the fire.

The doorbell awoke him, and he walked slowly to answecats leaning on his stick, and
expecting some of the guests of the night before. @b@et clock in the hallway of Baynes'
house showed him he had been asleep for nearly an houlidH®t recognize the woman
who waited outside, but her expensive car, waiting ustichauffeur, did not surprise him, for
he knew of Baynes' own wealth.

"Is Oswald in?" a smiling and alluringly dressed Tanith asked.

"Oswald?" repeated Togbare, averting his eyes from hasts;eamply exposed by her dress.
"Mr. Baynes. Is he at home?"

"Er, no. Not at the moment. Can | help?"

"I've come for your little ritual - or whatever it is yee planned.”

"I'm sorry?" For some reason Togbare felt confused¢taviaich he attributed to having just
woken from a deep and needful sleep.

"May | come in?" Tanith asked and proceeded to walk past making sure their bodies
touched. She walked into the study, and stood by the firear'@swald,” she said, "such a
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charming gentleman, but so frightfully forgetful sometgnHe forget to tell you | would be
coming, didn't he?"

"Well - "
"Do be seated," she said affably.
Togbare obeyed.

"Any idea what this ritual thing is about?" she askeddtay near him. "If it is anything like
the one's he's invited me to before, we are in for goltyegood fun!" She laughed.

"Fun?" said Togbare, perturbed.

"Why yes! Don't say he hasn't told you? My word! Would Yiga a drink - to get into the
mood?"

"A drink?" Togbare felt distinctly uncomfortable.

She went straight to a bookcase, pushed a hidden button,adted wntil a shelf revolved to
reveal decanters and glasses. "Whisky?" she said. '&@kulike a Whisky man to me. He has
some very fines malts."”

| myself," Togbare said, rather stuffily, "do not imbibe."

"Shame. I'm partial to Gin, myself." She poured herselfulh glassful and drank it
immediately. "Splendid! Best on an empty stomachaitt into the blood!" She poured
herself another glass before saying, "Shall | draw tinelbko we are prepared?"

"Pardon?"

She pressed another button and the window-blinds descensiéshtty close.

Togbare stood up. "You seem to know this house rather well."

"l should say so! All the hours of fun I've had herew@lsl has the most marvellous parties!"
She came toward Togbare who was standing by the lighedire. "Hot in her, isn't it?" she

said, beginning to remove her dress.

As she reached Togbare it fell around her ankles. Skenaked and an unbelieving Togbare
stared at her.

"Your spirit," she said, "is younger than your body."
She took his hand and placed it on her breast.
Togbare snatched it away and almost ran to the dowadtlocked, but there was no key.

Tanith stepped out of her dress and moved toward him, laughingi Wiib enjoy the
pleasure | offer,” she said.
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Suddenly, Togbare understood. "Harlot!" he shouted. "The Msste you!"
"Yes!"

She was closing upon him, and to Togbare she becameracSatese. He held up his stick,
but she laughed at him.

"You are weak!" she sneered. "Look at me! Look at my Body

Togbare turned away, mumbling words as he did so.

"Your god cannot help you now!" she mocked.

He turned to face her and as he did so she began to doamgieefore his very eyes.

"My God!" he cried with genuine surprise, "you are his Wife

It was a pitying laugh she gave him before gesturing behindviierher hand. Her dress
disappeared, briefly before re-appearing on her bodyg8sieired again, and the blinds rose
to flood the room with daylight.

"You cannot harm me," Togbare said, holding his stickantfof him for protection.

"I have achieved what | came for!"

He stood aside to let her leave. The doors opened fanldeshe walked out into the sunlight.
Through the window, she saw the Magus kneeling on the &#nd saying his prayers.

"Home, Gedor!" she commanded as she got into her car.

Togbare prayed for almost an hour. He was calm thergibotayed, and stoked and re-built
the fire in his study. He sat by it, sighing and shaking Ba&dhn consternation, for a long
time, rising only to answer the doorbell twice. E&iaie he half-expected the satanic mistress
to return but each time it was only a group of Baynes's guests the night before,
summoned for a new ritual. Each time he apologized @lddhem to await another call. He
did not explain why and they did not ask, but it took hilarg time to remove the traces of
the woman's presence from the house and the room/

Her mocking, lustful satanic presence seemed to have ivedery corner, and he cast
pentagram after pentagram after hexagram to remove ibny just completed his task when
the telephone rang.

I'll be there as quick as | can!" Baynes had said, and Tegha by the fire to wait.

He was almost asleep again when Baynes returned.

"Well," Baynes said after Togbare had explained about fanitsit, "it matters little. We can

do the ritual ourselves, as | originally thought. Thathe paused, "if you yourself feel able
to continue as planned.”
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"| fear we have no choice," he said sadly. "It vule us, even more. | just hope we can
recover sufficiently.”

"In time for when the Satanists attempt to Open the&gu mean?"
"Yes. Shall we begin?"

Together, they sat by the fire in the last hours of dayligiging through their powers of

visualization and will to entice Conrad away from tladey of the Master's house and into
the open where Sanders would, hopefully, be waiting.rAéeeral minutes effort, Togbare
withdrew from one of his pockets one of the small squafggarchment he always carried.
Taking his pen, he began to write, first Conrad's namnd,then several sigils, upon it. For
several minutes he stared at the completed charm lezfstiag it into the flames of the fire to
be consumed.

"So mote it be!" he said as the parchment burned.
Near the window, a raven cried, loudly in the snowflénce that surrounded the house.
*k%k

XV
Conrad, as Aris had instructed, was reading in the libesythe twilight came. The
manuscript Aris had left out for him was interestindiriglas it did of the Dark Gods. But the
more he read, the more dissatisfied he became.
The work was full of signs, symbols and words - andhgetelt it was insubstantial, as if the
author or authors had glimpsed at best only part ofgaity. His memory of the recent ritual
was vivid, and as he stared at the manuscript he realiratiwas lacking. The work lacked
the stars - the haunting beauty he himself had expedenhe numinous beauty which he felt
was waiting for him. He wanted to reach out again andnagiad capture that beauty, that
eerie essence, that nebulosity. He had felt fre&jndyithrough space and other dimensions;
free and powerful like a god - free of his own dense halgigh bound him to Earth.
"Having fun?" a voice unexpectedly asked.
It was Susan, and she walked toward him.
"Not really."
She wore Tanith's exotic perfume and her clothes vimne thoulded to the contours of her
body. In that instant of his watching - full as it wak sensual memories and sensual

anticipation - he remembered the bliss that a body cauld.b

She stood by the French windows looking up at the darkeningSkall we go outside," she
suggested, "and watch the stars?"

"You been reading my thoughts again?" he asked, half seri@uml half in jest.
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He rose from the desk to stand beside her and wasepleehen she placed her hand around
his waist before opening the windows.

"I'll just get a coat," she said and kissed him. "I'lhjgou outside."
The air was cold, but Conrad did not care as he walkedntmthe snow. The stars were
becoming clearer, and he wandered away from the lightsedhouse to watch them as they

shone, unshimmering in the cold air of Winter.

They came upon him swiftly, the three men waiting in tiedsws. One carried a gun and
pointed it at Conrad while the others grabbed his arms.

"Quiet!" the man with the gun said, "or you're dead."

Conrad struggled, and succeeded in knocking one of the veentte tried to punch the other
man in the face, but a blow to the neck felled him, and/&s unconscious as he hit the snow.

"Bring him!" the man with the gun said.

Conrad awoke as he was being bundled into a car, butah@#shwvere bound and he was
roughly thrown onto the back seat.

"Bastards!" he screamed, and kicked at the door.

A knife was held to his throat. "Calm down, stupids itblder said, and smiled. "Or I'll make
a mess of your face!"

Yards away, Sanders sat waiting in his own car. Nohaaefollowed the men as they had
dragged the unconscious Conrad toward the gate and thagwvedtis, and he sighed with
relief. He followed the car containing Conrad and thegeve®on far away from the house.
As he had instructed, Conrad was blindfolded, and he stood bevunchen as they stood
outside Baynes' house holding Conrad between them. Bénatkbeen watching from his
window, and strode out to meet them.

"As promised,” Sanders said.

"Excellent!" replied Baynes. He gave Sanders a briefcdanders opened it and then pushed
Conrad toward Baynes.

"He's all yours."

Baynes led Conrad into the house. Once in the studypdked the door before removing
Conrad's blindfold and bonds. It took Conrad only a few nmshéo adjust to his new
surroundings.

"Please," Togbare said, indicating a chair by the ‘fgie down."

Conrad ignored him. Instead, he turned to Baynes who bttt door.
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"Resorting to armed violence now, | see," Conrad quipped.
"An unfortunate necessity."

"How very satanic of you,” Conrad smiled. "Well, greatdéd,” he said mockingly to
Togbare, "what is your plan?"

"You will remain here - for a short while."

"l suppose you in your stupidity think they will exchangel N&i me."

Togbare looked at Baynes. Conrad sneered at both of te@m.won't be able,” he said, "to
hold me. Not once they find out where | am. They will eonare you ready for the violence

they will use?"

"What makes you think," said Baynes, "that you are tha@omant to them? You are just
another Initiate. They have plenty more. You'll be ¢aseplace."

"Is that so?" Conrad laughed, but Baynes' words maded@huheasy.
"We have taken certain precautions,” Togbare said.

"Oh, yes?" Conrad sneered. "You have drawn a magicledincice around the house - and |
stand trembling and abashed at its centre! Sint mihi deemntis propitii!"

"Well, well!" said Baynes, "a scholar as well as anedian.”

Suddenly, Conrad rushed at Baynes, intending to punch at bjsbiaicBaynes was too quick
and easily avoided the intended blow. His own counterguask, as he caught Conrad off
balance, tripping him to the floor.

Baynes bowed slightly as Conrad slowly got to his feet.

"He studied in Taiwan," Togbare said by way of explamatio

"Oh well," Conrad said, shrugging his shoulders, "so muchhat idea then." He looked
around the room. "l suppose I'd better make myself coatitat'

"A wise decision," Togbare said.
"Do you not wish," Baynes said to Conrad, "to completar youdies at university?"

"What's it to you?" Conrad looked at him briefly, thertle window. He sat in an upright
chair as near to it as possible.

"l believe you have an interest in Spaceflight?"
"No need to guess who told you that."

"Mr Stanford, of course. | have some contacts in grespace industry in the States."”
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"Bully for you."

"l could arrange for you to continue your studies at ameAcan university at the end of
which you would be guaranteed work with one of the leadoygpanies in the aerospace
industry. You would, of course, be provided with a large ehgtim - say fifty thousand
pounds - for incidental expenses over the years."

"Are you trying to bribe me?" Conrad asked, amazed - dacested - by the offer.

"Yes." said Baynes without hesitation.

"What would you want in exchange?"

"Nothing."

"Nothing?" asked Conrad incredulously.

"Except your immediate departure for America. | would,cofirse, make the necessary
arrangements."

"l don't believe it," Conrad said, amazed.

"Money has no interest for me - beyond what good Idmawith it."

"And the Master?" Conrad asked. "What of him if | betchhrim by leaving?"

"As | said before, you are a mere Initiate to him. He easily find someone to take your
place. But if you wish, | could provide you with a new idigntl have certain contacts who
could arrange matters. You would soon be forgotten."

"It's very tempting. But the Master - "

"All you have to do," said Baynes, "is stay here withfarsa few days. You will see when
nobody is sent to fetch you, when they show no intemegbu whatsoever, that what | say is
true."

"How do | know this isn't just some ploy to get me tqy $tere?"

"You have my word. Should you wish, you can be with neenvl make the necessary
arrangements. | can have the money here within a fewmshthe airline ticket likewise. Your
passport and new identity will take a little longer - § geerhaps. You yourself can speak to
the American university | have in mind."

"When do | have to decide?"

"The sooner you decide, the sooner | can make the amamge."

For several minutes Conrad stared at the fire. Thendeeslowly from his chair to yawn and
stretch his limbs. "Any chance of some tea?" he askedibas
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"Have you reached a decision?" Baynes asked.

"Yes." Taking several deep breaths, Conrad grasped theob#wek chair, swiftly lifting it and
smashing it into the window. The glass shattered, anthriesv the chair at Baynes before
diving through the broken glass. He landed awkwardly in tiewvs his hands cut and
bloodied by the glass. Something warm was running down his eckhe extracted a
splinter of glass that had embedded itself in his armréelleaping up to run down the
driveway and away from the house. He could hear Baghesting behind him, but did not
look back, concentrating on running as fast as he could dowiréat. $He ran and ran, past
houses, over roads, on pavements, verges and roadsngtfippbreath once by a busy main
road. Then he was away, out into the dark lanes beyyenkibhts of the city.

He stopped to hide behind a tree, nauseous and shaking, and gowe time before his

breathing returned to normal. His hands, neck and face weeest in blood, but it was dried

or drying, and he took off his jacket to tear of his shirtddoandage for his arm. Soon, the
cloth was soaked, and he lay still, pressing his hand osdramdaged wound to try and stop
the bleeding. As he did so, he began to feel pain in hidgsheamd face. He felt very tired.

No one had followed him down the dark narrow lane. He dedahe was in the Satanic

Temple. Neil was on the altar, tied down by thongs, amditi bent over him, a knife in her

hand.

'It is your deed,' Tanith said to Conrad.

"Your deed,"' Aris and Susan repeated as they stood beside him

'We require his blood," all three of them said.

Tanith gave him the knife and he walked toward Neil.

'Please,’ his former friend pleaded, 'spare me! | don't watie! | don't want to die!

'We require his blood," Conrad heard as a chant behind hismblebd to complete your
Initiation. We must have his blood!

Conrad hesitated.

"Kill him! Kill him! Kill him!" the insistent voices sai.

He raised the knife to strike, but could not find thersgth, and as he lowered it in failure the
bound figure on the altar was no longer Neil, but himdgien Aris, Tanith, Susan and his

double on the altar were laughing.

'See how close to failure you came!" Aris said and #isse on the lips. He made to move
away, but it was Susan kissing hum until she, too, changad Tanith.

Suddenly he was awake again, lying on the cold snow stainddsbgwn blood. Such a
waste, he thought, to die here, cold and alone. He toisit, up against the tree, but lacked
the strength. Then he smiled. 'l would do it all agdia, muttered to the tree, the snow, the
stars. 'Susan’, he said to himself as his eyes closkdiobdtvn accord, 'l love you.'
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The last thing he heard was the cry of a hungry owl.

*k%k

XVI

Denise sat on and surrounded by cushions as brightly cdl@aséer clothes, two green

candles in tall ornate holders alight beside her. éiesé was otherwise unlit, and quiet except
for the nearby rumble of traffic which passed along tlnmoad less than fifty yards away.

She was looking with half-closed eyes into her largestat scrying sphere and her friend

Miranda - High Priestess of the Circle of Arcadiat-lssside her, awaiting her description of
her visions.

"I have found him," Denise said as if in trance. "Heexsffand will die."

Slowly, she placed a black cloth over her crystal.™€d she said to her friend, "l shall need
your help."

Her zest was evident in her driving, and it did not tdlesrt long to drive away from the city
to dark, narrow lane she had seen in her vision.

"There, by the tree," she said.

Conrad was unconscious. "We must hurry,” Denise saghadent over him. "Others - the
evil ones - will soon be here. | feel they are near."

Together they lifted and carried Conrad into the car.

"You drive," Denise almost commanded her friend. "l nlggfin, now."

Her hands were warm and she gently placed them on €smald and almost lifeless face
before raising them a few inches to make passes tagtim over his arms, hands and body.
She imagined energy flowing to her from the Earth thraughfingers and down through his
aura into the vital meridians of his wounded body, stoppinly when they reached their
destination.

Her house was warm, and they laid Conrad on the cush&wngen the candles.

"Will he be alright?" an anxious Miranda asked.

"l don't know - yet."

"Shall | let Mr. Baynes know?"

Denise turned toward her, her eyes intense. "No!"

"But | thought - "
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"Nobody must know!" And she added, in a softer voice: t"Met, anyway." She kissed
Miranda, saying "Trust me, my love."

Then she knelt over Conrad to renew her healing with dued<h

"Can | do anything?" Miranda asked.

"Be a darling and make some tea." Denise did not turn ammuledk up.

The pot of tea was cold by the time Denise stood up, tiead her efforts, and she went to
her kitchen to hold her hands against the cold taphiegrthe energies, before drinking
several cups of the cold brew.

"Do you want me to stay?" Miranda asked hopefully.

"No - I'll be alright. I'll call you if there is any chge,"

"Well, if you're sure."

"Yes. And," Denise said, embracing her, "please not a wto anyone."

They kissed, briefly, and then Miranda left the roomd #re house. Denise sat beside Conrad,
and gently stroked his face. Slowly, he opened his eyes.

"Back with us, then?" she said and smiled.

"What?" Conrad said, confused.

"You had a bit of an accident. And before you say anythiogye in my house."

Conrad sat up. "And you are?"

"Let's just say someone who likes helping waifs and stray

Conrad looked around the room. He saw the crystal watblack cover for ‘closing down’,
the incense burner upon the fireplace. There were nishungs other than the many cushions
of varying size strewn over the carpet and the long, hdeagyes covering the window; no
light other than that from the candles.

"Whose side are you on?" he asked cautiously.

"Does one have to be 'on a side'?" she countered sitfile.

"You know who | am?"

"Yes. How are you feeling?"

"Alright. | must have passed out." He found the womaansgjely attractive. although her

features were not beautiful in the conventional sensd. & suppressed his feelings,
remembering Susan. "l really ought to go," he said andl tisisstand up.
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He failed, and slumped back into the cushions.
"Rest, now," Denise said,

"I must telephone someone,"” he said as he lay dowslose his eyes to try and stop the
dizziness he felt.

"In a while. But first you must rest."

She left him for a short time, returning with a silbewl, cloths, phials of lotions and a mug
containing a hot infusion of herbs, all carried onesitray.

"Here," she said, "drink this."
He sat up and smelt the contents of the mug. It sroalibte. "What is it?"

"Just an infusion - of herbs and things. My mother shomechow to make it. It will bring
back some of your strength.”

Cautiously, Conrad sipped the drink. She removed the bandabadhmade to cover the
wound on his arm and began to clean the area using thd Iquhe bowl. When she has
finished, she made a clean covering using a cloth richlysedf with lotion. Soon, she had
washed, cleaned and covered all his injuries with hemistio

"It tasted better," Conrad said after finishing her potitiman it smelt."

Her nearness, her gentle touch and her bodily fragrathcombined to sexually arouse him,
and he held her hand before leaning to kiss her.

She moved away, saying, "I'm sorry to disappoint you - butdinthat way inclined.”
"I hope | didn't offend you," he said sincerely.

She laughed as she collected her lotions. "For an dll8g¢anist you are rather innocent.
Your aura marks you as different from them."

"Oh, yes?" Conrad was intrigued.
"What is your aim in all this?" she asked. "What do yopehto find?"

He felt his strength returning with every breath he tdéken the throbbing in his arm had
begun subside. "Knowledge," he said.

Denise sat down beside him as she did so he felt theseawcalmness within her. He felt
good, just being near her, as if in some way she wasgghim energy. At first, he had felt
this as her sexual interest in him, but the more he baké&er and the more he thought about
it, the more he realized it was nothing of the sbrivas just beneficent energy flowing from
her. He did not know, nor particularly care, why - st jfelt relaxed and comfortable in her
nearness.
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"What is it?" she asked again, smiling, her eyes raditmat you hope to find. Why did you
join them?"

"l wanted knowledge." It was only partly true, he rememiekéost of all he had wanted to
experience sexual passion.

"Is that all?"

He sensed she knew the answer already. "Well, sexlhs w

"And then what?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, perplexed.

"Think of it - in a few years time, if you continue atpyour present path, you will have had
many women, learnt many Occult truths. Perhaps you lalle acquired some skill in

magick. But life is - for most people - quite long: mamgades, in fact. What do you do with
all this time? The same pleasures and delights overoard again? Someone of your
intelligence would surely find that boring?"

"There will be other goals, I'm sure. Other things to aghie

"Perhaps. Your youth will go, and with its going willrae tiredness of both body and spirit."”

"So what? It is the present that's important. Why wabout what might never be?"

"And if | said you were giving up your chance of immortalitigat would you say?"

"I don't believe there is a chance. It's superstitWhen we die, that's it."

"Is that what you believe Satanism as all about pteasure of the moment?"

"Yes." Then, with less certainty, he added, "Welleast, | think so."

"There is no belief in something beyond?"

"Not as far as | know." He smiled. "But as you must knlhw,only a new Initiate."

"Would you kill your friend Neil?" she suddenly asked.

"Pardon?"

"Neil Stanford. Would you Kill him if your Master demande®' it

"What do you know about Neil?"

"He came to see me once. For a reading. But you haveswieaed my question. Would you -
could you - kill him, or anyone?"
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Conrad remembered his dream. But there was within him adesiteny that part of himself
which would not kill. For a few moments he felt compdlto boast, to answer her question in
the affirmative - depicting himself to her as someouless and unafraid. But she was
sitting near him, calm and smiling, and it seemed to himhbéaeyes saw into his thoughts.
She would know it was just a boast, the nervous arregahcaivety.

"l don't know," he said honestly.

"See," she said with a slight tone of censure, "o glbthis Satanism is at present a game. An
enjoyable one, to be sure, but still a game. Your ausadadlifferent story. They are serious -
they kill, without mercy. They corrupt. Are you reddy all that?"

"You make them sound vile," he said, thinking of Susan, aedliss he had shared with
Tanith. "They are not like that."

"Don't you understand what is happening to you? Of course, albws pleasure - all is
passion and enjoyment. You are being courted, drawnheipweb. But soon the perversity
will begin. It will start in a small way - somethingrpaps only a little morally degrading. But
soon you will be so involved there will be no escape.”

"No, | don't believe it. You're just trying to turn me agh them, aren't you?"
"Am 1?" she smiled. "I have something to show you."

She fetched her crystal sphere and set it down betiieem Carefully she removed the black
cloth before making passes over the sphere with heishan

"Look," she said to him, "and see!"

Conrad peered into the sphere. At first he saw nothingpxhe reflection of the lights from
the candles, but then a blackness appeared within whiaredleHe saw the Temple in Aris’
house. Susan was there, naked upon the altar, and arauhé hengregation danced. Then a
man went to her, fondling her body before he removeddie to lay and move upon her.
Then the scene changed. Aris was with several gtbeple whose faces Conrad could not
see. They were on what looked like a moor, and on thendgra young woman lay, naked and
bound. She was struggling, but Aris laughed - Conrad coulde@tthe laughter, only see the
Master as his mouth opened and he rocked from side toThe@ there was a knife in his
hand and he bent down to calmly and efficiently slitwloenan's throat. Conrad turned away.

"There is more," Denise said,

"So what?" Conrad said, affecting unconcern. "Every vear its casualties. Anyway, what |
saw was not real."

"It was. The woman whom you saw murdered was calledaMEesirens. | can show you the
newspaper reports of her death if you wish."

"In every period there are victims and masters. Thé&wesash and the strong survive."

"Do you really believe that?" she asked.
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"What if | do?" Conrad said defensively. "Will you trydaconvert me?"

"You must make your own decisions - and take the consecuehat result from your
actions, both in this life and the next."

"Belief in an afterlife,” Conrad said scornfully, "isenely blackmail to prevent us from
fulfilling ourselves - from achieving god-head - in this life."

"You seem set to continue along the dark path you havsech- despite what | sense about
your inner feelings."

"I've made my choice."
"l know," she said softly.
"Tell me, then, why you have helped me?"

Denise smiled, and her smile disconcerted Conrad. & mavright to judge. | simply help
those in need."

"But even so -"
"You should rest now." She covered the crystal withilhek cloth.
Suddenly, Conrad felt tired. He lay down among the softoeg® cushions and, in the warm

room with its gentle candlelight, he was soon aslegpsleep was dreamless, and when he
awoke he was astonished to find Susan sitting beside hi.

XVII
The repair of the window Conrad had shattered was alooogplete, and Baynes watched the
workmen while Togbare sat, wrapped in a cloak, by the bfigh Slowly as first, and then
heavily, it began to snow again.
When the work was over, Baynes thanked the men, gavedHhange gratuity in cash, and
stood outside to watch them leave. He was about tonr&ithe warmth of his house when a
motor-cycle entered his driveway. It was a powerful machideden by someone clad in red
leathers, and he stood in the bright security lightswiidorned his dwelling while the rider
dismounted and began to remove the tinted visored helmet.
Miranda shook her long hair free. "l have some newgdaot” she said.

"Shall we go in?" Baynes asked. He gestured gallantly tbwer door, and held it open for
her.

"You have not met Frater Togbare, have you?" he askeaksh®ge showed her into the study.

Togbare stood to offer Miranda his hand. "Hi!" she saidljrsgn but not shaking his hand.
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"Please, do sit," Baynes said.

"Denise found him," Miranda said, "and | think she'll needryelp!" She looked anxiously
at Baynes.

"Found who?" he asked.

"Robury! He's at her house. She didn't want me toyedl- but | had to." Miranda sighed. For
over an hour she had sat at her house, wondering widht. tAt first, she had thought of
going back to Denise. But her memory of Denise's firnsiagce persuaded her otherwise.
She had tried to forget her own worries about Deniséétys and had almost succeeded - for
an hour, trusting as she had in Denise's psychic ability.

"They are sure to find him," she continued. "She'll be mgdal We must do something!"

"You mean," Baynes said calmly, "Mr. Robury is at preseher house?"

"Yes!" It was an affirmation of her impatience.

"Did he go there himself?" Baynes raised his eyebrovire @ganced at Togbare.

"No - she found him. And we brought him back. He was injurguite badly, it seemed."

| see.” Baynes stroked his beard with his hand. "You tookidiher house? Why?"

"She wanted to help him." Then, realizing what she laad, nd seeing the exchange of
looks between Togbare and Baynes, she added, "It's nohdike

"You said," Togbare asked her, "she found him. Was sheftnerlooking for him?"

"Well - in a manner of speaking, yes." The room was aotl she unzipped the front of her
leather suit.

Baynes looked at her as she did so, as if suddenly readiaggvas a woman. She noticed his
attention and smiled at him, shaking her head so thdohgrhair framed her face. Suddenly,
she saw him as a challenge, for she knew of his avoidain@emen. Her own liaison with
Denise was only for her a brief interlude in her biséXtes and she smiled enchantingly at
Baynes.

Hastily, Baynes turned away.

"Did she say," Togbare asked her, "why she was lookinifo?"

"No. And | didn't ask. You know about her, don't you Ogi®ashe said to Baynes, smiling at
him again and deliberately using his first name. "Aboutadities."

"She is rather gifted in certain psychic matters,"yele looked briefly at her, then turned
away.
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"Do you know of recent events," Togbare asked Mirariololving Mr Robury and the
Satanist group?"

"Only that there was to be some sort of ritual. Demsisiel something about Robury being
important.”

"You know of the death of Mr. Fitten and his wife?"

"Yes. She mentioned them."

"You were among the first to know of this Conrad Roburgrewou not?"

"Actually, yes. He came to attend one of our meetings."

"Introduced by a certain Neil Stanford?"

"Yes." She turned to look at Baynes, but he staringtim flames of the fire.

"l think it is right and fitting," Togbare pompously said her, "that we take you into our
confidence. Mr Stanford, | am grieved to say, has falém the hands of the Satanists - he
had, on our instructions, infiltrated the group. Howekierwas betrayed. We did not know by
whom. As you probably are aware, such groups do not takeykiodhnyone who betrays
them, and therefore since Mr Stanford was kidnapped by Muiand taken to the house of

the so-called 'Master', we have been concerned feafesy.

"Yet for some time | myself, and the Council, havepgated that we ourselves have been
infiltrated by the Satanists."

Miranda looked first at Baynes and then at Togbare. "pow now suspect Denise?" she
asked with astonishment.

It was Baynes who answered. "It is logical - consiewhat you have just told us."”
"I don't believe it! Not Denise!"

"Of course,” Togbare said, "we cannot be sure. But MmBsayis right - it is logical to
presume she may be implicated."

"So you see, Miranda," Baynes said, and smiled at Hat,iSitrue then she is unlikely to be
in danger from them, as you believed."

Miranda sat in a chair, confused by the accusation agagndover yet pleased that Baynes
had apparently shown an interest in her. He had useddstemdme - something he had never
done before - and his smile seemed to convey a waowdrdl her. Suddenly, it occurred to
her that if the accusation was true, Denise had beehycusing her. The thought saddened
her.

"But if you're wrong about her," she said, still uncowwed, "then she will be in danger?”

"For helping Robury?" Baynes said. "l doubt it. You did slag intended to help him?"
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"Yes. She was going to use her healing powers."

"Which, to my knowledge, are quite remarkable. Quite rentdeka

"But surely - " Miranda began to say.

"Why did she wish to find him in the first place? And, mmamportantly, why did she then
wish to heal him? For she knew, being with me a memb#neoCouncil itself, that he was
important to them - to their ritual.”

"She was on the Council?" Miranda asked with surprise.

"Why, yes. Did she never tell you? | knew you two wesgy\close friends." Baynes smiled at
her.

Miranda blushed, and shuffled in her chair. "No," shd saiftly, "she never told me." She
sighed in sadness, for she remembered what Denise hadaidc 'There shall be no secrets
between us...'

"He was badly injured, you said?" Togbare asked her.
"Covered in blood."

"Well," Baynes said, "he did jump through that window."
"He was here?" Miranda asked with surprise.

"We had hoped to - how shall | say? - exchange him fanf8td. Now we are back to where
we were before."

"But surely the Police - they can help. If Neil has bakducted - "

Baynes shrugged his shoulders and made a gesture of obeméimdeas hands. "What
evidence have we? What could we say about this conflict whkiech people would
understand?"

"But surely they would listen to someone as well regaeas you?"

"Possibly. Even if | sent them to the house of thetbtasvould they find Stanford there? Of
course not. How would | explain why he should have beeuabd? What reason - what
motive - could | give without appearing as some sodrafhk? They would listen, make some
routine enquiries, find nothing and decide | was rathengé&aNo, it is not as easy as that."

"l fear, my child," Togbare said to Miranda, who cringédhia endearment, "that Mr Baynes
is right. There have been two deaths, two unfortunatihslealready. It is due to Mr Baynes'
resourcefulness and indeed influence that those deathdbenaegistered by the authorities
as natural ones, unconnected with any suspicious circacestaAnd this | myself accepted -
for how does one explain t an unbelieving world the traigse of such deaths? If we had
tried, then we would now, | am sure, have all manngowrhalists intruding upon our affairs,
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impeding our investigations and preventing us from achieving oal -gthat of ending for
once and for all this Satanist threat to our world."

Togbare seemed pleased with his speech, and rubbed his hgeitieto
Miranda turned to Baynes. "l would like to help,” she said.

"Then | suggest we go and see Denise. | shall ask hectlgirwhere she stands on the
matter."

"And if Mr Robury is with her?" Togbare asked.

"l shall persuade him to return with us.”" He walked te desk and from a drawer took a
revolver which he placed in his jacket pocket.

"Please,"” Togbare said, "surely we can avoid such coatjns?"

"There is no choice now," Baynes replied. "Do youhwide asked Miranda, "to travel with
me or use your own transport?"

"With you," she smiled and began to remove her leathier s

Even Togbare glanced at her fulsome figure. "If," Togbsaid, clearing his throat, "Mr
Robury is not there - what then, my friend?"

"Sanders - he will know how to enter their Tempde. can be persuaded to tell us. We shall
then go to them. You ready?" he asked Miranda.

"Yes."

"Excellent!" He turned toward Togbare. "If we're notloacthin the hour inform the Police."
"But - " mumbled Togbare. "what shall | say?"

"I'm sure you can think of something!"

"But - "

Baynes did not wait to hear the Mage's words.

*k%k

XVII

"She has done well!" Susan said as Conrad sat up. "Ydwetis than we thought.”
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"How did you get here?" Conrad asked her. He looked aroendtm, but they were alone.
"The woman - "

"Denise?" Susan said. "You will see her in a while. Tlestdr is pleased to see you."
She helped him to stand.

"Ah! Conrad!" Arise said as he entered the room. "Suchardenation! You rejected a most
tempting offer, | hear."

"Sorry?" Conrad looked at Susan, and then at the Madtesevblack cloak and clothes
seemed to Conrad appropriately suited the Master's glgsifsinister countenance.

"An offer - from Baynes," Aris the Master said.
"You talked in your sleep," Susan said before Conrad coklthasobvious question.
"Come," Aris said, gesturing toward the door.

Conrad followed him up the stairs of the house and inbedxoom where Denise lay on a
bed, apparently asleep.

"She is yours," Aris whispered to him.
“I'm sorry?"

"It is for you to decide her fate. Take her - possessftyou wish. She has never been with a
man. You can be the first."

Aris walked to Denise, touched her forehead with his haddsha awoke. Then there was a
knife in his hand and he held it as if ready to strike.

"Your wish?" Aris asked him, and smiled.

Conrad went to her, took her hand in his and kissed iarilyou," he said to her sincerely.
The fear that had ben in her eyes disappeared.

"And her fate?" Aris said, still holding the knife.

"l don't want her harmed.,"

"As you wish." Aris touched her forehead with his hamit] ahe closed her eyes in sleep.
"You must go now," he said to Conrad.

"Are you alright?" Susan asked him as he reached the boftthe stairs.

The face of the Master had shown no emotion as @dmrd expressed his wish, and he was
wondering whether the Master disapproved.
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"Are you alright?" Susan asked him again.
"Just a little tired," he replied.

"We must go now." She held the front door of the house apengesture of her intent, and,
in the snowful street outside, he saw her expensive car

He walked with her out into the coldness to seat hintmdide her, and was soon warm in the
cocoon of the car watching the snow covered streetshandes as Susan drove almost
recklessly in the dangerous conditions.

The music she chose as an accompaniment to theirepweemed to Conrad to reflect his
mood and the almost demonic aspirations which undetlapd he listened intently to Liszt's
B Minor Sonata. As he listened, he began to realizehisadecision regarding Denise was
correct, and they were approaching the Master's dwellinghvileeconcluded it made no
difference to him what Aris his Master - or indeed wdwayone - thought about it. He would
do the same again.

Gedor awaited them at the steps of the house, and heichd® door open for him in a
gesture which pleased Conrad. The very house itself setnweelcome him, and he was not
surprised when Tanith greeted him in the hall with a kiss.

"They will soon heal," she said as she caressed b cuts on his face.

Even Mador came to greet him.

"Welcome Professor!" the dwarf said. "Welcome!"

"The Master will see you soon. But first, you shoulthbaand change. Mador will show you
your room."

As Conrad turned to follow Mador, she added, "And Conraah this day forth this house is
yours as your home."

Her words pleased him, and he followed Mador, proud of him&eifan was beautiful,
wealthy and powerful, and together they would return thd& Bads to Earth.

The room Mador led him to was on the top floor of tbede. It was large and luxurious and
he was surprised to find the cupboards full of new clothlesn his size. He selected some,
and was relaxing in a bath of warm water when the mageresh the room, pushing a trolley
replete with food.

She did not speak, but smiled at him through the open bathdoor as he lay, blushing at
the unexpected intrusion.

"Thank you!" he said unnecessarily as she left.
It was almost an hour later when he too left, cleametifad, to find his was to the library

where he assumed the Master would be waiting. It took hiomgtime, for the house was
large and mostly unknown to him.
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"Do you find," the Master said to him as he entered iharly, "your house pleasing?" He
smiled as he sat at the desk, indicating a chair.

Conrad sat down.
"From tonight, all this," Aris continued, "shall be yours
Conrad could only stare in amazement. Was it a jest?

"There shall be a ritual," Aris said, "whose succe#lsbegin that new aeon which we seek.
Recall that | said you had a Destiny. Your Destiny isdatioue the work which | and others
like me have begun. Every Grand Master such as | chpogen the time is right, someone
to success him. And | have chosen you. My daughter Bbalbur guide as your own power
develops. She shall be your Mistress, just as Tanglbban mine."

Aris smiled benignly at him. "It is right you are amdz¥ou have proved yourself fitting for
this honour. As to myself, | have other tasks to pernfosther places to visit where you at
present cannot go. We have tested you, and you have notv@nting. | shall reveal to you
secret of our beliefs. We represent balance - wenesthat is lacking in any particular time
or society. We challenge the accepted. We encouragegtihi@mur novices, our acts of magick
and the through the spread of our ideas that desire to Wwhah religions, sects and political
dogmatists all wish to suppress because it undermines dh#iority. Think on this, in
relation to our history, and remember that we are seldbat we seem to others.

"Our way is all about, in its beginnings, and for thosendandividual who join us, liberating
the dark or shadow aspect of the personality. To achiege we sometimes encourage
individuals to undergo formative experiences of a kind whiolne conventional societies and
individuals frown upon or are afraid of. Some of thespeeences may well involve acts
which are considered 'illegal'. But the strong survive, teakiperish. All this - and the other
directly magickal experiences like those you yourselfehaxperienced - develop both the
character of the individual and their magickal abilitiesshort, from the Satanic novice, the
Satanic Adept is produced."

He smiled again at Conrad before continuing his Satarsoulise. "We tread a narrow path,
as perhaps you yourself are becoming aware. There is d&mger is ecstasy - but above all
there is an exhilaration, a more intense and integestay of loving. We aim to change this
world - yes, But we aim to change individuals within ib-produce a new type of person, a
race of beings truly representative of our foremost synfatan. Only a few can belong to
this new race, this coming race - to the Satanic €electhis elite, | welcome you."

He passed over to Conrad a small book bound in black leather

"All this | have said, and more, much more, is writbérin here," Aris said. "Read and learn
and understand. We shall not speak together again."

He bowed his head, as if respectfully, toward Conradrbeising and taking his leave. Alone
in the silence which followed, Conrad though he could he@rraan's voice.

"I am coming for you, | am coming! it seemed to singl &r an instant he glimpsed a
ghostly face, It was Fitten's wife.
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Then Conrad was laughing, loudly, at the thought, as Heetias the glory of being chosen
by the Master.

"I am the power, | am the glory!" he shouted aloud sndemonic possession as, behind him,
the ghostly face cried,

*k%k

XIX

Several times during their short journey Miranda trie@ngage Baynes in conversation and
each time she failed. He did not speak even as thethketar near their destination to walk
the last few hundred yards.

Only as they approached Denise's house did he relent.

"l fear," he said, pointing to where a car had leftniiprint in the snow, "we are too late."”

The door was unlocked, and he entered the house cautiousipuNds came from within the
house, and with Miranda in tow he slowly checked eveom. The house was empty.

"Has she gone with them?" Miranda asked as they edumthe front door.
"Or been abducted."”
"Why would they do that?"

"She would be a prize, | presume. A lady of her - hballd say? - persuasion would be
regarded in some respects as an ideal sacrifice."

"It's my fault,” Miranda said sadly.

"Not at all. We still do not know if she is involved wittiem." He ushered her outside.
"| feel so responsible,” she said.

"There is no need," he said kindly.

She took advantage of his tone and his nearness by restimgdd on his shoulder. He held
her, feebly and briefly, and then drew away.

"Here," he said, giving her the keys to his car, "can ydluRmater Togbare what had
occurred?"

"Yes, | will."

"Good. | will make some necessary arrangements."
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"To get into their Temple?"
"Exactly. | shall be - say - an hour at most. TeditEr Togbare to be ready to leave at once."
"Will three of us be enough?"

He looked at her for some seconds before replying.ahinat allow you to go,"” he said
somewhat pompously.

"Tough! I'm going!" she said with determination.
"No you're not."

She held her head slightly to one side, resting haidshan her hips. "Because I'm a woman?"
she demanded, a touch of anger in her voice.

"Actually, yes."
"Oh | see!" she mocked. "It's strictly a job for theys, is it?"
"It could be dangerous.”

"Oh | see! And we weak women, cannot cope with dangéhatswhat you mean?" By now,
she was angry.

"l didn't say that," he protested.
"But you meant it!"

"Look - there are more important things at the momiegm this stupid argument!" He himself
was beginning uncharecteristically, to become annoyed.

She smiled at him, as if satisfied to have aroused sonaion within him. "We'll be ready
when you get back," she said. She did not wait for Iplky @nd walked back toward his car.

Baynes watched her drive away in the falling snow beforeehened to the house. The
telephone was working, and he dialled Sanders' number.

"Baynes here. Can you meet me? Or should | say - meat fifteen minutes."
'‘Leave me alone! he heard Sander say, 'One favour is -

"Listen! There will be more money, this time."

'I'm not interested.'

"Just meet me. It will be to your long term advantage know what | mean?"

Sanders sighed, and Baynes smiled. 'Where?' he asked.
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Baynes gave him the address, and sat in the stairs todSaaiers was late.
"That you car?" Baynes asked.

"Yeah."

"Let's go, then."

As they drove away, Sanders asked "Where to?"

"My house. Now - you've been in the Masters' Temjiealgine."
"Possibly."

"Excellent.”

Baynes did not speak again until they were inside his house.

"Some friends of mine," Baynes said as he led Sandeysthe study where Miranda and
Togbare were waiting.

"Hello Miranda," Sanders said.
"You know each other?" Baynes asked, surprised.

Sanders raised his eyebrows and gave a lascivious Srwéehear of her. It's a small world,
the Occult." He stared at her breasts.

Miranda stared back, and nervously, Sanders looked away.

"You said," Baynes asked him, "you'd been in the Satasisiple."

"It's a free country," he shrugged.

"Can you lead us there?"

"You're serious?" When Baynes did not answer, he added, &ve serious!"
"Naturally, I would make it worth your while. Financiallyf course."

"How much?" he whispered to Baynes.

"Sixty thousand."

"That's a lot of money!" He thought for a minute. "Antlahave to do is lead you there,
right?"

"Correct."
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"When?"
"Now."
"Now?" Sanders said with surprise.

"Yes. And not tricks. | know the Temple is below timuse, but | also know there is a secret
entrance somewhere, nearby."

"You're well informed," Sanders said with surprise.

"l have my sources of information."

"don't | know it!" Sanders said like an aside. "And in@ney?"
"Tomorrow. When the Banks open."

"Let's get this straight,” Sanders said, twirling the itedrpentagram he wore around his
neck. "l lead you there, then I'm free to go right?"

"Correct. Provided, of course, you do not inform anyone opoesence."

"What do you take me for? | know you've got your pet Polee."

"Shall we go then?"

"You car or mine?" Sanders quipped.

"Please," Togbare said quietly to Baynes, "may | tatk wou? Alone?"

"As you wish," Baynes replied. "Please, excuse us fooment," he said to Miranda.
Outside, in the hallway, he firmly shut the door to shedy.

"This plan of yours," Togbare said, "are we not beinghasty?"

"l don't believe so."

"But to go to their Temple - "

"What choice do we have? They will sacrifice Standfand for all we know Denise as well.
Did Miranda not say that Denise was 'virge intacta'?"

"No."
"Don't you see? | am sure their ritual will be tonight."

"The blood of a virgin - yes, yes," Togbare mumbled.
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"Your actual presence at the ritual will | am sure seftio disrupt it."

"It is possible, yes. But the physical danger - "

"I shall of course leave a message with a friend afemna Police Officer. Should we not
return, he will investigate. Believe me, there will i@ second chance for us. Can we afford
to wait? What if we do nothing and tonight they comptéear sacrifices and open the gates
to the Abyss? What then? The evil they will releask spread like a poison. Large scale
demonic possession will occur - madness, crime conuriiyehose weak of will ..."

"Yes, yes of course," Togbare said abstractly, "yeuright."

"Their success," Baynes continued, "would give them chkadjipower - Satanic magickal
power - beyond imagining. We would be powerless. And thairk Gods would return, to
haunt the Earth."

"You have only voiced me own fears. | shall prepare thgsewe journey to our destination.
May God protect us."

Baynes left Togbare mumbling prayers. In the study hedfi@anders kneeling on the floor,
clutching his genitals, his face contorted with pain. "Seeramdia said to Baynes in triumph,
"we women can take care of ourselves! Shall | driva?he
Both Baynes and Sanders watched her as she left the room

XX
"Your marriage to our daughter,” Conrad remember Tanith hdd"shall be first."
A prelude, he thought to the fugue that would be the openitigeajates to the Abyss.
He stood in the candlelit Temple, resplendent in tim@son robe Tanith had given him for
the ceremony. The congregation formed an aisle to ltke @apon which the tetrahedron
glowed, and he stood in front of it with the Masted danith to await his Satanic bride.
There was a beating of drums, and Gedor, with Susan besijevalked down the stone
steps and into the chamber of the Temple. She woracé keil and a black flowing gown
and walked alone past the congregation as Gedor stood guarel gahwhich marked the

hidden entrance.

Tanith's viridian robe seemed iridescent in the fluxingtlighd she greeted her daughter with
a kiss before joining Susan's hand with Conrad's.

"We, Master and Mistress of this Temple," Aris and Tlasiaid together, "greet you who
have gathered to witness this rite. Let the ceremonynleg

There was a chant from the many voices of the congoegat
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"Agios o0 Satanas! Agios o Satanas!"

We are gathered here, " the Master said, "to join ih @at through our dark magick this
man and this woman, so that hence forward they sbatiner sanctuaries to our gods!"

"Hall to they," Tanith chanted, "who come in the namEsur gods! We speak the forbidden
names!"

The Master raised his hands and began to vibrate the Aeth followed by Vindex while
Tanith led the congregation in chanting 'Agios o Satafegbs o Satanas! Agios o
Baphomet! Agios o Baphomet! while the drums beat evaddo and more insistent. In
Tanith's sign, they stopped.

The sudden silence startled Conrad, a little.

"Do you," the Master said to Conrad, "known in this wWa$ Conrad Robury accept as your
Satanic Mistress this lady, Amilichus, known as Susas, according to the precepts of our
faith and to the glory of our dark gods?"

"I do," Conrad replied.
"Then give me as a sign of your oath this ring."
Conrad accepted the silver ring, and placed it on Susagés fi

Aris turned to his daughter. "Do you Ambilichus, acceptyagr Satan Master this man,
known in this world as Conrad Robury and whom we now homsuFalcifer in name,
according to the precepts of our faith and to the gléguo dark gods?"

"l do," Susan replied.
"Then give as a sign of your oath this ring."
She took the silver ring, and placed it on Conrad's finger.

"See them!" Aris said, "Hear them! Know them! Leb& known among you and others of our
kind, that should anyone here assembled or dwelling elsevdask to render asunder this
Master and Mistress against the desire of this Masestress, then shall that person or
persons be cursed, cast our and made by our magick to dseralote death! Hear my words

and heed them! Hear me, all you gathered in my Tempédar khe, all you bound by the

magick of our faith! Hear me you dark gods of Chaos gatheoinvitness this rite!"

Tanith unbound their hands to swiftly cut with a sharp kutifeir thumbs. She pressed
Conrad's bleeding thumb onto Susan's forehead, leaving a métkod, before marking
Conrad in the same manner and pressing the two thumbseogetmingle the blood. Then
she pressed a few drops of blood from each onto a triafglarchment. There was a silver
bowl on the altar containing liquid which Aris lit befof@anith cast the parchment into the
flames.
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"By this burning," she said, "I declare this couple wed! thetr children be numerous and
become as eagles who swoop upon their prey!"

"But ever remember," Aris said, "you who in joining find agitk which creates, never love
so much that you cannot see your partner die when theig-diyne has come."”

"Let us greet,” Tanith said, "the new lord and lady efdark!"

Tanith's kiss was signal for the congregation to greetgheman and his wife.

*k%k

No traffic came along the narrow lane that led pastrglected woods near the Master's
house, and Miranda parked the car partly on the snow-@dwerge. The snow had stopped ,
and there was an almost unearthly beauty about the:gtensnow-capped trees, the virgin
white of the fields, the cold quiet stiliness of the nigint

But the horizon around the fields began to change, @ ifky itself was full of fury. Red,
indigo and thunder purple vied for mastery. Each passing ntdmeunght a change, a subtle
shift in colour or intensity. Yet there was no soundih@se might have been if an Earth-bred
storm had existed as cause.

Then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the spectacle cealksie Miranda and the others
staring at a night sky full-brimming with stars.

"This way," Sanders said as he walked in among the trees.

There was a fence yards within the wood, and he climbexhstly while Baynes gave
assistance to Togbare and Miranda. Soon, the undergrbedhme thick, but Sanders
followed a narrow path deep into the stiliness, stoppgguently to wait for his companions.
Baynes kept close behind him, one hand in his jacket pockebétiddithe revolver.

The snow was deep in places over the path that snateddairees, bushes, dead bracken and
entwining undergrowth, and Togbare stumbled and fell.

"Are you alright?" Miranda asked him.
"Yes, thank you." Slowly, he raised himself to his feengi$is stick.

He tried to sense the power of the rituals being undertdatmight on his instructions to try
and counter the magick of the Satanists, but he could setisieg, however hard he strained
and however he listened to the emanations from thial asther. There was nothing, and it
took him some minutes as he walked along the path to reatige The wood was like a
vortex in the fabric of space-time, absorbing all thech&yenergies that radiated upon it. He
sighed, then, at this realization, for he knew it mehay would be alone in the magickal
battle to come.

He could see a clearing ahead where the others had stoppattl tor him. As he reached its
edge, he was startled by the strange cry of an Eagle iahad heard the cry before, in the

90



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

forests of Scandinavia, and looked up to see the largaoosiipredator swooping down
toward Sanders face, its hooked claws ready to strike.

Sanders shielded his face with his arm. Quickly, Togbaised his stick and the huge owl
veered spectacularly away, up and over the trees. Ihataleng before they hears its harsh
call break the silence that shrouded the wood.

"Come," Togbare said, "we must hurry. They will know ritvat we are here."

XXI

Denise awoke to find herself in a cell. It was smalglgly lit and warm. There was a thong
around her neck, and she was still struggling to removeathwaer cell door opened.

Neil, dressed in the black robe of the Satanic order, siatgslde and motioned her to come
forward.

"Listen to me," he whispered, glancing behind him at thaessiairs, "I don't have much
time. You must go and warn the others. It's a trapeMde handed her a bunch of keys,
"take one of their cars. Come on."

When Denise made no move to leave, he said, "Pleas®&gygot to trust me. Frater Togbare
will explain.”

She looked into his eyes, then smiled. "How do | get'alt@ asked, taking the keys.

"I'll show you."

He led her up the stairs and through an archway. "Throwghdtor,” he said, "are some
stairs. You'll come to another door which leads to a passatiewRhe passage and you'll be
in the hall, near the front door of the house. Andtdealry, no one is around - they are all in
the Temple. Good luck!"

He watched her go before returning to the top of thesstde stood in the circular chamber
and waited. It was not a long wait, for soon th@rflbegan to turn. The wall parted, revealing
the Temple, and he walked down the steps to join thelwapers.

Conrad greeted him. "The Master has just told me," h& Sdiat you were one of us all
along! Sorry if | used too much force."

"You weren't to know," said a relieved Neil.

Aris, Tanith and Susan were standing in front of the ,ater congregation before them, and
they waited until Neil and Conrad joined them.

A proud Conrad held up his wedding ring for Neil to see, andatiopined them.

"Let the rite of sacrifice begin!" The Master intane
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Slowly, the congregation began to chant.
"Suscipe, Satanas, munos quod tibi offerimus memoriacleges Atazoth," they chanted.

Then they began their dance around the altar, singingge ds they danced counter to the
direction of the sun.

"Dies irae, dies illa, solvet saeclum in favilla ee§atan cum sybilla. Quantos tremor est
futurus, quando Vindex est venturus, cuncta stricte discussuassir&e, dies illa!"

Then the Master was vibrating the words of a chanip®\@ Baphomet, as one of the
congregation came away from the dance to kneel befongéhTaho bared her breasts in
greeting.

"It is the protection,” the kneeling man said as heonexd the hood which covered his head,
"and milk of your breasts that | seek."”

Tanith bent down, and he suckled. Then she pushed him wghing, and saying, "l reject
you!"

The man knelt before her, while around them the danchmded ever faster, still singing
their chant.

"I pour my kisses at your feet," the kneeling man saadd"kneel before you who crushes
your enemies and who washes in a basin full of theirdblbdift up my eyes to gaze upon
your beauty of body: you who are the daughter of and atgatar Dark Gods. I lift up my
voice to you, dark demoness Baphomet, so that my magets may feed your whoring
flesh!"

Tanith touched his head with her hand. "Kiss me, and | stade you as an eagle to its prey.
Touch me and | shall make you as a strong sword thatssand stains my Earth with blood.
Taste my fragrance and | shall make you as a seedrofwduch grows toward the sun and
never dies. Plough me and plant me with your seed ahdll make you as a gate which
opens to our gods!"

She clapped her hands twice, and the dancers ceasedahe@ to gather round as she lay
down beside the man, stripping him naked. Then she was uporulfiting her lust as the
congregation clapped their hands in rhythm to he rising atlgféiody.

"Agios o0 Baphomet! Agios o Baphomet!" Aris the Mast&rs chanting.

Tanith screamed in ecstasy, and for a moment lay Bhi#n she was standing, intoning the
words of her role.

"So you have sown and from your seeding gifts may cdy@ui obedient hear these words |
speak." She looked smiling upon the congregation. "I know yguchildren, you are dark
yet none of you is as dark or as deadly as I. With seclucan strike you dead! Hear me, then,
and obey! Gather for me the gift we shall offeracrsfice to our gods!"

92



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

She gestured with her hand and two of the congregatimandsd the stairs as drum beats
began in the Temple. It was not long before one ofrtee returned, aghast.

"She's gone!" he shouted.
Avris turned toward Neil, and smiled.

"You will do instead," he said.

*k%k

By the far edge of the clearing lay a wooden hut, ande€aned them toward it.
"Inside," he said to Baynes, "there's a trap-door irfldle."
He made to move away, but Baynes said, "Show me."

Reluctantly Sanders went inside and lifted the floorecmg in a corner. The hut itself was
bare.

"There," he said in a whisper.
"Open it then," answered Baynes.

Sanders did so and light from the stairs suffused the"fhey're all yours!" Sanders said
with relief and walked toward the still open door whiglieanda stood beside Togbare,

He was about to step outside when he saw them. Thrge tibbgs snarling and running
toward him. Hastily he slammed the flimsy door shut. yThenped against it, fiercely
barking. Only his weight against it held it firm. They jo@d again and again as if possessed
and the wood began to splinter.

"Quick!" Baynes said, indicating the stairs.

He helped Miranda and Togbare down and descended the stepsahimself.

"Follow me quickly!" he shouted to Sanders who stoodekes wide with terror, with his
back and arms against the breaking door.

Baynes had gone, and he ran across the floor of thalmdst stumbling. The door shattered
and he was fumbling with the trap-door ring when the fiey attacked. But he succeeded
just in time in closing the door, and leant back agahesisteps, breathing hard as above him
the dogs tried to dig around and through the door.

"Come on," Baynes said to him as he stood, stooping, inaiiew tunnel that led away from
the stairs.

Sanders said nothing. His eyes and face betrayed his fear.
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"You don't have any choice," Baynes said unsympathetically

Above them, the dogs could be heard howling. Miranda edgedBpgses to take Sanders
hand in her own.

The gesture worked, and he followed them as they walked &ltee tunnel. Soon, it began to
slope gently downward, but it seemed a long time befag ¢buld not hear the barking and
the baying of the dogs.

Gradually, the light began to change in intensity, andas only a faint glow sufficient for
them to dimly see by when Baynes reached the door tHatisd#the exit to the tunnel

"Yes, my friend." He felt in his pocket for his crucifidramatically, Baynes withdrew the
gun from his pocket before opening the door that led to theplEer swung silently on it's
hinges.

"She's gone!" they hear a man's voice shout.

*k%k

XX

Denise was sitting in Susan's car outside the house whexigbaenced her vision. She saw
the wood, the country lane where Miranda had parked Bagagsand she drove toward it,
followed her instinct and intuition.

When she arrived, she sensed the woods were a place of ,dawi@pephysical and magickal,

and she walked cautiously in the snow-steps Baynes anddisotmpanions had left behind,

stopping every few minutes to stand and listen. The deepghe wood she went., the more
did she become aware of elemental forces. The woodalnasto her - and she had to shut
her psychic senses against the myriad images and sessatiorimitive far urging her to flee

back to the road and safety; leering and laughing demonic d&ackshapes peering out from
behind the trees and bushes...

She knew as she walked that the Master and his folloaerduilt with their sinister magick

psychic barrier to shield the woods, the house and the [EeBpt she was also aware that
there were other forces outside this barrier trying ®akrit down. She saw in her mind
groups sitting in a circle within a room within a househey were focusing their powers
upon Togbare: he was their symbol, his stick a magwald trying like a magnet to attract

the energies of their rituals. Her awareness of thasas, of Togbare's foresightful planning
of them, pleased her as she walked in the silence ofabd.w

The clearing she entered caused her to stop and staridratihny minutes, and she with her
heightened psychic ability sensed the owl before she isadnd when she did see i,
swooping silently toward her, she spoke to it in workls 4entle music. It seemed to hover
above her head as if listening to her voice before flyilegtty away.
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She was approaching the hut when she heard the dogs. Shetdtorten her pace but
walked toward the door to see them crouched in a cornreagly to pounce.

"Hello, little ones!" she said gently and unafraid.
They snarled at her, but did not attack. But they wooldlet her near. When she moved
toward them, they would bare their teeth and growf asaidy to leap at her. But when she

moved back toward the door, they sat down on the trapwlatzhing her.

Several times she tried to edge near, but the respamsealiways the same. She could not
seem to break with her gentle magick the barrier whictosnded them.

With a sigh, she settled down to wait, consciouslyngryto break a hole in the magickal
barrier shielding the woods and the Temple, hoping thawkite magick outside might break
through to aid Togbare in his battle.

As she spun her mantric spells she experienced a wdiddaynes and his companions
entering the Satanic Temple.

-
Baynes was the first to step into the Temple, but Miaaaind Togbare soon followed.
The Master turned toward them, as if he had expected the

"Welcome!" he said.

Conrad saw Gedor go through the door and return carrying Santiem he carried toward
the altar.

"You have betrayed us!" The Master said to him.

"No! No!" Sanders feebly protested.

"Prepare him!"

"Stop!" Togbare shouted, and raised his stick.

The congregation parted, making an aisle to the Master.

"We must begin,” Susan whispered into Conrad's ear.

She was standing in front of him, holding his handshashed often done before, and Conrad
understood. Then Neil was attempting to come between biaéi@Gonrad knocked him away.
Dazed, Nell retreated to stand beside Togbare.

Gedor was stripping Sanders of his clothes while Tamhdshearby, holding two knives.

"Stop!" Togbare said again.

95



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

The Master held out his hand, his ring glowing. A bolteokergy sprang from it toward

Togbare, but it was harmlessly absorbed by the Mageks $te tetrahedron on the altar had
begun to pulse with varying intensities of light and thashMr went to it and laid his hands
upon it. As he did so he became engulfed in golden flafwghare raised his magickal staff
and he too became surrounded by light.

Susan tightened her grip on Conrad's hands and he suddénlige primal power of the
Abyss within him. He was not Conrad, but a vortex of emefgen he was in the darkness of
space again, sensing other presences around him. Thera a@soa0f the sadness he had felt
before, and then the vistas of stars and alien wowasld upon world upon world. He
became, briefly, the crystal upon the altar, the Blastanding beside it. But there were other
forces present and around him, trying to send him back iatednthly body and seal the rent
that had appeared and which joined the causal universe axdlsal where his Dark Gods
waited. He became two beings because of this oppositiompure detached consciousness
caught in the vortex of the Abyss, surrounded by stars,Caordad, standing holding the
hands of his Satanic Mistress in the Temple. Hishbagelf saw the astral clash between
Togbare and the Master as their radiance was transtbty their wills and sent forth,
transforming the colourful aura of their opponent. He 3anith give Sanders a knife. Saw
Gedor approaching him, brandishing his own. Saw the congraggther around the fight as
they lusted for the kill - Sanders tried several tintesget away, but the encircling
congregation always pushed him back toward Gedor. Bayregisaidl Miranda were beside
Togbare and partly enclosed in the luminescence of has aur

Then Conrad seemed free again to wander through thersatiat kept the two universes
apart. He and Susan, together, had been a key to thefgheAbyss, his own consciousness
freed by the power of the crystal and the Master's rkagie was free, and would break the
one and only seal that remained.

In the Temple, the fight did not take long to reashcbnclusion. Sanders seemed to have
become possessed by the demonic atmosphere in the Tamplattacked several times,
slashing at Gedor with his knife. But each time Gedor had dnaway. Sanders tried again,
and harder, after Gedor cut his arm. He caught Gedort$ dach turned to be stabbed by
Gedor in the throat.

"The third key!" Tanith shouted in triumph.

The spurting blood seemed to vaporise and then form-defihed image above the altar. It
became the face of the Master, of Conrad, of a deofd®atan himself.

Suddenly, Neil snatched the gun from Baynes. The shot anibse Master, and Baynes
knocked Neil over.

Togbare, distracted, looked at Baynes and then at the Mastefelt in that instant the
Satanic barrier protecting the Temple break, and reneweyickah power flowing down
toward him, energizing his staff and his own aura. He potihtedtaff at the Master, sending
bolts of magickal energy. They reached him, and tine &nergy around the Master, and the
shape above the altar, vanished. But Baynes leapt foravarthtch the staff and break it over
his knee.
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As he did so, the aura around Togbare flickered, and tisappiared. But the old man was
too quick for Baynes, and bent down to retrieve part ostiik which he threw at the crystal,
hitting it. As it struck, the crystal exploded, plungihg tTemple into darkness.

There was then no magickal energy left, and Togbdnelyded Miranda and Neil back along
the tunnel to the hut. The dogs departed quietly the inskentrystal shattered, leaving
Denise free to open the trap-door. When Togbare and likesateached her, she realized Neil
had gone insane.

Togbare smiled at her as she closed the trap-door, anti¢rguietly fell to the floor. She did
not need to check his pulse, but did so neverthelessibsidta over her, dribbling.

Togbare was dead, and over the trees the Eagle Owtseatl.

*k%k

The darkness in the Temple lasted less that a minutewhen it was over both the Master
and Tanith had vanished. Conrad looked around and saw BawflidegmMoward him. The
congregation still stood around the body of Sanders, IgakirConrad and waiting, as Susan
looked and waited.

Without speaking, Baynes took hold of Conrad's left handemt down to kiss the ring in a
gesture of obeisance. Suddenly, Conrad understood. He wassin@opnrad but a channel, a
like, between the worlds. He would be, because of this, Anti-Christ and had only to

develop and extend his already burgeoning magickal powerthdoEarth to become his
domain. For by dark ritual a new beast had been bordy gad willing to haunt the Earth. A

few more rituals, and his invading legions would be ready.

His laugh reverberated around the Temple.

*k%k

Epilogue

Barred windows? Neil shook his head as if he could not rémeetmefore returning to his
seat. The television was on, as it always was duriaglély, and he watched it in the smoky,
grimy room. He did not know what he watched, but it pasded dours.

Occasionally he would rise from his chair to stareuad the room or out of the window.

Once, someone brought him some tablets and he took thttwwutvspeaking, and, once he
wandered across the room to watch two of his fellotiepts play a game of snooker on the
worn table with cues that were not quite straight. Beither the game nor they themselves
interested him, and he resumed his chair, sunk into his stupor.

Baynes watched him briefly as he sat with the psychiatridte small almost airless room at
the end of the ward.

"Yes, indeed," the man was saying, "a perplexing case."
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"And, he mentioned my name?"

"Once, a few days ago, when he was admitted. He saidtbing about an Eagle Owl, but it
didn't really make much sense. You met once | believe?"

"Yes. He was a student, at the University. Into drugsiderstand. And the Occult - that sort
of thing. He wanted to borrow some money. Rambled ontadbome conspiracy or other."

"Well," he fumbled with the folder that contained Nefi'sychiatric case notes, "I won't keep
you any longer."

"He is receiving treatment, then?"

"Of course. Medication at the moment - although toowrwe shall start ECT."
"Electroconvulsive therapy?" Baynes asked.

"Yes."

Baynes looked at Neil, and smiled. "If there is anythingn do to help - " he said formally to
the Doctor as he stood to leave.

"We have a note of your address."
"Good bye, then."

Neil did not even look at Baynes as he walked throughvtre to the door that led down the
stairs and out into the bright sunlight.

The sun warmed the air, a little, but insufficient teltnany of the snow, and Denise stood by
a large Beech tree in the grounds of the hospital,mrajBaynes leave. She knew better than
to try and follow him, and went back to her car whereaMdla waited, asleep.

Miranda could remember nothing of the events in the Tentplt by using her own psychic

skills, Denise was beginning to understand them. She diknaw what, if anything, she
could do. All she knew was that she had to try.

*kkkhkkk
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The Temple Of Satan

A Symphonic Allegory
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“Baphomet is a goddess of violent aspect
who washes in the blood of her foes. She
Is the bride of Lucifer — a Gate to the Dark
Gods beyond this Earth.

Traditionally, Baphomet is associated with
the magickal grade of Mistress of Earth —
the fifth of the seven stages that mark the
Satanic path. Her daughters are Power,
Vengeance and Lust, but the only Earth —
based living child to be born from these
children is the Demon named Love....

Herein are truths to set against the lies
and distortions of Elisphas Levi and others.

Book Of Recalling
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Prologue

Melanie was a beautiful woman, and she had grown used ng bher beauty for her
advantage. Her crimson robes, her amber necklace arthfiehair all enhanced it, and she
smiled without kindness at the overweight man prosbvafere her.

The black candles gave the only light but she could s@ the parchment paleness of his
naked skin as the dancers chanted while they danced senivthe temple to the beat of the
tabors.

Beside her, a man cloaked in black declaimed in a loud veacds of Initiation.
"Do you bind yourself, with word, deed, and oath to usst®l of Satan?"

"l do," the nervous, prostrate man replied.

"Then understand that breaking your word is the beginafngur wroth!" He clapped his
hands, and the dancers gathered round. "Hear him! Se&hown! him!"

Seven beats from a tabor and the dancers broke thewsing circle, sighing as Melanie
raised her whip. The sweating men knew it was a fotypaliritual gesture without pain. But
Melanie smiled, and beat him till he bled.

Then she was laughing. "Dance!" she commanded, andtieyed, completing the ritual to
its end. And when it was over and the bloated man \wihfreshly bloodied skin drew some
pleasure as he slumped by the altar in the climaxwdiae's sexual embrace, Melanie left to
swim naked in the sensuous warmth of her pool.

Soon, only the chief celebrant remained, waiting foriméine small study by her hall. He was
a tall man of gaunt face whose eyes brought to soramambrance of the image of someone
who was mad. For years, in a monastery and fed his dodyried to break his spirit but he
had given way to temptation and sought the road of sin.

Melanie dress hid little of her flesh, and she sat erettge of the desk beside him, smiling as
he turned his eyes away. He wanted her body, and sheikaed the reason why he would
do nothing.

"You are going bored with us, " he said.

"And you are afraid."

"Of where you might be leading us?"

"The Ceremony of Recalling."

"But no one, for a long time, has dared-"

She leaned over him, caressing his lips with her findet.fihd you sacrifice, have you faith
enough to do the ritual and slit his throat?"
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Thurstan's past seemed to him to consist of a seridsainnected memories and, as he sat
above the stream while hot sun drew sweat from his bodya light breeze carried it away
from the summit of the hill, tears filled his eyes.

His memories were of women. There was a beauty, astdsgcabout their recalling as there
was about his gestures of love and as he remembered mepgpd again the intensity of life
that those gestures had brought him.

He remembered walking one late perfume-filled Spring evewirsgé, for just a few minutes,
the woman he loved before she left for the companyofieer man. It was, he remembered, a
long walk begun with the sun of afternoon was warm aadtidge that joined the banks of
the river Cam where they in Cambridge would meet onlynage-distance and hopeful-in
his mind. He remembered, years later, a cycling 15 ntilesiggh a winter blizzard to take his
letter to the house of the woman he then loved whike sept, unaware of his dreams. He
remembered t the exhilaration of running through the stoddtse city to catch the last train
and the long walk in the early morning cold to a

house to apologize to the woman he loved.

Yet the tears, which came to him, were not the te&rsooow. Everything around him
seemed suddenly more real and more alive - the larks waigd Isigh above the heather-
covered hills, the sun, the sky, the very Earthfit3dley, and he himself, seemed to almost to
possess the divine.

He sensed the promise of his own life - as if in sorag e and the woman he loved were, or
could be, the instrument of a divine love, a means toatediginity to the world. Yet the
divinity he sensed was not the stark god of religiorev@n to one omniscient God, and the
more he experienced and the more he thought he realzs not god all. It was a goddess.

This thought pleased him. He felt he had re-discovered arrtampaneaning, maybe even the
ultimate meaning, about his life, and he walked slowly ddvenfrom the hill to wash his face
in the cold water of the stream.

The loss of his wife held no sorrow for him now and #ad resignation of yet another loss
began to fade. Like a little boy, he took off his shoes souks and paddled along in the
stream.

There was no Natalie to share this with him as he itighie wished, and his meeting with
her seemed a dream. Was it a week since you come upasittiey, by the bank of the river
Severn in tree-full Quarry Park while, around, the tafiShrewsbury became drier for the
hot sun of summer?

He could remember almost every word of their convearsati she had smiled as he had
passed and he, shy and blushing, spoke of the weather, dhbdeng heat had lowered the

level of the water. On her delicate fingers — a ring \&igymbol of the Tao. So he had asked,
and had sat beside her. For two hours they talk, rexetileir pasts like two friends.
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"Without my dreams," she had said, "l would be nothing" anddhéikitears.

There is a beauty in her words, in her eyes, sadnesg softness of her voice and by the
time she rose to leave he was in love, although hedalidealize it then. "Can | see again?"
yet asked. She was unsure, but agreed and he gave for hissaddrmeed a day and time and
watched her walk away wanting but not daring to run and @&eldrher.

And then she was gone, lost to his world. A day only exas before he found her address
and sent her flowers. Next day — her long, sadrletté have nothing to give,” she had
written. "You were my random audience."

He sent more flowers, but sat alone by the river agfipointed time before the dying sun
dried away and the foolish vapor of his dreams.

The cold water of the stream refreshed him and he bdilsedace again the slowly his

sadness returned, only muted by his ecstasy. No one passad henwalked along the paths
that wound down of among the hills. There was no one tcowe him home, and the sat by
the window in his small cottage wondering what he shdald The hills of south Shropshire,

the isolation, the garden - all had lost their cha®mmewhere, beyond the valley, the hills,
the villages and the town, his wife would be happy withenatms of another man.

It was not a long walk from his cottage to the town andstgsion, but the heat of the day
oppressed him as it made up their other passengers iruttye 8bisy train sit silent and still
throughout the short journey.

Variegated people mingled over the sun-shadowed platfofriteecShrewsbury station and
Thurstan followed two young girls as they walked alongdtwecrete above the sun-glinting
lines of steel, which carried a diesel engine througthtimeid air that vibrated with it's power
the ground and buildings around. A wooden barrier siphonedthivals down dirty stone
steps and ultramodern doors to the traffic-filled stree&hrewsbury.

It was the streets the Thurstan realized he wasdatri believed he could sense the feelings
behind the faces of the people passed in the streets —tamdlyneense them, but feel them as
if they were his own. He felt the nervous of vulneigbibf a young girl as she waited, half-
afraid by the frontage of a shop where people jostled, aandntimation of her gentle
innocence being destroyed troubled him. He felt the angaryoting mother as she scolded
her screaming child while cars passed, noisy, in thetsttee pain of an old man as he
hobbled supported by a stick toward the pedestrian precinct whetles gathered, waiting.

Thurstan fled from the people, their feelings, the nase the latent tension he could feel in
the air to sit by the river in Quarry Park. The sun, floeving water, the warm grass all

calmed him. He sat for over an hour, occasionally tgrtanwatch a few people who passed
along the paths. The sense of an affinity, perhapses fov the individuals around him — an
empathy that he could not, even if he had wished, fatauhto words. But this insight was

destroyed by a woman.

She was beautiful, the woman who passed him as she watkegithe path near where he sat

vaguely wondering about love. She seemed to smile at hinhebabuld not be sure for she
passed under the shadow of a tree while sunlight narrdwgedyes. His feelings in that
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moment or not mystical but rather a strange mixturgeotle sexual desire, expectation and a
burgeoning vitality mixed with the anguish of shyness, and he mgaigned to simply
remembering the moment as he had remembered such molbedote when the woman
turned around and smiled.

Thurstan felt as though he had been punched in the stofrfazioman turned, past a tree to
walk under the bridge that fed a road over the river,ugntbward the town along a narrow,
stone-lined passage, leaving Thurstan to his turmoil. Therabewhis feet, and following.

He wanted to run, but dared not. So he followed, quickenisgstep. He would catch her
when the lane met the road ahead between High Schoél@apital. Perhaps she sensed him
lurking behind and was afraid, for she seemed to Thurstgnit&en her step and he was left
to follow her not knowing what he would do. She crosgedroad. Thurstan saw nothing
except her and decided not to follow her anymore, whentsimned, almost stopped, and
smiled at him again. He felt she was waiting for him dns teeling made him follow her
along the empty pavement and down a narrow cobbled streatds the empty market of an
empty town.

He was within yards of her when she vanished into oleeomany small shops that lined the
street. 'J. Apted — Antiquarian Books the sign above therdad.

No bells sounded when the Thurstan entered and in they chinstess he peered around the
shelves. A portly gentleman with a genial face stared aabkm.

"Can | help you at all, sir?" he asked.

In this small room beyond the shelves Thurstan could seena. "A woman — did woman
just come in here?" Thurstan asked shyly, and blushed.

"A woman?"
"Yes - long red hair, green eyes, wearing a long dress."
The man smiled, kindly. "No one but yourself as emtdrere this last hour."

Fear of having mistaken the shop, which he saw her entate Thurstan rush towards the
door when he saw her portrait, in oils, upon the wall.

It was only several minutes later, after questioning tekseller, that Thurstan realized he is
seen a ghost. The woman had been dead for 50 years.

Fifty years, the bookseller and said.

"Is sad business, yes indeed. Murdered she was. In herihnis ivery house. | was a school
then, you see.
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"You saw her, you said?" And the old man's eyes seentatijtaen.

The Thurstan had thanked him and fled through the humid pdeplreets to find a train to
take him toward his home. He could not sleep that nighttedext day, at the same time, he
was in the park again, but she did not appear and he walkedtawgtand for nearly an hour
near the bookshop trying to find the courage to go in.

The bookseller was not surprised to see him. "She igihgdayes?" he said as Thurstan stood
staring at the painting.

"Where did you see her first?", the old man asked direct
Thurstan turned towards him, and shyly shuffled his feet.é began.

The man smiled kindly. "I have always felt this placstil her home but, alas, | have myself
never have never met her, as you have done."

"I didn't realize -"

"That what you saw was an apparition? They appear soyoeatee. | myself a small interest
in such matters. Would you like some tea?"

The invitation was still unexpected and so kindly meanhé without thinking Thurstan said,
"Yes - that would be rather nice."

"Shall we retire-to somewhere more comfortable?"ntia@ smiled and wrung his hands.
"l shall close early, today!"

The room beyond the shop was, like the shop itself, lireed floor to ceilings by books and
like the books the table, chairs and desks were antiqudiene is a large and oddly shaped
specimen a rock crystal on the table and Thurstan bewit thoexamine it. A face - the face
of a beautiful woman -was within it but Thurstan had aretognized it when it vanished.

"Help me!" he thought he heard a sad, distant voice, say.

The bookseller brought a tray, offered a mug of tea, smsoelits and cake while

Thurstan waited, half -watching the crystal and half eexipg to hear the distant voice. He
ate and drank, and listened to the words of the old mamwtitteally understanding them.
Somewhere, in a nearby recess or room, a large clngtkgthe quarter hour.

His nervous expectancy, the heat, the man's slow Imsistent voice, all combined to make
Thurstan disposed towards sleep and he felt himself driftito to embrace the temptation
when a lot and persistent wrapping awoke him.

"I'm sorry," the booksellers said. "Would you excuse'me?

The Thurstan heard a brief curse, the door being unlockedaaew words of a hurried

conversation that followed. He was staring into thgstal when the bookseller returned
alone. Nearby, the hidden clock marked the passing of indlbar.
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The old man did not smile but stared, nervously, atfide while he said: "I must go. An
appointment, you understand. You will not be offended | hbpe?

"No, of course not".

"Perhaps -", but he looked up and cast his eyes down bgfire leading Thurstan towards
the door. He saw Thurstan look again at the woman's pgdstrtapretended not to notice.

"Well, good-bye,"” Thurstan said, perplexed by the sudden claanga's aura.
"It was nice meeting you, Mr. Jebb."

Thurstan held out his hand, but the bookseller shuffledyalgaving Thurstan to stumble

down the step and awkwardly close the door. He had almashed Quarry Park where a
warm sun cast cool tree shadows over the grass whezalieed he'd never told the man his
name. But this strangeness did not concern him for lsrigeavalked down to the river to sit
on a bench, trying to remember what the bookseller hdd sai

It had been about apparitions, but not in general and nat #mghost of Thurstan and seen,
as he sat watching the strong river flow silently g, felt his sadness returning. He would
never meet her. Never be able to share his dreamsnwiaind love. He tried hard to wish
himself back in time - 50 years before. He would walk ¢o House and wait. He would not
care how long he waited. But he would be ready and somsaee her.

It was childish fantasy and he knew it was, but stilhiae to control himself to prevent the
tears. "There's so much | don't understand”, he saideelfialoud and a young girl, prettily
dressed, moved away from him, fearful, as she passed bgs.

His tiredness returned, slowly, brought by sun and hisessdand he closes his eyes to
briefly sleep. No sound woke him from the dream aboutifis - only a beautiful scent,
nearby. A woman had sat beside him on the bench aranfmst a minute he feared to look
at her. But then she seemed about to leave and he turrtesperation.

Her dark hair was cut gracefully to fall just above hemters and she wore a necklace of
polished amber.

"Do you often gawp like that at a strange woman?", skid as he sat open mouth and
unbelieving. Only the color of her hair and manner of dressdifferent.

"l...", Then: "I'm sorry, but you are so beautiful,” hedsaiithout thinking as he let out his
breath.

She smiled but stood up to leave.

"Please- ", Thurstan stood beside her, unable to contradelfirand held her arm as she
turned.

She was alive, and in his joy at this he forgot his fédmeo reaction. But only for an instant.
He jerked his hand away.
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He struggled to find words would make sense but his thoughts faetly moving water
breaking over the weir of dread.

She's saved him from this turmoil. "You may invite meshare a pot of tea with you at the
cafe around corner."

"What? Yes, of course."”

He walked beside her, awkward and blushing, for many yards k&fergpoke again.

"You are an interesting man."

"Do you live in Shrewsbury?" he managed to say.

"Nearby."

"Do you often walk along here?" The banality of his goast pained him - but she would
think him a fool or mad, if he formed his chaos of feelimge words. And did not want to
lose her.

"Sometimes."

It was a strange sensation for Thurstan walking bebel®¢autiful woman. Was she a vision
sent to haunt him-or was his dream the ghost of yaey@rBut he knew she was real as the
seemed to know the she was interested in him. In himystdn Jebb. Perhaps she was
intrigued. Was it something in his eyes, he wondered, that lyavaway? For a long time he
had believed he was different - a mystic perhaps, whoahd saw more than others. This
secret knowledge give him security in the outer barrenrfdsis éfe as he eked out a type of
living as a gardener, content to have forgotten his past.

"You are an interesting man", he heard in his head hkecho, and he smiled.

"May | ask your name? " he said, feeling his mouth go dry.

She turned and smiled. "Melanie."

"Melanie, " he repeated, like a fool.

"Yes. | believe it comes from the Greek for black."

"Hence your black dress."

"Not really. | think the color suits me, don't you?"

Unexpectedly, she twirled around, laughing.
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"l think most colors would suit you." she smiled at higaia and Thurstan wanted to from
embrace her-more from sexual desire than from anyendbkling. This sudden desire
surprised him with its intensity and he began to trembleedimed to him natural that he
should be walking with her, for she was not like a strat@éim. He wanted to hold her hand
as they walked away from the river up a narrow streavdce an almost empty cafe lay,
renovated and waiting beside the boarded up windows and doar®mde notorious Inn.
"Barrick Passage", the street sign read.

They sat in silence for a long time as their Darjgetiea cooled. "I don't", Thurstan said and
blushed, "make a habit of this."

"What? Drinking tea on a half a hot afternoon, " gfesed.

"No-I mean inviting strange ladies.... "

"Am | strange then?"

"I'm sorry, | didn't mean-"

"Don't worry," Melanie laughed. "Anyway, | invited you!"

Her smile made Thurstan's desire return. She seemed Wwaibieg-expectant. There was
warmth and her eyes, in her smile, even in a way tatlesaned her body slightly towards
him. Her dress to emphasized her breasts as her neokfaphasize her green eyes and
Thurstan greedily sucked in her beauty through his eyes siscked in her perfume through
his nose. Her skin was tanned and he found it impossibletee jher age. He wanted to tell
her of the ghost he seen-of his dreams and hopes awshsvigbout life. But all he did,

trembling of limbs and with straining heart, was reachssctbe table and hold her hand.

She did not flinch nor move away as half of him expedbati slowly stroked the back of his
hand with her thumb. He was elated with his successclased his eyes in delight.

"You are trembling, " she said, gently.

Slowly, he shook his head. "I can't believe this. €rae so many things | want to say."
"Don't say them. Let's just enjoy this moment."

"You are so beautiful." he reached up and stroked her fabengifingers.

"Will you walk with me to my car? "

Dazed, he followed her out of the building to walkibeser. She did not seem to mind when
he held her hand.

Several men turned to stare at her as they descendsidggestrewn steepness of Wyle
Cop, to cross the busy road. Thurstan was obliviousato it
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The luxury of her car surprise him and he stood besideder a hot sun, tongue-tied and
embarrassed and feeling lost. Only the wealthy coulddfach a car.

"You seem surprised, " she said, breaking free her hafiddtéhe keys in the pocket of her
dress.

Their slow but short walk from the cafe had unsettledr3tan, for the magick of the moment
they had shared it appeared to him to of drifted awantdher world, and he had convinced
himself that he had been mistaken. There would be nothimg-exxept perhaps the future
possibility of him trying somehow trying to painfully recagurer those moments: to draw
her on toward the fulfillment of desire. But she heldgeager door of the car open for him,
saying, "Come on." Obedient, he sat beside her, whdesreturned to his head.

Skillfully she drove through the streets to take a roadterly from the town while Thurstan
watched and waited, so full of anticipation that held¢owt speak. She turned to smile
several times as a miles lay numberless becauseintecbbehind them and a strong summer
sun colored the sky deep blue, he found his desire incre&singnew she sensed this, and
drove faster as if intoxicated both by the power of lieand his feelings toward her. The
road rose steadily through small village, past cottage ansehdo turn and returned between
the Stiperstone rocks and the growing hills that becamiesNeading up from a tree-lined
valley to the desolate wastes of marshlands were abadduoine-workings lay.

Melanie left the main road before drop slowly betweemn@on and Black Rhadley hills to
follow a low hedged-hemmed lane over the border to Wal lane rose and fell to rise
again between fields worn for centuries only by sheep gadse of tree. Then, quite
suddenly, Melanie stopped.

Thurstan felt her anger before he saw it in her e$é& was staring at him, but he only
smiled. For a moment, she did not seem quite humanvaed he reached out for her hand
and she snatched it away.

He was perplexed by this change in her rather than afreicdat, quietly waiting and smiling.
When she looked away, he said, "l can walk back if you.ivish

She did not turn around. "It might be best."

"I'm sorry if | have upset to you in any way. | thought-"

"l know what you thought!" she said savagely.

"No-not just that." he closed his eyes to see withinflgeting impression of his dreams. The
days, hours, minutes shared: the moments of intuitiveeséss - sharing a sunset, a snowy
day in Spring, laughter, tears, and physical joy. The ltmich, feeling of lovers.

Thurstan did not want to lose his dreams. "You are g pezious and beautiful woman.
There is something about you - | don't know what it he'felt so much love within him that
wanted to share that his words could not be stopped. "¢@demsnething about you when we
sat by the river. Call me mad - or a fool, or botldoh't care. You sensed it too, | know."

Angry still, she said, "What did you sense then?"
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"Then maybe you are my Destiny." gently, he stroked lear. fa

"Your dreams are not real.”

"They are if | make them real." He sighed and stangdthe window. A raven flew nearby,
but it did not interest him. "Maybe it was the goddesaw in you, | don't know. I've
certainly made a fool of myself this time, haven't 1?"

"You interest me, " she said, her anger gone.

"And you perplexed me." Since he felt he ought to be hdresdded, and it arouses my
desire. But you know that. As you know that basically just a romantic fool with a
headpiece filled with dreams."

"You do not know anything about me."

"l have always found the beginnings of relationshipsaiiff. The tentative steps, the gradual
of unraveling of lives. It always seemed such a wdstest are SO many more important
things. And I'm not talking about the physical aspect eithealways plunge straight in -
rather bad choice of phrase - the grand passion eveey Never seem to learn either.

"So, it's not important for you to know me. | senseghiabout you. | see your beauty, smell
your perfume, and am intoxicated. You offer the choifcexestence, meaning, bliss, sorrows,
tears. Whenever. It does not matter - | am aligaird Really living. Full of energy,
anticipation. You are music, poetry, dance - even relijio

He laughed. "Now you know that | am mad!"

Slowly, she drove on to where a cottage with a sag@aofsrand decaying walls grew beside
the road, sheltered from sheep by a small garden wheistyadismembered tractor lay dead.
Incongruous beside it was a new car, spreading brightMelanie stopped, and entered the
cottage without knocking on its paint-peeling door. Less #éhannute later she returned.

"I must see you again," she said she started hetfNaw | have other matters that must be
attended to. "Joel,” she indicated the men who emevgetfie cottage "shall take you back."”

Thurstan look perplexed so she said, "Don't worry,” andhedicis face. "You were not
mistaken. Meet me tomorrow night at nine where we oudy. Can you do that?"

"Of course!"

"Good. Now | must go."

To Thurstan surprise, she leaned over and kissed hitheofips. Then he was outside the
metal womb of the car. She did not wave, but drove fuialwvay to leave him standing

beside the ugly man with a madman's grin.

Over the cottage, a raven flew to shadow him brieflynftbe sun.
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They were waiting for her, in the small wood neardinele of ancient stones. Algar, Master
of her Temple, smiled as he watched her walk alonerttsataem.

"So0," he said, "he was not to be our chosen.”" énlitiht of the wood, his dark gaunt features
were sinister.

"There shall be other times." Melanie did not take sliered robe. "Tomorrow when dark
comes, we shall gather here again."”

"For the sacrifice?" Algar asked.

"Perhaps.” She addressed her followers directly. "@®. And tomorrow we shall feast and
rejoice!”

She did not wait but turned back along the track towardane Almost obsequious, Algar
walked beside her.

"But he was receptive?" he asked.
"Yes."

"You do a patrticularly fetching in that dress if | may say' Then, seeing her
indifference, he said, "Shall you lure him tomorrow?"

"He may not be suitable.”

"Oh? Why would that be then?"

Melanie stopped and stared at him and he visibly cowerethat"db you mean?"
"I meant nothing," he said truthfully. But her anger aeolususpicion.

"The new candidate?"

Algar smiled. "He is healed well. He would like to sea,yarivately of course."
"Of course. Tonight?"

"l could arrange fit, if you wish."

"Arrange it!"

The humid heat of the evening annoyed her while she wartedyben he did come, brought
forth from the darkness outside her house by Algar, sk impatient to begin. Algar took
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the man's money before leading him into the candlediensed Temple where he stripped
and bound him to the frame.

But the frenzied whipping of the fat man with bulging ®@®d pale skin did not bring forth
the joy of pleasure she anticipated - only a hatredghiakly passed as the men groaned and
sighed, taking his own dark pleasure from his pain. Therdittlasblood upon the back and
buttocks of the man and Algar, leering in the shadows,swgsised when she stopped. The
bound man turned to look up at her, his eyes pleading égsldasure her pain and dominance
brought him. He to see her breasts clearly throughhnmersweat-stained robe, but his hands
were bound by leather thongs to the cold aluminum francehe could not reach out and
touch them as he wished.

There was a strange desire within Melanie and appalled Ster.tried to destroy it by

fulfilling her role as Satanic whip queen and surrenderingnagmathe joy she found in

dominating and debasing the men she despised. But did not wbrth@rashes she gave
became softer until they stopped completely. In disgtisherself she threw the leather
scourge upon the altar to let Algar disrobe and take his seifish pleasure upon the man
whom he unbound and pushed roughly to the floor.

Her swim in the warm water of her pool settled sombevffeelings, a little, so she was able
to plan how best Algar could kill her chosen sacrifisee and she alone would dare to call
the Dark Gods back to Earth. The chosen would be ®asytice to their sacred circle of
stones as he had been easy to capture, and the redfeslght of the deed to come, the more
at the anticipated pleasure covered and obscured her reare@@biof his gentle dreams.

She was Melanie, Mistress of the Earth in the TeropBarkness: ruler of a coven of fifty.
No man would mold her feelings. For years she had scherhed{ed, manipulated and lied,
building from the foundations of her beauty and sexutligywealth and power he craved as a
girl. She was fifteen when her parents died when kEueepthey were in crashed. A teacher
befriended her and was not long before she realizepawer her innocents and beauty gave
her. He was her first victim, but she soon tired of lina his small gifts and sought more
wealthy prey. But she despised them all, is man whoduster her - they would sell their
souls, most of them had, for short pleasure she sonsetfiaved them to find her body.
Thurstan would be no exception.

It would be good, she felt, to sacrifice him at the moiniiee achieved his desire. This thought
pleased her and she swam slowly, allowing the physiatien and the warmth of all of
water to gently excite her.

Algar watched the rear lights the man's car fade orotiige driveway from the house before
he shut the door. Melanie was upstairs, asleep, and metdaleep but walked boldly through
the hall to her secret Temple. It was a small ro@mgdowless and black, containing only a
chair and a wooden plinth on which stood a large quaritedron.

A diffuse light, reddish in hue, was thrown upward frme opaque floor and for many
minutes Algar sat in the chair amid the warm and perfuamedHe felt powerful, sitting there
instead of a kneeling on the floor while she sat smiling fanming her thoughts into the
crystal to become the chains, which bound him.
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"With a look or smile," he remembered she had said, "Isteke you dead!". He did not
doubt it. Three years ago she had stolen his power.

For ten years he had followed the way of his Prince gathallies and power. Even as a boy
he'd followed some of these ways, but his teachersaperiors had mistaken his hatred for
intellectual sophistry, his dark interior life for spiality and his ruthless ambition for
spiritual gifts. The world of monastic schooling wakha had ever known or wanted and it
was natural that it should lead him to a novitiate anditteer of his teachers.

For one year, and one year only, he tried to follogrtivay until Bruno the elder novice had
one night seduced them as he lay in his cold monastic cell

For weeks afterwards he had prayed to the Prince, "Oureaivhich wert in heaven
hallowed be thy name in heaven as it is on Earth.e @$/this day our desire and delivers us
to evil as well as temptation for we are your kingdom &ons and aeons. Prince of
Darkness, hear me."

Bruno died soon after, in his sleep, an expressioradf gtrror on his face. "Heart attack" a
doctor had said, but Algar knew his humiliation had beemged.

He was a Priest, his dark life hidden and the sourcetisfazion, when he first met her. It
was a cold morning in Spring and she stood outside hisdlttlech, radiantly beautiful in the
light of the sun. "I have come, " she said, "to asli{ {o say a Mass for us". She held out her
left hand and he saw the strange symbol on her ringdi@bt, he knelt down to kiss it. "How
did you know?" he asked. She smiled, not kindly despitdéauty. "I have seen you at night
to pray to our Prince."

The crystal guided her. That very night he presided asstpend a Black Mass and
afterwards, with only her servant Lois remaining in laegé house, she had bound his will
with her own. He had been standing by the crystal whes had stripped him bare and
offered her body. Then Melanie the dark witch was laughinghlsusudden anger was no
match for her power and she stared at him before bindindpyicarse.

Her eyes seemed to suck as will away and she unthreadedoen bead from many she wore
around her neck. "In this bead | bind you by the power of oancé&rBinan ath ga wath
am!" she chanted. "Nythra!..." He watched silent and lpaea while she counted the fifty
beads she wore around her neck. The crystal gave povaedtanagnified her thoughts and
when she released him he stared at it for several minBtgst was useless - he could do
nothing with it and calmly allowed himself to be led byid.¢o his room. And when he
awoke, worn and feeling old, there was a beautiful b@ting naked, by his bed. "l am her
gift" the burgeoning man had said...."

Algar sighed as he remembered. Even after three yearglhetdknow the secret of her
crystal but he did know the Satanic organization she draated to keep her power and
wealth, and as he walked from her temple to find ghelae, he was smiling.

"Rathbone?" he said into the telephone receiver. "Bhdgar. | believe you owe us a favor
....I have a job for you."
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Upstairs, unknown to or her High Priest, Melanie waslk®e and watching him on the
monitor screen of her discretely installed surveillasystem.

IV

Thurstan was early. It was a humid evening and he sdiebyer enjoying the twilight. The
new clothes he had bought for the occasion made himséktonscious and every few
minutes he would look around. But the few people who waddeyedid not - or pretended
they did not - notice him and he would be left to rebeagain in his head what he would say
to Melanie when they met.

It was not a sudden decision, but the planning of the migfare, that made Melanie watch
him silently from a distance. She did not watch fong.

Darkness was upon the hill as in silence the worshipesaped, guided only by the diffuse
light from the candles in their red lanterns. CaltgfAlgar laid out the sacrificial knife upon
the woven cloth inside the circle of stones. Thenggsowere strong and would bind the victim
while the cloth would soak up the blood. Satisfied he whesbeommands.

"She is here!" Lois said seeing the signal from onthefmen guarding the track that led to
the stones.

There was a sigh from thirteen throats and then twe gance and has chant began. "Suscipe
Satanas munus quod tibi offerimus...” Soon the hissing betkenthe sound of a thousand
demons chattering as they rose gleefully from thegitdell. In the center, Algar waited with
his muscular helper to bind the victim's arms and legs.

Then Melanie was before him. One bead of her ambé&tatscappeared to

Algar to be glowing, pulsing in rhythm with the beat of Hhisart. He was becoming
mesmerized with this when occurred to him that Melanie akane.

Before he could move he was held from behind. He fielhgs being tied around is wrists,
heard Melanie whisper mockingly in his ear, "We have aarifice!

"No! No!" he screamed. But she was laughing as someoreelgathe knife.

Around them, the sibilant chant rose towards its clinlae dancers feel it fleetingly caught in
the red glow from the candles.

With a sudden burst of energy Algar screamed. "Jebhfdide!" but a gag silenced him.

Melanie held the sharp knife to his throat before loogethe gag. "Tell me what you mean!"
she demanded.

"He dies if | do not return,” Algar said, flinchingly.

"Is that so? "
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"Rathbone shall-"

Melanie clapped hands twice and from the darkness aroenglaitk a man stepped into the
dim circle of light. Someone held a lantern nearféce.

"I had no choice," Rathbone's said, his face, like ssaleawitching.
Then Algar was on his knees, crying. "Spare me, sparehegdleaded
"And if | do?" demanded Melanie.

"l shall always be your slave."

Three times Melanie clapped her hands as a signgidatancers to gather around. "See" she
said, "all you who dwell in my temple. Here is Algdre tHigh Priest who thought he knew
my secret, admired and envied for his fortune by you allreav how he begs before me!
Shall | spare him?"

"Kill him! Kill him!" they demanded.
Melanie laughed. Algar was brought to his feet. "For & yshall spare your life."

The dancers, as if signaled silently, dispersed to rebuitmeir dance. "Now," she
whispered to Algar, "you shall see my power - brought withbe gift of blood!"

She did not speak, or move, but slowly raised her handsasy miles away, the crystal
within her secret temple began to glow. "Atazoth! Atazottile dancing dancers hissed. The
sky above and around them was clear, speckled by stassrbgged darkness came to cover
a part of the sky as a putrid stench filled the air acidcée of cold fell around the worshipers.
No one moved, chanted or spoke but all stared up at th@k&ydarkness grew slowly before
withdrawing into a sphere that darted across sky. Andstgeae.

"Tomorrow, " Melanie said, "you shall see the chabaJe caused. Now feast and rejoice and
take your pleasure as you will!"

Around her, the orgy began a she unbound Algar's hands ahgrdtbm the revelry toward
her car.

"There is much you do not know, " she said she drove tbinar house.

Algar did not speak during their journey and slunk away likecken man into his room on
their arrival, while Melanie watched him on a monitoregn. But it was not long before she
began thinking about Thurstan. She had reached out to him sttaélhad watched him sitting
by the river and even had not Algar's intended treachemyged her plans she knew that she
could not have hurt him.

She had even lost her lust for Algar's blood and letlivien Somewhere, around the world,
the dark power she unleashed would be causing disaster dhdlthe@as small beginning, the
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prelude to the opening of the Star Gate, which would reter®ark Gods to earth. It was not
fulfilling, and she thought it might be.

Unsettled, she went down to her temple. The warmtheogentle light, the perfume but most
of all the crystal brought here reassurance about heempand role, and she forgot about
Thurstan and a burgeoning dichotomy he was causing in herPexdrips her dark gods and
guided her to the crystal - she did not know. But only fgears ago she had found it, in a
Satanic Temple she had visited. The group not impressetuteéhe High Priest was easy to
do manipulate and her given her the crystal is a gifty @len she first touched it did she
discover its power.

The High Priest was the first person whose soul stumd within the beads around her neck.
He still brought her money from his schemes, and sorastamew member. She was content
to leave him to bask in his little power, knowing she drdg to summon him for him to fall
prostrate at her feet. And when his schemes failed occehsed to be of use, she would
remove his bead and grind it into dusk, for then he wouldysdrel

For weeks after the gift of the crystal should shertsélf away in the small house she then
shared with Lois. The crystal brought knowledge and shedzaiddd how to use it to travel
among the hidden dimensions were the Dark Gods slept, gvdatinsomeone to break the
seal that bound them in sleep. She learned of Eartsis gfahow the Dark Gods had come
bringing terror and much that was strange. Of how heic® was their Guardian, given the
earth as his domain. Her shape-changing Prince was iger tguthe Abyss beyond, and she
explored the Abyss without fear, trembling or dread. Steldvbe ready, she knew, when the
stars were a aligned aright, to call and summon thk Dar

Gods from sleep.

Her temple, the men she held in thrall in her beads, Wetrea means to this call, for the
crystal was the key to the Star Gate. She, and she af all those who over the centuries had
tried to bring the dark terrors forth, would succeed - dfsha was sure.

So had she played her games of power and joy, feelinglhtéts equal of gods. There were
few crimes that she had not sanctioned or sent meheir lust, to commit, few pleasures she
had not enjoyed. Yet she was not maddened and by eidgesupé or power, and kept her
empire small, sufficient for her needs, and heraainymous. Many small firms headed by
small men, a brothel or two, a number of temples éncities beyond - such were the gifts of
her Prince and she tended them all, as a wise wonsaitdsh

Slowly, and contended once again, she left for tenaptdimb the stairs to her bed.

Algar waited, quite patiently, until he was sure she agsep and knocked, not too loudly, on
Lois' door. She had returned alone, as he knew she amastyas not surprised see him.

"Yes!" she asked and smiled, leaning against frame of her 8oaretimes, Algar like to talk
with her, as one servant to another.

Algar did not smile, nor speak but moved towards hestab her in the throat. She rasped,
staring in disbelief, and staggered back towards the bedcaweent, he followed and stabbed
her through the heart. The beauty that had pleased Melamild please her no more and,
smiling at this thought,
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Algar wiped the handle of the knife clean on the sdteet Soon, he was running away from
the house under the shimmering bright stars of humid.night

Melanie awoke slowly. She sensed a change in the auraisd lamd had walked towards her
door before realizing what it was. She was alone. Barettvas no fear in her

and she wandered barefoot and naked along long corridtheies was no shock when she
entered Lois' room.

It was then she knelt down to gently close the eydsendead lover the reaction came. Her
cold hatred toward Algar for his deed was soon gone, atiteigilence of her house for the
first time in her life, she began to cry.

Outside, a stray, fierce dog howled.

V

Algar heard the howling as he ran down the narrow lang &we the house and in terror he
scrambled through the hedge to run faster across the. fi€ldsdog, sent by the dark force of
Melanie’s will, had picked up his scent and Algar ran, degpeaind stumbling, toward the
valley stream.

The house lay alone on a track below the hiss thatBilildgs Ring, the fields around sheep-

strewn and rough, overlooked by the southerly slopes o¥gred that turned the waters of

the Onny River south then almost north until a softek fed them eastward again. The
sound of water was clear amid the silence of the nigtht*dgar stood beside the stream in an
effort to slow his straining breath. The lights of a@athe road above and a field away from
him shone ragged through the high hedge, and Algar crept, deaving to be seen.

But his fear of the pursuing beast was stronger and he waidethe stream to walk along it

for several yards and hide under the bridge. He could healdg but could not see it and
waited, cold and shaking, for nearly half an hour. Thegerswept a narrow lane away and
up for the valley road to a hamlet of a few houseierd would be no safety for him there in
the farm workers’ houses less than a mile from Melaiieme.

For some time he listened intently, and, hearing nothiragyled slowly and scared from the
stream. He was on the lane, almost and the junctiotihe road when the stalking dog
attacked. It leapt snarling to try and sink its teeth msathroat. But Algar shielded his face
with his hands and the dog bit deeply into his arm, kngckim over. It bit him again as

Algar struggled with it on the ground. There was a largeesby his hand and Algar used it
to smash at the dog’s skull. In a frenzy, he struck tigeuthdil it was dead. But even then he
kicked it several times and threw the stone at its fafore staggering to the road.

The first car that passed him did not stop and nearlgkethim over as he stood in the road
waving his bloodied arms, but the second one, a long tirag dftl stop and Algar pretended
to faint. The driver was near when Algar leapt up to pbehntan away before stealing his
car.
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The pain was excruciating but he tried to ignore it arel dlzziness that threatened to
overwhelm him. He had one hope and one hope only ane diastly toward Shrewsbury to
seek sanctuary from Melanie’s curse. The roads wereyethptstreets of the town deserted
in the silent hours before dawn and he abandoned the ezalk the last quarter mile to the
church.

No light shown in the Presbytery windows until his itesns knocking on its doors awoke its
occupant from his sleep.

Cautious, but not afraid, the old Priest opened the door.
“Help me, Father! Please, help me!” Algar pleaded.
He did not see the bats that flew silently away ftbenchurch.

There was no choice, as Melanie knew. The two mendfener Temple, summoned from

their sleep, carried the body to their van. Melanie ¢ladned and bathed it, using her own
black satin sheets for a shroud, and she stayed besidang the hours it took them to dig

the grave.

Dawn came, with no wind to break the silence of thedrbut its beautiful colors did not
interest he as she stood, dressed in white, in theistil avatch the two men lower the body
into the Earth. There were no prayers to her to saylament for her to sing — only an
unvoiced oath to avenge the death of her friend. ThthEeas returned, the covering of
grass and small bush neatly replaced, the debris ofdemwed broken twig scattered again.
There was no sign of the grave and, satisfied, Meineved the men to return to her home.

“There shall be gifts for you both,” she said as theyed slightly before taking their leave.

Slowly, in her secret Temple, she unthreaded fronnkeklace Algar’'s bead. There was no
frenzy of anger within her but a desire for Algar to sufleslow, painful death as she
squeezed the amber bead several times between her fingedser surprise the crystal did
show her Algar contorted in pain. Yet she knew thahekeugh for some reason she could
not see him and thus discover his location, she wihgatising him pain, and as she danced
around her crystal she increased the pressure on the dfeagl £topping to visualize the time
and place of his death, two weeks hence in the cent@rdafircle of stones.

Slowly, and deliberately she cut the threads, which bountifdig this Earth, and, although
still living, he was imprisoned in her web of death.wés not difficult for her to move the
plinth upon which the crystal stood, for she had dongamy times before and the mechanism
which she had installed many years before did not fail Fére plinth, and the stone and
which it rested, moved quietly aside to reveal a darkhpit sank deep into Earth. She did not
smile, or feel anything, as she let the bead drop toheirstattered human remains.

The remains were the work of the sinister woman whibihahe weeks of her dying given
Melanie the house. “I have waited for you,” as she rebezed the old woman had said,
“waited as our Prince said | should. My coven and bawics house are yours.” She never
spoke again, but signed her name on her will, and Melaageleit to find the old woman’s
secrets from the Black Book of workings she had keptEulalia, Priestess of the forgotten
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gods, descended from those who kept the faith, herersietfdo she who is to come after me,
the dark secrets of my craft...” The book was Melanie’stniceasured possession, after her
crystal and her beads. It was the crystal thatshetwed her the house.

She let the crystal guide here again and sat in her whde the plinth slid silently back into
place. At first, the tetrahedron showed nothing, buiniter clearness gradually vanished to
reveal a man’s face. Thurstan was in his cottagdjngas he sat hunched on the wide inside
sill of a window, framed by the rising sun. He looked uefly; and smiled as if aware of
being observed. He seemed to Melanie to be staring atTiem he was gone as the crystal
cleared.

His smile, that gentle look in his eyes, her sensatioherself being observed all confused
her, and she left her Temple to walk under the wammisuhe walled garden at the rear of
her house. It was not long before she returned to Wistatr

It did not respond to her commands of thought. Therenwa$hurstan for her to see, not
even an outside view of his cottage. Faint images seemé@ tforming, but the were
intrusive — bats flying away from a church at night, a rgMenking the eye from a dead dog
— and her failure angered her. Her anger was the sgtalyd transformed the flickering
images into a clear vision of Algar writhing in agony upded. Above him on the wall, was
the symbol of the Nazarene. By the bed an old Psjgske silent words as he read from a
leather breviary.

Melanie’s laugh erased all thoughts of Thurstan from hed.m

Vi

“Exorcizamus te, omnis immunde spiritus, omnia Satanitesp@s omnis incursio infernalis
adversarii ....”

The old Priest continued is prayer of exorcism whileaflgrithed in pain on the bed. But

then the pain eased. Algar however, did not attridusetd the Priest but to Melanie’s curse.
She would want him to die slowly, and as he lay smilingardly at the antics of the old man

who had earlier cleaned and dressed the wounds the vaigubad caused, Algar sensed a
chance for life.

It would not arise from the exorcism for he had nodseh the religion of the Priest which
once and briefly he himself had embraced inwardly. THenzdn had been kind, listening
intently as Algar had told him a tale composed mainlyes. | He had been given sanctuary,
clothes and medical aid — which was all he wanted — anttlderiest play out his farce of a
role. His chance for life would come from his owmtis by his breaking of Melanie’s curse.
For that, she herself would have to die, and he beg#nnk of stratagems by which he could
lure her to her death.

Thurstan Jebb held some fascination for her, or someefyatential which she planned

somehow to draw out for her own advantage and althoughdheot know nor particularly
care which, if any of these was correct, he knew encugkalize Jebb might provide his bait.
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The plan he thought pleased him, bringing a resurgenseroé of the power he had felt as
High Priest and he allowed the old man to finish hiygmsbefore explaining he would have
to leave.

He thanked the Priest for the exorcism, lyingly samas effective and thanked the man for
saving his life. He even suggested they go into the churshyt@ prayer of thanksgiving.

Algar, offering his wounds as an excuse not to kneel, saayoaloud in Latin a suitable

prayer. The Priest was impressed, as Algar knew hédviba) and did not say no when Algar
asked for some money.

“Just a small loan, Father,” the lying High Priest said.

A few hours later, he was safely in Leeds. The paim¢ch came to him during his journey by
train, was not intense or prolonged.

Ray Vitek was not pleased to see him and it showed dades But in deference to Algar’s
position he asked him politely inside the seedy terracedehalsg the sloping streets
between the traffic noise of Hyde Park Corner andeie lined peace of Meanwood Ridge.

“So,” Vitek said suspiciously as they sat among thekbomithin a mould-filled room, “she
has sent you for another favor.” Nervously, with tiimgers, he stroked his pointed beard.

“A favor, yes. But not for hefr

“| see. So it has come to that.”

“Will you join me — against her?”

“Years ago — | forget exactly when it was — | had a Rrgss Perhaps you remember her?
No, well I was young then, as you were. | loved Handa was her name. Then she came to
entice her away. She died — in a brothel.”

“Then you will help?”

“Me — once in love! | have never loved anyone or amglsince.”

“l did not know,” Algar said, acting concerned.

“Who cares — | don’t care — not any more.” Then, hi@dhohanged, he added, “what has she
done to you then?”

Algar took off the coat that the Priest had given hirmh simowed his bloodstained bandages.
“S0?” Vitek said. “Why come to me?”

“Because you have friends. Desperate friends who aelétle something every now and
then. What would you do for a year’s supply?”

“She would have you killed before you did anything.”
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Algar laughed. It was not pleasant to hear. “She doe&now about my — how shall | say —
my little side-line!”

Vitek was surprised — but his lethargy soon returned. “Batwan | do?”

“Your friends” Algar’s imitation of a gargoyle suited hinfshall keep a little something of
mine. To lure her. She come — and they — how shall +sayertain her?”

Vitek’s brief laugh was broken by a spasm of coughing. He ispathe fireplace. Then,
remembering: “but her power —*

“When they take her they bring you the necklace shesveéou shall bring it to me.”

“But | remember — “

“The crystal? Yes, | shall smash it while she isyaaad her power will be gone!”

“A year’s supply, you say? For them all?”

“For them all!”

“It shall be done as you wish. When?”

“Tomorrow!”

“So soon?”

“It must be! When she arrives — surprise her. Takeblgeiorce, tear the necklace away!
Without it she has no power. And when your friends Hanghed with their games with her

—* he shrugged — “an overdose perhaps.”

“When do you deliver?”

“After the deed is done.”

‘I may need something — “

“To offer them? Of course! You shall have it, myefrd! This very day. Give me two

hours.” His torment was beginning again, and as he stooe@ntrol the pain, sweat began to

dribble down his face. “l shall return here.”

He did not wait but rushed to flee outside where he stoddrua cloudy sky while his body
contorted in pain. “I shall kill you!” He repeatetirou shall die a horrible death.”

He imagined that the death Melanie would find tomorrow altitbugh this brought a little
satisfaction it did nothing to lessen his pain. He liké¢ he was being crushed. Then, as
suddenly as it had before, it stopped. He walked on tothardummit of the road, dreading
its return.
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He worked slyly and quickly in the anonymity of the aitliile thunderclouds covered the sky
and the humidity grew. A few telephone calls, a meetvith a man whose expensive car
drove him along the crowded streets to a small warehouskebsiver. Promises made, a
briefcase given to him, another journey by car and hehaading Vitek the promised goods
— small packets containing white death.

His pain did not return, but his dread of its returning ndéefrhim, becoming during the
growing cloud darkness of the daylight hours a demon to Hamt He was always two
footsteps behind, this demon.

The Satanic underworld did not fail him. For two yehes had used his influence as
Melanie’s High Priest to spin his webs in the templehaf €émpire she had built. Money
diverted, a few small schemes of his own. He had hegting for here weakness, and had
found it. Soon, her empire would be his.

This pleased him. He was given help in her name, butewalbys it would be his name it

would be his name, which commanded respect. He had usedrerbefore and she never
knew. He used it again, and a young man collected him @wecar and ferried him toward

her home.

The demon of dread followed. Several times while ligignstruck and nearby thunder
crashed, he feared Vitek’'s betrayal. “You know how f&&ds about these,” he had said to
Vitek while he gave the white death away. And Vitek's sunkges had bulged. “She does
not like them. Warn her, Vitek and there shall be woeni Vitek’s thin, grasping hands said
he understood. “Your friends, Vitek — | should have to tieim, you understand, if you

betrayed me.”

His fears grew like the darkness that brought the dagstend until he became a madman
pretending he was sane. He had procured a revolveraaesbed it repeatedly.

Apted was in his shop, as Algar hoped he would be. As asd&pted unlocked the door he
pushed past him.

“Is all well with you?” Apted asked cheerfully.

Algar pressed the barrel of the revolver into a flabbykhe“Give me Jebb’s address!”
“But she —

“Give me the address!” He eased back the hammer gfuevith his thumb.

“But | gave it to Rathbone.”

“He is no use to me now! The address!”

Apted gave it.

“Tell her, fat man, and | shall carve the fat fronuyslice by slice! Understand? Good! She
is finished!” As a gesture of his defiance he spataipbrtrait, which hung on Apted’s wall.
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The storms, which had followed him from Leeds, fell ugmtown to wash the heat and dust

away, stealing, for a few brief minutes, the lights tkept the night at bay. Somewhere
below the thunder, a young child screamed.

Vil

The storm pleased Melanie and she danced naked in her genderthe rain washed her
body as she sucked the storm’s health in.

She was inside, allowing the warm air in her secretpleno dry her when she heard the
telephone ring. The call was brief and she dressed yslbefore saying goodbye to her
house.

Apted was in a corner of his shop, jibbering, the teleplhohés hand, his door open as Algar
had left it. She smiled at him and touched his forehettdver hand. Soon, he was almost
smiling.

“I had to tell him. | am sorry,” he said and meant it.

“You are safe now. He cannot harm you. Do you beli@e?”

“Yes, my princess.” Happiness returned to his face.

“Is Jane still in your care?”

“Why, yes! But they have threatened to take her away frani

“May | borrow her for a few days?”

“She is yours now — a gift from an old and grateful man.”

Melanie’s brief kiss surprised him, but when he openedys again, she was gone.

The sky had cleared by the time she drove along th@wamack that led to Thurstan’s
cottage among the hills of south Shropshire, and as &heelecar to walk the few yards to
his door bat swooped around her. She greeted them, as a shweédd, laughing as she
pushed the door open.

Thurstan was gone, as she half expected him to be, arieltshied smelt the traces that Algar
had left. There was a note, stuck to the table by a lamte she read it without emotion.
“Come alone,” it read, giving a date, time and place h®shall die like Lois.” It demanded
a large sum of money.

She burned the note in the fireplace before examingadttage. There were few books and
all of those were in Greek. Homer, Aeschylus, SopBocleFew clothes, furniture or
possessions. Inthe bedroom she found a neat pilarsid@tions but they did not interest her,

as the cottage seemed to hold few clues to Thurstanlhinitsegas damp if clean, austere but
full of memories. The memories, spectral forms andhd, seeped out of the walls, the floor,
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the beams which held the roof, to greet Melanie. Sighghter, the pain of childbirth, an old
man dying his bed while his spirit wandered the hills above
Two centuries of life, struggle, love and death.

But however intently she listened, however still bledd her gaze, neither sights nor sounds
from Thurstan’s past seeped to her through the gatesef tBehind the only in the cottage
she found her answer. It was a good painting of a prettyanpouriously hung above the
long narrow windows where Melanie had seen ThurstangsittBehind it, totally obscured,
was a niche carved from the rough stone that made up & Wtacontained a large quartz
crystal. Stored in the crystal was Thurstan’s lifejmages only a Mistress of Earth or a
Magus could see.

The child that Algar had abducted near Apted’'s shop duringtthen had lain silent and
terrified in the car while the young man drove through night, obedient to Algar’'s
commands because he believed he was acting in Melaai@s.n

The young man had said nothing when Algar told him to stopt@wkl the child into the
darkness of trees by the road. He kept his silence wigar Aeturned alone fastening the
belt of his trousers. He said nothing as the stoodmgaftr Thurstan to answer the knocks
that Algar made upon his door. Kept his silence as hedband gagged the man at whose
head Algar aimed the revolver. Said nothing as heedhiw silent passenger to the city of
Leeds and the rotting, broken houses that were Algartndéen. The human shadows that
surrounded his car and who dragged the bound man away repuisedniai he was glad
when Algar gave him money and dismissed him.

There was much mute laughter and hissing glee as Thurasahauled from room to smelly
room whose denizens lay supinely on floors or leanederfeg, against walls while loud
music played. Vitek was lashing Thurstan to a chair im@yer room when Algar’s demon
of dread leapt and sunk its rows of teeth into the ftgsiks prey. Algar did not scream but
cowered in a corner, his whole body convulsed. Thuns&sismiling — or seemed to Algar
to be smiling at him — and he leapt up to punch Thurstan seireesl in the face. Instantly,
his torment ceased. Then Thurstan winked.

Raging, Algar held the revolver to his head, but Viteknesl him and led him away, saying,
“He is our bait, our money. Leave him.”

Daylight brought no sun or light through the boarded wirgland Algar slept, twitching
from nightmares, on the floor of a suppurating room wiileree men took turns copulating
with a young girl too tired and drugged to care. But theargy did not last and soon only
Thurstan was awake, dreaming of the woman he had loved.

A few high cirrus clouds flecked the beautiful blue of $hg as Melanie drove slowly under
the warm sun through the busy streets of Leeds. @kenat late, and parked her car in the
narrow rubble filled street of boarded up houses. Two widnlong greasy hair wearing
chains for belts watched her, showing rotten teethesdmiled.

Swaggering, they walked toward her as she got out of ler Bahind her, another man

emerged from the shadowed alley beside a house. Heittas f@et of her when she opened
the back door of her car. Gracefully, the leopard ledptthe sun.
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She stood leaning against her car while the leopard sat esiddrespectfully and silently,
the men moved away. He did not speak and she did not It passed her he bowed his
head while she stared into his eyes. There was ans@sde, obedient to her will, entered
the house, then the sound of breaking glass and wood.owk. shDon’'t come any closer!”
And then a single shot, dull but echoing.

Another man walked toward her and he too bowed his heatlleads she stared into his
eyes. “Kill him!” a voice like Algar’'s screamed, asto® entered the house.

The third and last man came forward to wait with herdaeler car. For a long time silence —
broken by a shout from within the house.

“We must kill her”

Three men carrying clubs and knives came forth from thuséndut the single man was no
match for them and was soon beaten unconscious. Tmambpthe three moved sneering and
leering toward Melanie.

“Kill her! Kill her!” the demented Algar screamed fraime safety of the house.
“Come on!” laughed one of the men, “hypnotize me!”

“She is making me tremble!” jeered another.

“Let’s strip her, hey?” Laughed the third.

Melanie did not see but rather sensed Algar aim his gdrshe stared toward the shadows in
the doorway. There was no shot, only Algar cursinghasrevolver jammed, while the
leopard stood and kept the shouting men away.

Their obscenities were irrelevant to Melanie as he ewadent to wait in the heat of the sun
for her full magickal powers to return. Her controltbé three men had weakened her, a
little, but she knew her weakness would not last. d&perhthe jeering men sensed her
weakness or perhaps Algar had told them to try to drainpberer away, but it was not
important and she hid her strength for Algar’'s expectiediat

It was Vitek who came running from the house, carrying an aite slowed, as her power
touched him, then stopped to stand harmless and silent. 8appearance broke the spell
that kept the others at a distance — they rushed towardolding with drug courage. The
leopard snatched one, her power slowed another but tdeaths not stopped. The knife he
carried reflected the sun and Melanie side stepped gractduditrike the rushing man as he
passed, his momentum conveying him into her car. He bousligtly, before her blow to
his neck sent him falling unconscious onto the road.

Her absorption freed Vitek who fled into the house.

“Leave!” she commanded and the leopard obeyed, leaving timured man to help his
sobbing and bloodied companion away.
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Behind the house she heard shouting, and a car being dviggn Thurstan, Algar and Vitek
were gone, and as she stepped over bodies near the aobgu$e burst into flames. She
could almost hear Algar laughing.

Vil

The coven was gathered, dressed in crimson robes iarte Satanic Temple to give honor
to Melanie as Mistress of Earth. A man lay on tharanaked, while a young woman in
white robes kissed his body in the light of the camtitethe insistent beat of the tabors.

A masked figure dressed in black came to lift the man ttwaraltar and place him at the feet
of the green robed Mistress of Earth.

“What do you wish?” the Mistress asked.

“It is the protection and milk of your breasts that IkSeelhe naked Priest reached up as the
Mistress bared her breasts, but she kicked him awayheitifoot.

“I pour my kisses at your feet and kneel before you whshes your enemies and washes in
a basin full of their blood.” He stared at her body. lift up my eyes to gaze upon your
beauty of body: you who are the daughter and Gate to ods.GlI lift my voice to stand
before you, my sister, and offer myself so that mge&'®miseed may feed your virgin flesh.”

“Kiss me,” she taunted, “and | will make you as an eagliés prey. Touch me and | shall
make you as a strong sword that severs and stains riytr blood. Taste me and | shall
make you as a seed of corn, which grows toward the sunarer dies. Plough me and plant
me with your seed and | shall make you as a Gate thasdap®ur Gods!”

Slowly, she led him to the Priestess whom she kissedhenlips and caressed before
removing her white robe.

“Take her,” she said to the Priest, “for she is me aath yours!”

Around them the coven gathered, clapping their hands tdytienn of the tabors as the ritual
copulation began. And when it was over and the PrastsWeating and still upon the
Priestess, the masked Guardian of the Temple cafife ion up and forced him to kneel at
the feet of his Mistress.

“So you have sown,” she said, “and from your seediftg giay come if you are obedient
hear these words | speak. | know you, my children, yowdark and yet none of you is as
dark or as deadly as I. | know you and the thoughts withiyoall hearts: yet none of you is
as hateful or as loving as I. With a glance | cakestyou dead!”

The Guardian brought her a large silver chalice, whiehadfered to her coven in turn. The

Priestess was the last to receive the gift of wine e Mistress kissed her to receive the
wine from her mouth.
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She threw the remains of the wine over the Prieginga“No guilt shall bind you, no thought
restrict you here! Feast and enjoy the ecstasy oflifeis But ever remember, | am the
darkness that lives in your soul!”

She did not wait for the orgy of lust to begin, teft alone. No sounds of Satanic revelry
reached her as she sat in her own small TempleingaiBut the crystal showed nothing.

For hours, Melanie sat still and alone. She didtimok of the flames that only yesterday had
engulfed her and from which she had escaped unharmed, nor of fidgang now from those
who sought to collect bounty she offered for his deathe fitual had bored her, and she did
not miss the pleasure that she had obtained in thelpasgh having a man groveling while
she whipped his naked flesh. Instead, she thought of Thuanstialnis strange life that she had
seen in the crystal. There was a quality about thigStan that both pleased and disturbed
her, as if he was someone from a dream she had yusteafrom and could not quite
remember. She wanted to forget the dream and contemmathe pleasures of her own
world, but she was lonely. Thurstan’s intrusion into pemned and orderly life, Lois’
sudden death, both combined to become a catalyst and dmangmotions. Her feelings of
loneliness surprised her. For years, she ruled her camensmall empire through her
magickal charisma, power and the fear she inspired.c&lld be charming, subtle, scheming
and brutal as the moment and the person required, resiag Iher belief in herself and her
Destiny. For a long time during the years of her growahg had felt herself chosen and
different from others. Gradually, awareness of hestidy came — as Mistress of Earth, ruler
of covens, who would dare to return the Dark Gods tthEar

She still felt her Destiny — but it was the distantthsfaher pulse in her ear, not the yearning
she now felt to share with someone a moment ofll€e,the strange moment she had shared
with Thurstan while they sat in te café and he, tremgblhad first held her hand. She had
been playing a role, but somewhere and somehow théadldecome real to her and for an
instant she had become the woman she was pretending to dentle, sensitive and
vulnerable. This woman had returned, unexpected, whenashédid the dead Lois in her
arms. Her tears had been real tears of love and lbgsthey did not last.

Now this woman sat in Melanie’s secret Temple, thinloh@ hurstan and the moment they
had shared. This woman knew she was alone.

Melanie, in anger, walked slowly from her Temple, hersaylewing, to seek the comfort of
her car. Her speed was an attempt to express heramfjshe drove westward along narrow
lanes and wider roads for nearly an hour before retyreast to stop near the stone circle.
The twilight of closing cloud and strong wind colored kg near the descending sun, and
Melanie stood in the circle’s center calling on the rsoto break. Thunder cloud rushed
toward her, killing the color, as the wind graved strond heavy around. There was no
thunder, only a sudden and prolonged burst of rain, which Melanghing let soak through
her thin dress to the warm flesh beneath. She betdmeacated by the power of wind and
rain, and danced around the circle calling on the namésrefgods. She was Baphomet —
dark goddess who held the severed head of a man; she wa Aosorker of passion and
death. Circe — charmer of man; Darket — bride of Dag®he felt her crystal, many miles
distant, begin to respond and draw power from the Abyssrioky The power came to her,
slowly, through the gate in the fabric of space-timehaos of energies from the dimensions
of darkness. Her consciousness was beginning to transzehd acausal spaces where the
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Dark Gods waited and she sensed their longing to retufitl, again the spaces of her causal
time. They were there, chattering in lipsed wordscsh#d not understand, roused from sleep
by the power of her previous rites, ready to seep paspdte to feast upon the blood of
humans.

But they could not break through from beyond the stairge two universes, rent together by
her will and crystal, were drifting apart again and shs ieft to walk along the track from the
stones while the wind lost its power and the clouds lek their rain.

She sat in her car for a long time, No power, not evérace of power, had come down to
here over the abyss that divided the causal and theacaans of existence. No chaos for
her will to form and direct as it had many times beforéler magick was weakened. The
cause of her failure became clear to her slowly, thieelow autumn mist of a valley becomes
cleared by the sun as it heats the cold air of morn8tge was in love with Thurstan, and her
feelings of love had begun to brighten the darkness thativeasource of her power.

IX

“The Police have released the names and photographes t® men they wish to question in
connection with the murders in Leeds...”

Vitek turned the radio off. Algar was beside him in ¥a@ they had stolen in Leeds, waiting
for the last glimmer of light to conduct the ritualhieh he hoped, would free him from
Melanie’s curse.

“She arranged things well,” Vitek said while in the reathef van Thurstan worked silently to
try and free his bound hands.

“Of course!” Algar shouted, “what did you expect? Heluahtial friends! When she is
dead they will be mine!”

“Must we...?” asked Vitek, indicating Thurstan.

“It is the only way. The force cannot be invoked with@utsacrifice. Her power is
weakening! | sense it!”

The forest Algar had chosen lay in a small valley betw¢he haunted rocks of the
Stiperstones and Squilver mound, and had in times pasubedrby the darker covens which
once had abounded in the area. He would invoke the Greati)&aubni, through sacrifice
and imbue himself with power before setting forth to kklanie herself. His ritual would
strip her of magick, her death would end her curse.

“Come, let us prepare,” he said.

Trees were creeking in the breeze and the smell ddirsgirfungi mingled with the damp the
heavy rain had brought as Algar walked carefully the patthéosmall clearing. Vitek
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followed, stooping and afraid, listening to Algar mumble inadobhs. “Veni, omnipotens
aeterne diabolus! Agios O Gaubni...”

The incantation became louder until Algar was shoutieghime. “Gaubni! Gaubni!” Then
a silence that startled Vitek. He could not see Ayéate as he stopped and turned in the
clearing but he heard the hissing and saw the hands riisedaws. The long, bony fingers
grasped Vitek’s neck and the strength of the arms pushed tditile ground. Algar sat on
Vitek’s chest, slobbering and laughing while his nails téwe fltesh on Vitek’s face. The
spasm of struggle did not last long as the fingers snappatetk.

Possessed, Algar loped awkwardly out of the wood. Thusstehunched in the back of the
van and Algar stared at him, dribbling like an idiot whileéhe distance a dog howled.

Algar was struggling to control the chaos, which had posdelssn and direct it to bring
another death when he heard the voice behind him.

“Come to me, come to me!” the melodious voice said.

Algar turned to see the leering face of a multitude otheis. Then they vanished. But
another voice came from the trees behind him.

“You are my gift!”

He did not look, but the power of the demon he had invokekiesl from within him to form
a hideous face whose rows of teeth gnashed before thé mpens to spray Algar with fetid
breath. Then it was gone, sucked into the trees and ohbav&arth by the power of the long-
dead leering witches.

“You are my gift!” the voice repeated.

There was no longer any magick in Algar and he becamenawha was half-mad. His
madness made him move toward Thurstan, but the HigstRvas afraid, and all he could do
was turn and watch as Vitek with a ruptured face and dgsslvealked toward him.

“You are his gift,” a chorus of voices behind him said.

Desperate, Algar performed a banished ritual, inscribing aagemh in the air before him
with his hand, saying, “The sign of the Earth, protectfio& O Shugara!”

The dead body of Vitek still came toward him. He invokeale gods, drew a pentagram,
called on the Prince he had followed in secret from yduthVitek moved ever nearer while
behind him the ghostly chorus laughed.

He tried a hexagram, but his gesture and words had no podein abject terror, he began to
pray fervently in Latin to the god he had scorned.

“In nominee Patris, et Filli, et Spritus Sancti. Immpee Jesu Chisti....” he mumbled.

But Vitek did not stop — instead, the dead eyes swivelechdovstare at him and the mouth
opened in a leer. Algar fled, crazed and stumbling, aloadgrack, over a fence and field, to
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run up the side of the steep hill. He did not stop wherehehed the summit, but ran on
down the steep bank and over another hill to drop exhaustedaiditch. Terror brought
recovery and he ran on for many miles over fieldsgdsrand hills, his clothes and flesh torn
by stone, wire and thorn. We he could run no longecrawled among the heather that grew
on the side of the Mynd, clawing his way to the slopefamait. He rested then, staring down
into the silent blackness below, fearful and afraidahething following and praying for the
light of dawn. He made a kind of cross from stembezther which he pulled with bleeding
fingers from the ground. Around him, nothing stirred.

Thurstan had freed his hands from the cord, which boundwhen he saw Algar run away.
Cautiously, after unbinding his feet and removing the gagefhthé van.

Twilight had almost ended, but sufficient light remained tiim to follow the path into the
woods. He walked for sometime but could find nothing no oree place seemed peaceful
and calm to him.

A large dog was sitting by the van when he returned.dIndt bark, but sprang up to run for
a few yards along the track before stopping.

“Your guide!” a soft voice beside Thurstan said. Whertuneed, he could see nothing.

There was no moon, only the lingering glow of the swat wvas now below the horizon. The
clear sky soon showed the brighter stars and in teasant warmth of the early night
Thurstan followed his guide along the track to paths amdbwalanes that kept a southerly
course until he was led eastwards by the stream and upete @wHarge house lay darkened
and silent.

He knew why he followed the dog, as he knew whose houseast but he still stood
nervously in the driveway. The evening was dark by the hengvalked toward the house,
and as he did so a soft light shone through the halfexpdoor.

“Hello!” he called like a jester to a court of fods he stepped onto the mosaic tiles of the
hall. He did not see the door behind him close.

Somewhere he could hear a harpsichord being playedollbieed the sound, along the hall
and up the stairs whose walls were lined with paintinggtieg lust, greed and joy, to where
a door was open. A voluptuous perfume reached out to him aclddsal his eyes, listening
to the gentle music. It seemed a long time to himhbawaited, listening and trembling. But
it was only a few heartbeats of his life that passed.

He took several steps into the candle-lit room. Melaaie at her harpsichord in a long
flowing dress and looked up briefly before playing the fugugstend.

The room was beautiful, graceful in its few furnishing® thusic was beautiful, the light

itself was beautiful, casting subtle hues that onlyiateg a musician or a poet might recall.
But most of all, to Thurstan, Melanie was beautifule génses, subdued by his captivity,
were overwhelmed and he began to cry, not loudly ovdoy long, as a mystic or an artist
might cry when overwhelmed by such splendor.
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She smiled at him again when her fingers ceased to workmlagick upon the keyboard, and
held out her hand. He could see her breasts, uplifiegamly exposed by her dress, rise and
fall with the rhythm with her breathing: the way her amfiecklace seemed to glow a little in
the light from the candles around her, and he walkesaia, hardly able to breathe.

It was unreal to him, an idle dream, perhaps, of ars#ct-filled summer’s day as he sat by
the stream near his cottage. But their fingers toucheagibg reality. He felt shy and
foolish as she stood to face him, gently smiling. No wevdsld reveal themselves into the
world through his mouth, and he embraced her, stroking hemfita his hand while she
molded her body to his so he could feel the heat ofiéghn through the thin dress.

Stretched were the moments of their embraced urikigsed him, pressing her tongue to his
lips in supplication. He let her in, smelled the frageaof her breath and felt with his hand
the warmth of her breast and the erection of her a@ipplher tongue sought his. He did not
see the door of the room close silently, nor thengte shadow that seemed to stand beside it,
but let himself be let to the circular bed in the adjgy, darkened room.

She was gentle with him as she removed his clothes andh#neown, kissing his body as he
kissed hers in return. He tried to speak of his lovelamndeauty but she pressed a slender
finger to his lips as they lay naked together on the sensudueso of the bed while
perfumed incense caressed them. He felt the softrfeBerdoreasts and kissed them in
worship as he kissed her lips, shoulders, face and thighgorship before tasting her
moistness. She pulled him gently upon her, opening hensel¥itation, and he did not need
his hand to guide him to her hidden cleft.

He moved slowly, and for a long time the gentle intiynaontinued while the warm humid

night brought sweat to him and a gradual urgency to her aurfitédnzy of passion possessed
them both, rising to issue forth into loud ecstasy miywahieved before the natural fall left

limbs loose and a pleasing exhaustion.

He slept then, although he did not wish to, holding Iseif e feared she might go, softly
breathing the words of his love. He dreamed he was watking strange planet whose two
bright suns lit the purple sky. There was a city neathyt it lay in ruins, and as he
approached over the warm sand, he could see the desaatenturies. He wandered the
empty streets made of strange steel where abovergviatalkways hung or soared to meet
the towering pyramids of buildings whose entrailsflobr and room had been cut away
cleanly and left dangling from tendons of wire. He &ekadness at the desolation, for the
world was abandoned and quite dead.

When he awoke from his dream, Melanie was gone.

X

Part of her wanted to kill him. His death would makefree again; restore to her the power
she had lost.

She sat in her Temple wondering what to do. The yarer life had been bereft of love and

only Lois had shown her kindness — unexpectedly, forngsd was something she had never
wanted or sought. But she had been too proud, too confirnfexdenrole and quest for power
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to let the kindness of Lois matter, and their relaghip had become, for her at least, a simple
affair to satisfy her lust and turn her momentarilynirthe hatred she felt for the many men
who sold their souls and gave their wealth and power dwaatisfy themselves with her
body.

For a year she had withheld her favors from all memgubier magick as a snare and a
weapon to keep her dominance and power. She let themahdssatisfy themselves with the
whores she gave them. But she had enticed Thurstagingea wraith to guide him to her
house after she had found him through her crystal wdimd in the van. Other forces had
gathered round, surprising here, but she had fought them and gameal,anolding them to
her will to bring the dead body of Vitek back and send Aigaerror to the hills.

She had sensed the other powers were trying to help Tharafdeep him from her for some
reason she did not understand, but she wanted him and vax@déar way.

Her crystal reached out to him upstairs where an eleihspitd, born from one of her rituals,
waited to work her will, hovering by the bed she had lefthe spirit was guarding him,
shielding him from other powers, but she had only to foans her thought through the
crystal for the elemental to cause Thurstan’s death meak the heavy chains that now
seemed to bind her to his Earth.

But she did nothing. She was intrigued by the other powergest and by his crystal that she
had found. There was also, for her, a promise irf¢ékngs she felt for him — there seemed
to be new pleasures awaiting, new experiences to entleendde. She began to think of
what these might be — of what it would be like to talkhveomeone, just to be with someone,
who seemed to love her, not her power, wealth or infleersomeone whose lust, though real
and strong, was bound with sensitivity and who sougldgutin it an ecstasy of sharing
beyond the physical; someone who gave, and did notgkst She had captivated him at
first, but not as she had expected: not as she had cagtalatbe merely lustful men before
him. He had seen beyond them to another world.

These thought please and disturbed her, but she sensed laevbken from his dream and
waited, strangely tense, for him to find her. When he and, stood in the doorway of her
Temple, she hid her feelings before trying to destrogthe

She did not succeed. The crystal began to glow, begder as it pulsed to the beat of her
heart. He walked past it, drew the glow onto his hantddfered it to her. She stared at his
as he stood before her smiling. Then, before she cqad ber hand to receive his gift, the
light in the Temple faded, and them was gone, leavingtbelglow he held before her.

A multitude of babbling, hissing voices broke the silence.

“He is ours!” one clear voice said.

“Ours!” a second and third repeated.

The powers she had felt before were stronger now andtsbve to cast them away by casting
her thoughts into her crystal, but the glow on Thurstdand dimmed, then died.
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There was laughter in the Temple, the smell of rgtflesh as, slowly, a luminous shape
began to form in a corner. It began to resemble adbdaman with green skin who held in
his hands a crook and a whip, and from whose eyes fanadiits emerged to move toward
where Melanie sat. She knew they would form a weimpwison her. She formed her own
will into purple strands to form a wall before her bl ffilaments snaked easily around it
before writhing toward her. She cast an inverted sevarigmbistar at them, but the star
shattered and was obliterated. Sweating from the efébe, held her hands outstretched
before her in readiness to absorb the power that tewerd her, tensing her body to try to
cast it into her crystal and send it out into theuaahspace where it would die.

She felt Thurstan beside her and the heat of his han@ &subhed her shoulder. In the
instant of his touch the mocking laughter stopped. Shaati#tnow what was happening but
Thurstan’s face had become a dark void filled with sthtg, she felt herself becoming
stronger. A chaos of energies rushed from the voidettrdnsferred to her by Thurstan’s
touch, but the energies were not hostile and she shipadby her will into an auric demon
before casting them at her foe. The demon greedsiytha filaments before devouring the
green bearded man. Then it too vanished, leaving Melanie hudbtén standing naked
beside each other in the soft light of the perfumedpliem

When she looked at Thurstan, she realized he was aneetr She sat him down gently and
stroked his face until he awoke.

He was surprised to find himself in the Temple and embadasg his nakedness.
“Are you alright?” Melanie asked.

“Yes, thanks,” said Thurstan blushing and covering his gemitigiishis hands. “l must have
been dreaming!”

“What did you dream?”

“I was on this dead planet — in a city. Alone. Theaw you. There was a shadow near you,
which | seemed to think was threatening you, so | canyetcand held your hand. Strange
thought — | thought | woke up.”

There was no guile in Thurstan's face as Melanie lookad: in that instant he seemed an
innocent child. He sought to hold her hand as if forawasce and she did not refuse. She
looked at him, as he sat smiling and embarrassed, thieer atrystal and then at Thurstan
again, realizing as she did so that in some way sheadiglet understand Thurstan was a gate
to her gods, a medium, perhaps, that anyone might tiseasinot thought of using him and
his psychic gifts that made her kneel down beside hoikas his lips, but a strange desire to
somehow share again the moment when he had first Wusirehand and trembled — to
discover again the joy that his body had brought her, #len¢eshe had felt when she had
examined his face and found a curious trust.

He responded readily to her kiss and they made slow,rtémaeon the floor of her Temple.
Melanie was receptive to him through her burgeoning feelofglove, and felt herself
drawing power from him. She let this power build withim before trying to transfer it by an
act of will to her crystal but even she was surprisethatease of this and the extent of the
power she had stored. The crystal began to glow, and iorgasm she felt possessed of the
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power of a goddess. But she did nothing with her new founctipcamd let it rest safely in
the crystal in her Temple before realizing, as Thurbtaathed in her ear the works of his
love, that it was her own feelings of love that witie key.

She lay for a long time while Thurstan caressed hertlagid sweat dried slow, wondering

about the meaning of this in the context of her Satafieic But only vague feelings, need and
desires suffused her and she led him from her Templeeiguiet house to her own bed. He
was soon asleep, entwined around her warm body, whileslaedly watched the shadows

that gathered outside her house, held away by the powérashstored in her crystal. They

beat down, screaming, leering and threatening, upon thepaotective sphere that enclosed
her and her new lover, desiring her death or at leasarecehto lead Thurstan away. These
shades of the dead and dying were like rain to her, andssdreed, safe and warm, while they
beat noisily down.

In the morning, they were gone. But they had suckedtystal dry. Melanie slept on, her
body pressed close to Thurstan’s, while in her garden Algaed, ready to kill her with the
billhook he held in his hand.

Xl

Ezra Pead lived surrounded by mold and mites. The mold rode deet of the furniture in
his small, dark cottage at the end of a muddy track bettveemigh hills that shielded him
from most of the sun, while the mites could be seenrgogr away from anything he
touched.

The wood burning stove in his kitchen lay broken and unregyaletting damp seep up the
walls and wood lice to cover the floor, and he cookedbigs on a small gas-burning ring.
He was not an old man, but bore himself like one andgsécklike a tramp, his beard matted
and long. The large sums of money his father had leftH& left unused in a bank, and he
walked the three miles to the small town of Strettoceoa week to withdraw the few pounds
he needed to keep himself alive.

Like his cottage, Ezra Pead was slowly falling into decyis cottage smelled and was like
an overgrown, wild forest whose floor is alive and vehgreen fungi crept slowly up trees
and where strangling ivy thickens and hardens as it growsdrtrunks, branches and stems
seeking the canopy of leaves. What falls to the grosirwhptured by the myriad creatures
who live mostly unseeing in the dampness, or coveredddg and by mites, or stolen to be
eaten or stored away by insects. The roof did not leaks:mat Pead would not have cared if
it did. He had plenty of buckets. He never opened the wisdehich were covered by
thickly spreading grime.

He spent his days reading the many books and manuscripsuthaunded him everywhere
in the chaos, or writing in one of the large vellunubho volumes that covered one of his three
scriptorium desks. Unlike his features or dwelling, his handwrwas beautiful, and he used
a quill pen and ink that he made himself.
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All his books and all his writings were about alchemyr@aygick. When darkness came, he
would light a candle and retire to the room where @ptslThere, where no windows relieved
the dampness of the walls and where only a rusting retastood upon the floor, he would
cast his spells into the night. All his reading, speails$ ariting were directed toward one end:
to discover the secret of life and so make himself im@aho Every night he invoked demons
from the pages of the medieval Grimoires he possefsetie had read once and long ago
when young that some of these demons knew the seadte fBvoked, and questioned them,
night after night and year after year. Baratchial, Zahel, Niantiel, Belphegor, Lucifuge ...
he knew the legions of hell well, and although the arswesy gave him he did not often
understand, he wrote them all down in his book after timjucation was over and his ritual
banishing complete. A demon named Shulgin he invoked mcaat o$§ing his ceremonial
circle, names of power and sword — but the demon spolkevbeds in a numbered code and
transcribing the messages took many hours of his day, asifigehe original code had taken
over a year of his life.

But the years of his work wore down his body, and hemégavish for a better means to find
the answers that he sought. He possessed an insana tathons he invoked, and it did not
seem to matter to him that most of the informatiorob&ined was meaningless or wrong.
He checked and re-checked the answers, searching pateming his books and
manuscripts. There were enough answers over the ydacd) could be corroborated with
the little he already knew or could find in his bookkeéep his faith in the quest, and it never
once occurred to him that this quest was destroyingfehevhich he hoped to prolong.

Sometimes, he would venture from his cottage in seafdierbs to grind and make into
incense or oils to aid his invocations, talking to himsdiilevhe walked. All his original
ideas and expectations had been eroded over the yease-witis no stone for him to make
by alchemical means, no potion for him to drink. He haatitbioth ways, led by manuscripts
and demons, but his alchemical apparatus lay dismantled ished together with the rare
juices of plants and bizarre ingredients he had usedaghiaratus and ingredients had come
from a dealer only too eager to indulge his expensive nbatithe cost made little difference
in the money that he kept in the bank.

For almost a year, following the ten years of his ecical work, an idea had come to possess
him. Something was happening that was threatening his questdehlions were becoming
increasingly disturbed or disoriented. Sometimes his gwoes did not succeed — or he
obtained a jumble of form as if someone or somethiag disrupting the energies. He felt
something himself — a force darker than the demons he.kawancient manuscript have
him the clue — the cosmic tides were changing, or ratbeglchanged by someone. The
very balance of the hidden universe was threatened.

Minor ripples in these tides were no stranger to Hiat, these did nothing to change in any
significant way the current of Osirian energies thatworked with and which for centuries
had passed over the Earth, partly due to the rites @hhbech of the Nazarene and those who
followed its faith, for they belonged to the same wa$ him. He was only part of its darker
side. He knew a change was coming, symbolized by thef90siras as a child, but this was
a natural progression that would not affect his own workli@r in any meaningful manner
the balances of power on the Earth, despite thenibetbsome of its adherents.
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But this new distortion was different. If it succeedidyould bring a new Aeon, which had
no magickal Word to describe it — an Aeon of Chaose sgent months searching his
manuscripts and books for answers. Parcels of booksdregularly from his dealer — they
were read, then discarded, to suck more mold from the floo

He began to realize that he was near the centeeafishuption, but the demons he invoked to
guestion were incoherent or would not appear. He needdalotbe of sacrifices. The dealer
brought him a dog, which he kept chained outside. He begag nscromancy to bring him
the spirits of the dead, sacrificing often by sendlmeydog out to bring a victim back. Sheep
were not a problem, for they roamed the hills arounchgettand he would sever their necks
letting the blood pour to his floor while he chanted his iations. And when it was over, he
would burn the body in a pit outside while the spirgshlad raised gathered round.

He found his answers. He did not know the identity ofgéeson who was trying to break
through the causal dimensions and draw to Earth thgiesesf Chaos, but he knew the area
form where the forces were being drawn down and senthistant spirits to guard it. His
ancient manuscript told of dark entities that were wgitdo be returned to Earth to drink their
fill of human blood. Atazoth, Dagon, Athushir, Darkat ucls were some of their names.
Once summoned, they could not be returned. To be sundhtbeg needed human sacrifice
of special kind.

His own work had wrought changes in the astral planasyidg to his cottage another Adept.
Ezra Pead did not like the man who arrived at his cottdgkes did not like Ezra Pead either,
nor the squalor he found. But a vision by his Priestedsbnaught him, and her trance
warnings made him stay, offering his help and that of hisplemf Ma’at, to prevent the
Dark Gods from returning.

“We have a common aim,” he said, and Pead, reluctadtabreed. “They cannot be allowed
to break the Current of Aiwaz.”

Jukes, stocky and squat, sincerely believed what he saidovépa year he had run his small
Temple in London, helping by his acts of magick to furtine Aeon of Ma’at. By day, he
worked in an office, but at night, in his basement fiatbecame High Priest for his gods. He
had read widely on the subject of the Occult, made ncamyacts during the years of his
searching, but he was surprised by the books and manusbhe®sad possessed.

Avarice was a stranger to Jukes, but the rare books andseripts introduced them.

“They need a human sacrifice,” Pead said in his lipsoigev

“Can we prevent it?”

“If we knew who it was.”

“Your manuscripts — “

“They are silent.”

‘May 17?”
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Pead smiled. “Study them here? Of course.”

For two days he studied, while at night, he stayed in a hotdhe nearby town, slightly

fearful of the obsessive Pead and the savage dog, whighestron its chain snarling every
time he entered and left. The filth and squalor oppressadahile he worked, as avarice
whispered cunning words in his ear, but he ignored them.h©third day he rose from the
stool by a scriptorium desk, triumphant.

“So they need a psychic, eh? Pead said.

“There is a ritual — the Ceremony of Recalling — to whiehis brought. The sacrifice, and it
must be a man, is killed and the High Priestess washasbasin full of his blood before
calling the Dark Gods back to Earth.”

“So, you found all of this there?”

Jukes held the vellum manuscript carefully. “Yes. Th& few pages are a blind — and the
last few. Quotations from the Fathers of the Churthe real text begins here — * He pointed
with his finger.

Pead shrugged. “I cannot read Coptic.”

Jukes spent a day copying the manuscript while Pead watebetliim. He was glad to leave
and, returned to his flat, he burned all his clothesrbedorubbing himself clean in the bath.
That night he summoned his Temple. The ritual begdheatime he had agreed with Pead.
He did not know what ritual Pead himself would do, but rek Hia suspicions and he did not
want to ask.

Jukes’ Temple was the room where he lived, lit by caratesperfumed by thick incense and
his members sat on the floor touching hands. It wadomgt before his Priestess was in a
trance, guided by the sigil that Pead had inscribed on parthnsre spoke of being in a

forest where two men walked, leaving one who was bounidho®@ spirits had gathered to

help her. “Above his eyes — the one who sits waitimg) lround — there glows a tattvic sign.
He is the one we seek... but there are horrors of whaaimhot speak! Another will opposed
with mine. Stronger — it casts me away and back...”

All night they tried, until, pale and exhausted, the Pegstslept, severing the astral link that
had bound her to Pead and his spirits of death. And imtraing while a few rays of sun
brightened for a few minutes the top of the basememiiow, she told of battles on the night
that had drained their power away to leave the one wd®closen in the sanctuary of the
Dark Gods’ Temple.

Jukes knew that where magick had failed, physical forghtnsucceed.

“We must stop them!” he had said, his eyes bright viighfervor of his strange faith.

Outside a solitary bid sung, unheard amid the early tréiat chuntered along the narrow
London street.
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Xl

Melanie did not sleep for long. But there was no desitlein her to rise and breakfast before
using her telephones and telex to establish the welbbsi her world. She had done so for
years, and it was a new experience for her to liclhiag a man sleep in her bed. The few
who in previous times had been granted her favors &sores of Satanic or financial power,
she had told to leave after the conquest of them wasleteamp

She watched until he awoke, roused by her gentle cardss &dce. She left him them, to
dress and walk in her bare feet across the lawn ofvh#ed garden. The sun was warm as
she walked, intrigued by her own feelings. There was a badotyt the world that she had
never seen before. She felt this beauty in the blubeokky, in the delicate colors of the
flowers that bordered her lawn, in the sound of the vamd rushed through the trees nearby.
It was the warmth of the sun, the dampness of tassgithe silence that surrounded her. She
understood that there were many worlds within the one oohndtie lived, brought to reality
perhaps by a mood or a circumstance.

This world of beauty was real to her in a way that broughtsual feelings to her, but the
world that she had left yesterday was still there li-sti of the feelings she felt: contempt for
the members of her coven while she played her roMisisess of Earth, hatred and love of
strife. Each year, each day of her life was a wamtd which she projected meanings,
interpretations and from which she sought to wrest fesdliemoney and power.

There were worlds beyond — alien worlds, which she hopg@artavith hers, bringing chaos
and much that was strange. But she found happiness in waliongd her garden in the
warming sun and thinking about Thurstan. She wanted to makder High Priest, share
her power and wealth with him and enjoy the pleasuaé she felt such a sharing would
bring, ending the years of her loneliness

She did not see, nor even sense such was her preocoupdtjar creeping toward her and
when she did her attempt to stop him by her magick powledfaiShe had no power. This
startled her, and she could only watch in silence asrAtganing like the madman he had
become, raised the billhook to slash at her throat.

She raised her arm to deflect the blow when Thursfamtig across the lawn, jumped on
Algar, knocking both of them over. Algar was screamimgng to slash at Thurstan but
Thurstan grappled and held his arm round Algar’s neck. Tokgdrover the dewy grass
until Algar’s body went limp.

“I've killed him! I've killed him!” Thurstan said.

Melanie’s inspection of the body was brief. “Come’@he said. “Let’s go inside.”

“But I've killed him.”

The beauty she had felt was destroyed. “He deserved it.”

“l didn’t mean to,” Thurstan tried to explain. “Theliee —
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Melanie smiled. “There is no need to involve them.”
“But I killed him.”

Melanie turned to face him. He was now quite calm, brpleeed. “There are some things
you should know about me.”

“All I know is that | love you.”

With his words and the look on his face part of the beeeityned. She had been defenseless
against Algar, and now she felt defenseless against Thur&he did not like either of the
forms of this defenselessness took, and walked with Thunsta her house to arrange the
removal and disposal of Algar’s body.

Thurstan followed her from room to room, listening amazedengtie made her telephone
calls. And when they were done and they sat eating fastae cooked, Melanie explained
about her life. Thurstan listened, intently and gesuihyling.

“So now you know the person you think you are in love with.”

“Why did you tell me?”

“Because — “ She turned away, appalled at herself. dum gottage | found a crystal sphere.”
“l love you.”

Her feelings for Thurstan seemed to her to have stdlerpérsonal power she had over
people, and she was uncertain as to whether she caretthiso “You are not appalled by
what | have told you?” she asked.

“No. Nor about the chap lying in your garden. He was gtonigarm you. | love you, so |
stopped him. Simple really. The Police would ask tomymguestions.” He shrugged.
“Considering what you have said, that is very understandable

“It will bind you to me.”

“Why do you think | have agreed?” he said directly.

“You are not afraid?”

“Of what?”

“That | might use this to control you?”

“No.”

“Even after what you know about me?”

No — because | sense you love me even though you are @frsay the words.”

139



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

She did not answer, but stared out of the window. “Tdteuld be here soon — to dispose of
the body.”

“And then?”
“We shall go to your cottage.”

The two men who had taken Lois’ body arrived and Melaalieed to them briefly before
they went to carry the dead High Priest to the v@hurstan was in her secret Temple when
she returned, having seen them depart.

“What do you feel?” she asked.
“About this crystal? That it shall take us to the Star
Intrigued, she asked, “What do you mean?”

“I don't know. Just a feeling. | remember you were airedmy youth. Maybe | am your
Destiny as you are mine.

Melanie perceived forces gathering around them, as iftaheehappeared again but without
her will in the metric of causal space and acausatge®e were surrounding them. The
Temple darkened while she stood breathless beside Thurstahingaher crystal become
filled with stars. She touched him then, drawing his hatal hers, to feel the power tense
her body as it would be tensed before and orgasmeatléx But she did not feel the
intoxication of power, nor the sensuous bliss that herynaad varied pleasures had brought
her over the years of her reign. Instead, therethagjuiet ecstasy of gentle and suffusing
love couple with an expectation, a promise of vistato/ée explored but waiting. But it was
soon over, this tantalizing glimpse, as light returnebdeio Temple, leaving only a dim glow
to suffuse her crystal.

Her house, drained by the demon battles of the night,aias again, and she let her own
spirit wander from room to room. The early oppressstve had felt was gone, as if
somewhere and somehow a storm had broken.

A vague memory came to her, like details of a landssapa through thin mist, and she let
Thurstan out of her house and into her car. She didpeak, and he did not as she drove the
narrow, hilly lanes, in the warmth of the early mornititgt lead to his cottage. The crystal
was in its niche, where she had left it, and she todkwn. She tried to read it, as she had
done before when it gave up its images to her mind, wgstempty.

“You seem surprised,” Thurstan said.

“Where did you obtain this?” she asked.

“An old man gave it to me.”

She sensed he was not lying, for she could almosheaetge that formed in his mind as he
spoke the words. “Why?”
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“A gift, he said. He was insistent. How could lusg?”
“When was this?”

“Oh, not long ago. A few months. | forget exactly whete came here to beg a little food. |
suppose he wanted to give something in return.

“You do not know what this is?” she asked.
“A crystal ball? He might have been, once, a talkfortunes.”

For a long time, Melanie had controlled her life, guidiegself toward the goals she sought.
She was always the Mistress, the Satanic queen whi, néeer possessed of fear. No one
she had ever met had disturbed her belief in herselh@mrs in any way an inner power
greater than her own. Satanist, criminal, businessmaeaple of wealth — she had mastered
them all through her wiles, will and beauty. She fourartweakness, and used it to her own
advantage. Thurstan had disturbed her because he wasisgatent — there was nothing in
him that was hidden, neither to her or himself. Hidirfigs, thoughts and pleasures seemed
spontaneous and enthusiastic like those of a child. & @oksessed a fatalism that no child
possessed or could possess: an inner belief in the ngcefsihange, which far from
negating his own life, seemed to enhance it by making machent of life unique.

But it was not Thurstan who disturbed her now. Thdrobshe had in life was ebbing away.
The loss of her personal power, evident in her fatlorentrol Algar as he attacked, was only
a part of this. Events were happening to her, ratherli@eg controlled by her, and she did
not like this. What she had seen in Thurstan’s crysadl $ent her in pursuit to Leeds,
drawing outward her burgeoning feelings of love. Somethadydnd was happening to her
because of Thurstan, and she began to believe becabuse af/stal that forces she did not
understand or even know about were trying in some wayatapulate her.

It was simpler for her to believe that her love Ttwrstan was changing her life, and she tried
to believe this. But a suspicion remained.

“You are a strange man,” she said to Thurstan as sleehyanthe crystal.
“Not really. 1 live — or did live — a quite simple and savhat boring life.”
“You know nothing about this crystal — or my own?”

“No. Only what | feel.”

“And what do you feel now?”

“That there are forces trying to keep us together — amer dbrces that are trying to break us
apart.”

“And you are not afraid of where we might be going?”

“All I know is that | love you and want to be with you
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He embraced her then, kissing her, and she did not pushviiiy. She felt again, as they
stood in the room of his cottage, swaying slightly in teenbrace, that with him and through
him she possessed a greater, if different, power thderher own past and even her dreams,
seem tawdry.

“There is a gathering tonight,” she said, “which | wouke lyou to come to.”

“Oh? What?”

“Just a simple ritual called the Ceremony of Recalling.”

“To what purpose?”

She walked away from him to watch a few ragged cumudusis straggle from the horizon
toward the sun that rainbowed in places the old, wtass of the window. “To draw down to
Earth a certain power.”

“Why?” he asked in innocence.

“To bring change.”

“Why?”

“To hasten our evolution.”

“Toward what?”

“A higher consciousness,” she said, a little exaspdrate

“Such is the aim of the covens that you rule?”

“Not really. They are a means to provide me with things

“Enjoyment? Pleasure? Power?”

“Yes!”
Urwroth showed in her eyes but she quickly controlled éelirfgs.
“Come,” he said smiling and taking her hand, “I would likeshow you something.”

His cottage lay in a fold of small hills between theeptslopes of bare Caer Caradoc and the
road, which rose from the Stretton valley to tracktwards through field and village toward
the wooded ridge of Wenlock Edge. All around, springs beganl $mmdks among the
slopes where sheep mostly grazed and few trees grew, amdtdn took a path to one of
these. Yards from where the water issued forth aglde, a small pool had formed on a
slight piece of level ground, and Thurstan knelt besidehile Melanie stood, bemused,
watching and listening to a kestrel as it flew betweerbthre hills that made a little valley for
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the brook. The kestrel flew toward her, circling thieges overhead before calling its woeful
call and flying away.

“Look!” Thurstan said, rising and showing her the palrhisfhand.

On it, no larger than the nail of his thumb, sat ag.fro“Isn’t it wonderful?” he said
enthusiastically.

Melanie looked at it but without much interest.

“I come here often,” Thurstan said as he placed tbg in the water. “Every time it is
different. In one day the light may change so muechMérch the frogs come. Last year there
was thick snow, but they still came. There is alw@ysnge — even in this little spot — as the
seasons change. Snow, ice, frost, mud, scorching sunékedslihe green from the grass and
brittles the fern. At night — perhaps a moon or ong dtarts, which change too. No day in
its weather and light is ever the same as any othet da

He stood up to stand beside her. “And | do nothing. Yetyghving changes. Even | change,
a little with the passing of each year. There,” hentgd, “miles away is a road where fast
cars carry people. They seldom see the change aroemg dmly that which lives in their
head. A few miles - and another world where thosallsspecimens of life,” he gestured
toward the frog, “are never seen and become squashesbwitiought.

“You are beautiful — slightly wild, perhaps, like tHagstrel which flew overhead — and your
world is strange to me. These hills, that cottagefdh®m over there where | work, are my
world. There is so much in so little — so much beaotghare. | make love with you — Kill
someone to protect you — and our two worlds join, fottke Wwhile. But they are still two
worlds. You want me to step into yours as | wish yoartter mine. The change you seek to
bring may destroy my world — and | not ready for that.”

Melanie had felt the warmth in Thurstan as he talked.

It was a strange warmth to her, a kind of supra-perdomalwhich she did not understand
and which she could not relate to the pleasures obwer life or the goals that she had
sought. Yet she liked being beside him as he talked, wgtthsnface and eyes. He could
have crushed the frog in his hand as she might have ddm youth or as she had crushed
people that opposed her — he did not seek to mold it orogiastaccording to his will. He
accepted it as it was at that moment in Earth’s hystor

“l have seen in you,” Thurstan was saying, “the same béadas in this small piece of land,
as if you were natural to it in a way | cannot describkare natural, more real and living than
most other people. Yet the world in which you live andehiaxed and in which you possess
power, is not where you should be. | fear it will degtyou, and | don’t want that.”

“I know no other world.”

“But you have begun to discover mine. | touch you, hold ymake love to you.”
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His world possessed a fascination for Melanie, as dw divined what she had felt and as
she stood beside him she was no longer a Satanic queenofwd coven of fifty, but a
woman in love.

“I would like you to share my world as well,” she said.
Thurstan smiled. “Then | shall come to your ritual.”

The kestrel returned to swoop down toward them beforenge@mway, calling, as it flew
toward the sun.

[
The wood where Algar had been buried was not silent fog. loThe sun had set, leaving a
nebulous light, when the sibulation began, mufflectasth. Algar had awoken in his grave.

The Priestess screamed, and fell unconscious intoirtie of worshippers in Jukes’ Temple.
Jukes held her, and she awoke to wail before crying iiartat the vision she had seen. She
could not speak aloud but described the horror in a slowrsphllisper.

It did not take them long to prepare and they left Londothiee cars as the sky darkness
became complete, to travel toward the hills of Shropsand the house the Priestess had
described before the horror had ended her trance. Thevegge silent and subdued in spirit

during the hours of their journey, nervous when they heftwwvarmth of the cars parked on the

verge of a narrow lane almost a mile from Melaniedaige. Around them and dark, the

countryside was silent and still.

Jukes let them, walking slowly and beginning to doubt. \&dry step he seemed to become
more tired. He stopped before the driveway of the holitening, while the Priestess,
shaking and sweating, held his hand.

“It will be soon,” she whispered, touching the silvearsd she wore as an amulet around her
neck.

The driveway was full of cars, and a warm glow ohligpread around the house. Jukes
thought he could hear the beat of drums. His Priesessed it first, and turned toward the
blackness beyond the hedge where they stood, huddled tometherincreasing cold. There
was a rustling in the field beyond, the sound of wood beiagdm sharply by force.

Algar smashed the gate apart with his torn and bloodied fEmtisame toward them. Only
Jukes and his Priestess did not flee at the harrowird, $igt hid, pressing themselves into
the thorns and leaves of the hedge. They were notasekewatched, trembling and afraid, as
Algar walked lumbering like the living dead he was towardibegse.
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XI
Thurstan waited in her secret Temple, feeling embamladsgehe luxurious crimson robe he
wore. He could not hear them, but knew that many ofaMels members had arrived and
were preparing for the ritual.

She prepared him well, returning him to her house in hewbase telephone she used to
summon her willing servants. He had bathed, been makshigebody relaxed by gently
hands of a pretty woman who caressed perfumed oits hig skin, been served food,
manicured, his hair attended to. Dressed in silken clotRhesone had spoken to him, but he
was treated with deference, and by the end of the aftarhad begun to appreciate in a way
that was not real to him before, Melanie’s power. Wélee finally came to him, hauntingly
beautiful like an ancient queen, part of him had already begacdept her world and enjoy
it. She was corrupting him with luxury and he knew it.

Melanie, in a green robe almost transparent and which &siggd the contours of her body,
came to guide him to where her Satanic worshippers wenergat The large Temple was lit
only by candles and a naked woman lay on the altar begwsh a young girl dressed in
white with a garland of flowers in her hair swung a thuribl8omewhere, among the
shadows, hooded red-robed figures beat their shaman drums.

“Hail to he who comes in the name of our gods!” trershkippers chanted as a greeting for
Thurstan.

Two men with the physique of wrestlers whose faces wevered by black masks and who
wore very little, closed the doors of the Temple as Jtaur followed Melanie to the altar.
Melanie kissed the temples, lips, breasts, womb and mhaicor the altar Priestess before
kissing Thurstan who turned to receive a kiss fromfahe congregation.

“Now shall we,” Melanie chanted, “with feet
Faster than storm’s horses

Seek to bring she who with fire

And cutting sword leaps plunging

Upon her foe while the fates of dread
Unerring gather round!”

“Agios O Baphomet!” came the shouted response.

“See!” Melanie pointed at Thurstan, before twirling roubdilding her feelings into a temple
to frenzy while the congregation sighed and the beat afrilmas sounded loud,

“Here is he

Who shall this night

Be her consort and pour forth
As libation his seed of life!
Dance — | command you

And with the beating of your feet
Raise the dead!

| shall take him down into Earth

145



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

And let her with her teeth

Suck him dry!

Dance! — | command you!

And |, Mistress of this Earth

Shall raise him up and feed him

With the fragrance between my thighs!
So shall he unlamenting

Become the Gate that opens

To our gods!

The congregation began to dance, slowly at first, ahgribudly as they did so. Melanie
stood in the center of the circle they were tracinthwheir bare feet, raising her arms as the
power was invoked. The chant of Ba-pho-met pulsed tbehe of the drums as the dancers
danced faster and faster, throwing off their robes astlguhe altar-Priestess arose to climb
down from her altar.

Her eyes were closed, but she walked within the ciréléhe enclosing dancers toward
Thurstan. She embraced him, lightly, before pulling hiserolpen and revealing his
nakedness. The she kissed his lips and opened her eyes.

Her eyes did not seem human to Thurstan, but he wesfnaed. The young woman with the
slender body had become Melanie — the power with Melamiethe greater power beyond
her. She was lover, mistress, wife, mother, daugirnérsister — goddess and demoness, and
Thurstan let himself be pulled to the floor of the TéampHe had no will to resist as he
looked into her eyes. She was not gentle with him, dnat ¢ff his robe before wrapping her
legs around him and digging her nails into his back. Thasepain, but it seemed to enhance
the delight that came to him. The drumbeats, the algntihe naked whirling dancers, the
incense, the writhing woman beneath him — all ravished hsese The pain brought frenzied
desire, and sweat soon bathed their naked bodies. Thenas screaming in ecstasy as he
was while around them the dancers stopped to turn inwaagdpiog their hands as they
watched and shouted the name of their goddess. And wheasitover and Thurstan lay
breathless upon the relaxing body, the two men by the dawe talift him and place his still
naked upon the altar.

The worshippers formed an aisle to the altar down whielaMe came to kiss Thurstan and
rekindle his fire with her lips. It did not take hemy to succeed and she leaned over
Thurstan’s face to brush his lips with hers before wdrisig as her eyes became the eyes of
the altar-Priestess: “Now you are mine forever!”

She signaled with her hand, and her dancers moved slowalgircle around her and her altar,
calling down with a dirgeful but powerful chant the DarkdS beyond the Gate that was
Earth.

“Nythra Kthunae Atazoth!” they chanted.
Melanie did not remove her robe, only lifted it as sheered herself upon him. The beat of
the drums had slowed to match the slowness of the ctiathtshe moved upon him slowly.

Somewhere, in the Temple, two cantors began to chdifth apart, above the chanting drone
of the slow circling dancers.
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“Agios Rotanev”, sang the cantors, their powerfukacl voices making the complicated
plainchant flow like a high crested wave toward shasg, falling slowly with grace but
always moving on.

The slow moving organum of the cantors, the chant ofstt moving dancers who had
linked hands, the energy brought by sexual frenzy, thenahs drums and wild dance, all
conspired to push open the Gates to the Abyss. Tha&ef®smvas a counter-part to the earlier
frenzy, and Melanie used it to gather the energies t@lherShe showed no outward sign of
the ecstasy within and was smiling as she transferredetiergy to her crystal while
Thurstan’s body spasmed and then relaxed. She kissedefone lzlimbing down from the
altar.

She signaled the dancers to stop and gather round hemparatien for the climax of the rite
when she would release the stored energy to brin@age Gods to Earth. They would still
their minds, as she had shown them, to become paatsefor that would focus the energy.

But the doors of the Temple burst open. No one screasm@thar stood, hideous, in the light
of the candles, but they seemed to gather closer tarliéel The two men by the door moved
upon him but he easily knocked them to the side and tHegway unconscious. He was
snarling, staring at Melanie as he walked toward her incgle She did not move except to
hold up her hand to restrain Thurstan who had risen mol $t@side her. Then she smiled.

Algar stopped, his body twisting forward as if he wanteantove but could not. Melanie
raised her hand toward him and he fell upon his kneesy@biod as his already torn flesh,
festering, split further. She raised her hand agaid, l&& screamed as if tortured, before
crawling face down on the floor. She dropped her hand,hédcreaming stopped. He
looked up at her then, not as a madman and not as ahe pbssessed that had returned,
briefly, to life. Instead, his look was that of a muhild who could not the pain that it felt.
But Melanie raised her hand again and the specter thairtt@dbeen Algar lowered its head
and died.

XV

“Join us!” Melanie said as she stepped past the body.

Jukes and his Priestess stood in her hall, awed by wepaththd seen. They had followed
Algar, and were still trembling.

“Come to me!” said Melanie softly.

Jukes stared at the floor while the Priestess looked umdeani¢’s face. She was smiling, her
dread gone, as she walked forward to kneel at Melanid's fee

“No!” shouted Jukes. He tried to move toward her, buldcaot.
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Gently Melanie raised the Priestess to her feet argkediher on the lips. The Priestess
understood her thought and went on the touch the maskedi&@saveho lay unconscious in
the Temple. They awoke and followed her to stand threreside of Melanie.

“Will you be mine,” Melanie said to Jukes, “as she is?”

“‘Never!”

“Then | shall make you mine!”

She was about to raise her hand to force his head up smghklesee into his eyes when she
saw an old man dressed up like a peddler walk through thedopemf her house.

“He is mine, | believe,” he said as he tapped Jukes oshihlder to free him from the bonds
Melanie had placed around him. “He is no use to you.ifBau object —*

There was great magickal power in the old man, hidden @vedrs eyes, but Melanie
perceived it.

“Who are you?” she asked.
He bowed deeply, like a jester. “I am Saer.”
“‘Saer?”

He looked around the hall and peered briefly into the Temg'You have made great
changes, | see.” Then smiling, be bowed again befm@tng Jukes away.

She let him go. “Feast! Rejoice!” she said, turning egher coven and they felt happiness
spread among them as the drums began to beat again.

She detailed her Guardians to carry the body andhéen into her secret Temple where they
threw it into the pit beneath the plinth that held beystal. There was laughter and lust
among the worshippers when she returned, servants catrgiyg) of food and chalices of

wine. She thanked her Guardians, bid them join the faadtyvatched Thurstan as he stood,
covered by the robe he had discarded, beside the Psiésias Jukes’ Temple. She did not
mind the hidden desire between them and went to walk atotlee hazy darkness of the

garden.

Forces opposed to her own were present, returned fromghebefore and sent forth against
her by the shedding of blood, but they did not affect héh® guests in her house, kept away
by the power in her crystal, and she walked slowly in hex feget over the cooling grass, idly

looking up toward the stars.

It was not long before Thurstan joined her. He wdeviadd by Jukes’ Priestess.

You knew, didn’t you?” Thurstan said, a little shyly. lde had been awed.

“That it was Saer who gave you the crystal? Yesglkit as soon as | saw him.”
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“Then you know who he is?”

“Perhaps!” she laughed. “What is your name? She askderigstess.

“Claudia.”

“Yes — it suits you. | shall not change it. Do youlwtis stay with me, Claudia?”
“Oh, yes!”

“You are free to go.”

“l don't want to go.” She looked down at the ground.otMow | have found you.”

“| shall never harm you — unless you turn against me.” t&ble Claudia’s hand and held it to
her own breast. “You are mine now and | shall alwaggect you. As a sign of my trust |
shall give you a gift.” She placed Claudia’s hand in Ttaw's, kissed them both and left
them standing together in the mild night air.

They were still standing in her garden holding hands whetostked upon them from a high
window in the house. She knew Thurstan did not know whdb and Claudia was too shy
to initiate anything. Melanie wanted, through the ritual bad gift of him to Claudia, to
draw out Thurstan’s darker self, and as she watched wiiteyht large moon began to rise
quickly above the distant hills an owl screeched neahg,felt she had found the means to
achieve her goals.

The ritual had returned both her power and her role. walsestronger that she ever had been
and, with Thurstan as her willing High Priest, she wooéke herself stronger still by uniting
his world with hers. Together, they might wander amtiegstarts. The prospect excited her,
as her desire to watch Thurstan and Claudia have sexeatourse excited her, and she
remembered words from the Black book of the witch quasfore her: ‘The secret of the
Moira who lies beyond our Grade of Mistress of Eaigha simple unity of two common
things. This unity is greater than but built upon the doubiegrebeing inward yet like the
stage of Sol, outward though in a lesser degree. Héhe ibving water, azoth, which falls
upon Earth nurturing it, and from which the seed floweighber than the sun. The flower,
properly prepared, splits the Heavens — it is the gredat &thich comes from this which
when taken into the body dissolves both Sol and Lun&oever takes of this elixir will live
immortal among the stars.’

Melanie believed that she had found the secret, broogit from within her by her feelings
for Thurstan and the power of ritual. She was preparingstan — for first she had to return
the Dark Gods to Earth.

Excited, she saw Thurstan briefly kiss Claudia befeaglihg her toward the house, and she
retreated to her room to follow them on her monitohey seemed uncertain what to do as
they stood in the hall, but the naked worshippers who rughstithem to run up the stairs

gave them their clue. Suitable rooms lay open and wastnthe first floor of the house, as

they always did. No one ever dared violate the fldmvae, reserved for Melanie and her

special guests, and Thurstan did not as he slowly led @lao@in empty room.
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Nothing in the house was hidden from the surveillance sybt¢ Melanie did not often use it
as she used it now to watch and listen to ThurstarCéanadia, for there were a multitude of
pleasures that gave her satisfaction. In her desimate Thurstan part of her world she
pressed a switch to record images and sounds in the rodm @iadr below.

Melanie became aroused by watching them. Thurstan undretaadiaCslowly and as her

naked body appeared, Melanie realized she desired it @lsmdia responded to Thurstan’'s
kisses by pulling him down with her onto the softnessheflow bed in the luxurious room

and it was not long before Thurstan’s tentative sl@sred delight gave way to sexual frenzy.
But this was not prolonged and there was no scream,\veor®gh of ecstasy from Claudia —
only Thurstan’s groan as he slumped fulfilled upon her volusitody.

This pleased Melanie and she lay listening to them talk.

“Who is she?” Claudia asked.

“You don’'t know?” an exhausted Thurstan said.

“| saw her in a vision — in this house. We came tp ter.”

“But you didn’t.”

“l couldn’t. When | came near to her | felt —

Thurstan smiled. “An overpowering love?”

“Maybe,” she said and blushed. “And you?”

“She is the most remarkable woman | have ever met.”

“You serve her then? | mean as High Priest?”

Thurstan laughed. “I know little of her world. | only nieer a few days ago.”

Claudia was surprised. “But are you an Initiate?”

“Of what?”

“Her Temple.”

“Not as far as | know. She told me she was involve@mething — “

“Satanism?”

“Yes. But | assumed it was some kind of game. You knoatwimean? Then,” he sighed,
“this ritual. There is real power in her, real magi@he casts a spell with just a look.”

“You love her then?”
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“Yes. Because, | suppose, like you | am sensitive to shamgl people. When | saw you | felt
a warmth in me, a happiness. | don’t normally dogbis of thing.”

“What?”

“Leap into bed with women | have only just met.”

“Neither do I! | think she overwhelmed us both.”

“Do you mind?” asked Thurstan softly.

“No,” she whispered. ‘I feel | have found what | haveays been seeking — here in this
house. It is exciting and yet | feel protected. Befocame | assumed it was evil in some
way — that she was evil and must be stopped. But now —*

“Stopped from what?”

“Changing the cosmic tides that wash upon the Earth eed@ people a certain energy.”

“I understand nothing of such things.”

“l saw that man — in his grave.”

“The one who died?”

“Yes. He was her High Priest wasn't he?”

“Yes.”

“l assumed you had taken his place,” she gestured to hisdisbarded on the floor.

“I know little of her beliefs.”

“It is a new beginning, then, for us both.”

“Perhaps we can learn things — together?”

“l sense that is what she wishes.”

“And the man you came with?”

“High Priest of my Temple in London.” She laughedstippose he will be thinking | have
been abducted against my will and forced to indulge in hid8atamic rites! Or be offered as
a sacrifice to Satan.”

“You are not afraid that you will be?”

“No — as I'm sure you feel. | know nothing about her exeepat | feel, and | feel she will
not harm me. Quite the reverse, in fact.”

151



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

Thurstan leaned on his elbow to look at her. “It megns like a trite thing to say, but you are
not like a stranger to me.”

She touched his face with her hand. “I know what yourme&he is not a stranger to me
either.”

“What shall we do?”

“Apart from the obvious, you mean?” They both laughed. tWauppose for her to tell us.”
“It could be an enjoyable wait.”

“l hope so.”

Melanie had seen and heard enough. It did not take hgrtdoreach their room and she
stood in the doorway while they sat up from the bed, neryausiling.

She gave Thurstan his robe. “Leave us,” she said to him.

He left, obedient to her word, and she closed and lodieeddor before sitting beside Claudia
on the bed.

“You are beautiful,” she said, caressing Claudia’s neck.

Her soft kiss was returned, shyly, and she took off hiee tmefore drawing Claudia toward
her in an embrace.

“I have never done this before,” Claudia whispered.
Melanie kissed her neck and breasts. “Do you wantdb&"asked gently.
“Oh, yes.”

The tender caresses, the perfumed softness of Melddlg the slow intimate kisses and
movements, her own feelings of warmth, the sensuousupéedizat Melanie brought to her
gently through touch and tongue, all combined to stimulateudid to an ecstasy both
physical and emotional and of a kind she had never exggedebefore.

She lay beside Melanie, embracing her and softly crying, idgaeomfort from the strange
woman who kissed away the tears, feeling in that monmentall the confusion, doubts and
sorrow that her sensitivity had brought her over thesyasas no more. Her past, with its
broken relationships its traumas and dreams, was forgoHier future was unreal — only the
present was meaningful to her. She sensed forcesl®euts® house that wish to harm the
woman who kissed her and whose body heat reassuretebwas protected for the moment
from those forces as Claudia felt protected. The hdrfofces, which were waiting for
weakness, drew more emotion from Claudia until sheafgitnuine love.

Jukes had stolen her love when they first met and thrbughshe had learned to use her

powerful psychic gifts. But his passion for her had jusén a passion, fleeting like the
brightness of a meteor in the sky of night, and shdd&ded to live again and alone with her
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dreams while he filled and emptied his bed with the woimehe Temple in the name of the
magick he invoked. Her gifts brought empathy and vision, bgrribe love she needed.

Melanie to her, in that moment, became all her dremamdsit did not matter to her then that
she gave her love to another woman. It felt naturbkto- as it had seemed natural when she
and Thurstan had made love, and she understood, as sharfayand relaxed, that she had
given her body to him because it was what Melanie hadega

To Melanie, she had given her body also, but now shewgabver soul as well.

“l think | love you,” she said, and Melanie, in the humidmpdelt a confusion of love that
she did not need nor desire grow within her heart.

XVI

Thrust forth from the room, Thurstan wandered around tlusdn The Temple was full of
naked bodies and the incense of sex, and when he triedotrethat he knew led to the
crystal, it would not open.

Other doors were locked to him as to other worshipperstrendne that did open led him to
a library. He heard the door closing behind him, but it didopen when he tried the handle
and he contented himself with trying to see out of tmelaw. He could see nothing, for the
outside shutters had been closed. The room was largehigh ceiling and books rose in
shelves on all the walls, darkly lit. A chair stoodtivgy beside a table whereon a single book
lay open. ‘The Book of Wyrd’, the gilt spine read.

She planned this, he thought to himself and sat down to read.

“Satanism is the philosophy of the noble and strongis the antithesis of the religion of
Yeshua, that worship of decaying fish. To the cowards beddllowers of the Nazarene
belong the meekness of the weak, the rapid utteraboes pity and the vileness of the bully.
Above all, Satanism is the enjoyment of this life.

The most fundamental principle of Satanism is that wedisiduals are gods. The goal of

Satanism is simple — to make an individual an Immortalproduce a new species. To

Satanists, magick is a means, a path, to this goalwalketoward the Abyss and dare to pass
through to the cold spaces beyond where CHAOS reignsreTi& ecstasy in us — and much
that is strange. Vitality, health, laughter and defg&ar we challenge everything, and the
greatest challenge is ourselves.”

There was music filling the room as he read. He knevag real even if he could not see its
source, but it was faint — an unearthly sound that hedfto@autiful and brought a vision of

stars and a remembrance of his strange dream after Hedtadade love to Melanie. His

body tensed as he listened, carried to another plapgistence, and he experienced in that
moment, a possession of feeling surpassing the ecstgsdyysical passion. There was no
room, only a rushing of stars, the exhilaration of phenamgmeed and then a silent slowing
that brought him to the planet of his dreams. The nwaga slow chant of words he did not
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understand combined with sounds from instruments he had mead before, and it
expressed the desolation of the dead planet as weB &iging for Melanie — and Claudia.

Then the vision and the music ended and he was simphgsitione in a library staring down
at a book. He tried, but could not recapture what heskad and heard and he felt a longing
that strained his breathing and brought tears to his ejgsanie was the woman he had
always sought to bring meaning into his life, the reddghind his insight of days before
when he had stood by the stream near his cottage and nsadeévihity a goddess. Her
power, charisma and promise made his own life and expawateem dull, as his vision mad
ethe world around him seem ponderous.

He experienced a sudden need to express his feeling throufybril of his body and was
not surprised to find door unlocked. He began to understandotinee itself was alive, an
extension of Melanie’s will, and he let it guide him.ghis brightened to show him the way,
or dimmed when he went wrong. He was led to a room wdletkat he needed, and more,
lay waiting. He dressed quickly, his heart beating fadtran along the corridor and down
the stairs to leave the house.

He was not alone. Something was with him as he ran atengriveway in the cooling air
under the stars with the light of the moon to guide hite sensed the presence as he sensed
that it was protective of him, and he ran fastly downnbarrow lane allowing the freedom of
physical exertion to suffuse his body. His running broughtesofrthe vision back to him
and he left eh road to follow a track that led alongsite sloped of the Long Mynd. He was
soon tired and breathing heavily but he ran on to becom#deadetached from his body,
defying it. He ran for miles before turning and running onlijtla slower back to the house,
suffused with a desire to learn, to be master andl edbéelanie. Her world had become real
for him, and he did not want to leave it.

The house seemed to welcome him on his return. Theeeneecars in the driveway, for all
the worshippers had gone, and he followed the lightsb@tlaroom where he soaked himself
for a longtime in a deep bath, please and expectard.loMe for Melanie, his hope of their
affinity, the passion they had already shared, thelriea sharing of him with Claudia, even
the killing he thought he had done for her - all had lileetdtim, releasing the inner energies
that his normal life had kept under control. He felirehwas no challenge that he could not
overcome, nothing that he would not do. Life was teefim — a large canvas on which he
would paint a masterpiece. He wanted to make his owia Nrork of Art.

Satan was the name he have to the energy that nodlaidnis body and his mind vivid with
life, he dried himself vigorously, covered himself with gk robe that hung from a hook on
the door and let the lights guide him to Melanie’s room.

The door opened for him and we walked over the soft cangheiazure light to find Melanie
was not alone and the door closing behind him. Claudia esidéher in the bed, asleep. He
was not shocked by this, only momentarily confused. ThengWwoth naked.

“Come”, his Mistress said, “sit beside me.” And he @uky

She kissed him, before stroking Claudia’s hair. “SHewusly, isn’'t she?”

“YeS_”
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“Can you share me?”
The directness of the question startled him. “| think so.”
“Come then and take off your robe.”

He obeyed, and lay beside her. She was pleased widtdusal, and the reasons behind it,
but she teased him saying, “Trying for four in a row, then?”

“I'm sorry — | didn’t — *
“Don’t be sorry, my darling.”

The endearment made him happy, lessening the awe laadelthich came upon him as soon
as he had entered her room.

“You are pleased with things?”

Their bodies were touching as they lay together anelhéit awe ebbing away. “l want to
learn. Share your world with you.”

“It is good that you inner strength returns. | want us toesh

“But | feel a little lost sometimes.”

“Because of what | own?”

“Partly. But also —*

“Do not say anymore.” She pressed her finger to his lipshéll tell you something. You
have made me realize how lonely | was. How much ddn®ve.” She laughed, self-
mockingly. “l, with all that | have, all the poweoy have seen, need you. | am human after
all, even though | don’t want to be.”

Thurstan kissed her, and Melanie felt like crying. Bhg snastered her feelings. Thurstan
had changed, as she had hoped and planned he would, butstevises changing. Never
before had she displayed her feeling and she felt vulreerekihe knew Thurstan sensed this,
as Claudia had when they walked hand in her hand to her. r&m® was not afraid of them,
only herself, and when Thurstan spoke she was composed.

“And Claudia?” he asked gently.

“l need you both, it seems.”

“You have enough love to give.”

“You must be tired — after all of your exertions!”

“ am.”
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She kissed his eyelids and he smiled, languid, beforanglanto sleep. She watched him for
some time. Her feelings of love, born by Thurstan anlleddy Claudia, now enhanced her
power and did not destroy it, and she drew down energide Wi lovers slept beside her,
storing them in her crystal below. Words from thecBIBook kept returning to her. She had
never understood them before, knowing only that theygrdesl the process of change
necessary before a Magus or a Mousa was born in tdeess that lay beyond the Abyss
where Satan reigned. She did not know what awaitetidoand in her if this change was
successful, for all her books were silent about @ #rere was no one whom she could ask.
She had believed with a certainty that her own power bafirmed, that no one living in her
time had passed that way toward the final stage of tlendbat marked the Satanic path.

This belief, however, troubled her now more than thengéa within her wrought by love —
more than the duality that love has assumed in the pass lof her life. More even than the
persistent hostile forced which still surrounded her houdecame with the night like hail.
She was troubled by Saer, and tried to cast an imagenohto her crystal, but some barrier
beyond her own power to breach prevented her, and shemMake between her two lovers
pondering instead the patterns which the Dark Gods mightr@swhen, tomorrow as she had
planned, they would be returned finally to spread their chpos Earth.

Only Saer, she felt, might prevent her - and if hedtrghe would have the power of two
lovers to help her.

XVII

The old man who had rescued him from the Satanists left &skbe had arrived — without
greeting or explanation — and Jukes walked toward the ndrtha shivering members of his
Temple who had fled from Algar.

He did not speak to them and they asked no questions pfhuinthey sat huddled together
while the moon rose and their sense of reality refrrir hen, in whispered words Jukes told
his tale and how he wished them to join him in the b#tté was to come when, with Pead,
they would conjure from the Abyss, a destructive forceeilnd against the witch queen and
her house.

They gave their assent, and in all the cars drove dlmngnhoonlit roads over and down hills
and through turning valleys to Pead’s unlit cottage. Thestagled, straining on its chain,
while a voice from the darkness said, “Why do you come?”

Jukes shown a torch on Pead'’s face, then turned it aWdg.failed,” he said and explained.
“This man,” asked Pead, “did he say his name?”

“Saer.”

“Saer? | thought he was dead!”
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“You know him?”
“No, but there are stories. Come in, my friends!”
Inside, Pead lit a single candle.

“We must act!” Jukes said while his followers adjusteentselves to the stench and the
flickering shadows.

“This night | have sent a fetch against them.”

“Perhaps Saer — “

“If indeed he lives, | do not know where to find him.”

“She had no power over him. If—*

“He would acts if he wished. If he does not, themIpeay is for us to do nothing also.”

“But we must do something!” shouted Jukes. Several membbens demple, standing
behind him, were already scratching themselves.

“l see you do not understand.”

“l understand,” persisted Jukes, “enough to know this plendtreatened. By her and the
forces she wants to bring.”

“If Saer —*

“Saer this! Saer that! Who is this bloody Saer anywas&d Jukes in anger, his body
trembling in reaction to the events of the night.

“He is an old man, older than me — much older than mee-iwhis youth sought the secret
of the alchemical Stone. Some say he found it. Mysktlo not know. It is said of him that
he understands and can control should he wish, theicasles themselves. He had a pupil
once, a young woman. But she abused his trust and thieyl pahe to live alone and she to
follow the sinister path. But that was a long time.a$f® one has heard of him or seen him
for — what? - maybe thirty years.”

“Then he is a Magus?” asked Jukes.

“Indeed. The only one this century — although there haee b@any who claimed the title
but lacked the understanding and the power.”

Even in the dim light, Jukes could see Pead’s sly srHite ignored the slight at the man
whose teachings he followed. “But surely them he musbbdaething.”

Pead shrugged his hunched shoulders. “Maybe he is.”
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“| feel nothing.”

“‘As I.”

“But surely,” persisted Jukes, “his very appearance — his saf/img e means something.”
“Perhaps.”

For years, Jukes had absorbed diverse Occult theorietieaqdickly made an assumption.
“Perhaps is was a sign for us to act? Perhaps he Iaserr us to act?”

“l do not know.”

‘| saw and felt the power he had. He must have wantedona® something. We could
summon Shugara.”

“Do you know what you ask?”
“Yes! There is enough of us to invoke such power.”

“It is dangerous.” Pead rested against one of his deskseasking comfort from the books
upon it.

“We cannot allow her to succeed. Shugara would destroy &ed all of her followers.”

“And maybe us, also.” He moved to where a pile oflsri@und manuscripts lay on the
floor. Extracting one, he began to read aloud. “Shuganeé of the most dangerous to
invoke. Manifestations may be accompanied by the smetitoifig corpses. Symbolized by
the Tarot card The Moon — Shugara is the great Beastdahas from the dark pool under the
Moon. His call is to be chanted in the key of G major

“It is the only way!” said Jukes with messianic zeal.

“In all my workings | have never dared —

“We must dare it now! Listen to me! Do you believesinl?”

“Evil?”

“Yes, evil. Do you believe that there is a dark powex@rk on this Earth?”

“I know that there are dark forces that we as magisk@an use.”

“Yes, yes. But what about innocence?” He reaclsdnl him and drew forward a young
female member of his Temple. “See her?” And the gomaman blushed. “I would call her
innocent — someone who trusts and believes in the good,” Ide continued, intoxicated by
his eloguence, “If | for whatever reason threw her eogifound and raped he, | would destroy

that trust, that innocence, wouldn't 1?”

“Maybe.”
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“I would be imposing my will on hers, to fulfill my owdesire. Well, |1 should really respect
her — her own desires, for ‘every man and woman israastd ‘love is the law, love under

will'. My act would be an evil one.” Something obscucewred in his mind, but he could

not define it and passed on. “Our magick — the Osiriarentiand that of the child who

comes after — is to bring love into this world, to bran¢New Aeon. Yet she — * he spat out
the word — “wants to break our magickal current and img@seown. We would become

possessed by the power she brought — invaded in our mindse Woeld be evil — the ending

of love!”

With his strong words, Jukes seemed to have invoked a peegertbe damp, shadowed
room. They all sensed it — and Pead most of all.

“Yes, you're right,” Pead said, glancing behind him. “Walktio as you say.”
“Then let us prepare,” said Jukes confidently.

Pead took the candle and let them to the room wherglepe. They could not see the
bloodstains that covered the floor and he set the cdwydlee window to fetch his ceremonial
equipment. The magickal circle, inscribed with sigitel avords of power, almost filled the
room when joined together, and Jukes and his followers stibah it while Pead brought

candles, incense, a sword, parchment and pen. The buasdit, incense burned, the circle
purified by the sprinkling of salt and sealed by the passingyaiari the tip of the sword.

Jukes and Pead stood in the center while the others linked had began to walk, slowly at
first, sun-wise around the circle. Pead drew a sigilparchment, showed it to the four
corners of the room and began his chant.

“You | invoke, Shugara, who lurks waiting in the pits of #eyss! You are Fury and the
bringer of Death! Hear me! And hearing hearken to my ¢&r | am the Lord of Powers in
this circle — hear me! And hearing harken to my call!”

‘Shu-ga-ra!” chanted the circling dancer as the incdilleel the room and the candles
flickered. “Shu-ga-ra!”

“Shugara!” commanded Pead. “With this my seal and swa@hjure you! Attend to the
words of my voice! Exarp! Bitom! Nanta! Hcoma! | eubver you all: Gil ol nonci zamran!
Micma! Come Shugara! To me! To me!”

Jukes felt the frenzy and began to chant the demon’s mathe key of G major while Pead
continued with his invocation and the dancers, circling Emnted their own chant.

First the smell choked them, and then the laughter stojwegdchants. The dried blood on
the floor seemed to boil, and then seeped away ietootbm to form an ill-defined shape that
hung near the ceiling. Pead began to speak, but the shappesivdown to engulf his face
and vanished.

“You fools!” he hissed before turning and walking from tbem.
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Outside, the dog growled, yelped and then was silent. nWh&es found it, it was dead.
Jukes waited a long time, but could hear nothing. Hetleftimplements of magick, the
candles and the incense burning, but performed a banishingnfiself and his followers
before leading them to their cars. The felt sick apgressed and, in silence, drove slowly
through the night knowing Pead was possessed and would prabebl There was nothing
they could do except hope that in some way he wouldl ¢ purpose of the ritual.

There was little traffic as they drove down the roedgard London, sensing that they might
have failed. In his depressive state, Jukes did not barg &aving Claudia and as the time
of the journey turned into hours and clouds came tordtxemoon, he had come to believe
his own beliefs were an illusion. Nothing was threatkrthere were no powers trying to
break through the dimensions, no magick — only hallucinsit@gom dread. He found comfort
in these thoughts, a sense of reality returning, and allamted to do was return to his flat,
throw away his books and begin a normal life. He cdaidet the terrors of the night. He
was like a person suddenly and unexpectedly locked irsampcell — first, there was the loss
of his will, a disbelief, the slow depression of shoakd ghen the gradual adjustment to the
reality of the surroundings. But there would be no angesudden resentment at this fate as
there might have been for one unjustly imprisoned. t€her had burned that from his soul
as a flash of lightning burns out the bark of trees.

For the first time in his life, Jukes felt the need qdfesisonal love. His need was not for the
love that was an idea that he carried in his head, noth&irwhich was only a word in
someone else’s faith used to bring a little self-ingpace to his life, as when he used a
woman in a magick ritual or real life. Instead, his neg for the comfort and gentle joy
that personal love could sometimes bring, and as headrakefully and slowly toward the
lights of London, he held out his hand for the young wobeside him. She did not refuse,
for she loved his charisma as High Priest and in hetfegerusting way held his fingers tight.

The simple gesture destroyed all the demons of Jukes’ past

XVIII

It was dawn when Thurstan awoke to find Claudia stillegsleeside him. It was her hand,
which rested on his shoulder, her warm breath againgidesl, and for some time he thought
the memory of Melanie being between them was the meofar dream.

A thin duvet covered them, but their closeness, Claudiate shoulder and his memory of
her body, aroused Thurstan’s passion and he was ab@ithis hand stroke her breast when
she awoke. For a moment there was fear in her eyeshwe saw, destroying his passion.
She smiled at him and in her smile was an awkward vldfeerimust, which brought to
Thurstan a remembrance of all the women he had lawedh@ reason why he loved them.

He kissed her, as a brother might, before leaving dbenrto find his clothes. Dressed, he
wandered around the house but could not find Melanie. Tle# Ete summer was mild and
hazy and he sat on the grass in the walled garden, listeAirgpntemplative calm came to
him and he might have been a Taoist monk meditatingganstill air of dawn. He was at
peace, within himself, and felt in a way stronger thandtedver done before that the world,
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and he himself, unfolded in its own natural way. It &is® beautiful, in a strange, calm way
and he sat, very still but without effort, while thende euphoria suffused him.

The mood drifted from him, slowly. His fervor of thgght was unreal — a memory of another
person. The calm he felt now was real and he rehldth a sudden insight that it was this
feeling that he wished above all else to share witltaMe. It was the beauty, the calm he
found when he looked into a woman'’s eyes — the gentldr@esgperienced sometimes when
he lay naked beside the woman he loved and she showeddogss or a kiss or a smile that
she cared for him. It was the longing he felt to bé \aisensitive woman — the soft desire to
make slow, gentle love to her. All the sharing momeaitghe experiences of two people in
love would be a remembrance of such moments, a givingeamahing, a mutual embrace and
breaking of barriers, that he knew no words might describe

The energy of the night, even the magick, was alidnnto He wanted his vulnerable love to
lead himself and the woman he loved to another existamcehe began to feel that such a
love might in a way he did not understand, affect tloeldy as once he had believed that
prayer to a god might. He knew this was as ideal —tbua$ an attainable one, if the love
was mutual and without reservation. He began to thirthoaf a monk or a nun, pledged to
contemplation, might seek to love God — he wanted and ddedieve a woman in such a

way:. a woman of flesh and blood who responded to hie&issho laughed, cried, danced,
became angry or sad, but who, whatever the emotiahsvhatever the experience loved him
faithfully as he would love her. There would be a saquedity about such a love.

He did not need the energy of power or magick or mofogyhe sensed the beauty of life lay
hidden in its simplicity, in a kind of detachment, and @asé#t in the still warming air of early
morning only the sound of bird-song around him, his body and langlid, he felt it east to
believe in a god who might have made it all - or sdomee, perhaps named Fate, which
governed the workings of the cosmos. He was awalte aat, of the suffering and misery in
the world, as he was aware that he himself was nat Gmot even a god. He did not
understand the suffering, or the misery, but felt thathallcould do was try and change
himself, re-orientate in some way his own conscioussess not to add to those burdens.

All the threads of his life were gathered togetheihan tnoments of his sitting: the memories,
sometimes painful and intense, of the women he had jJdlkedessons of his own past, his
feelings and thoughts of and about others. He drew thelmmiself by a quiet process of
thought to make his feelings and memories conscious andfpamhole, and by the time he
had completed the task, his view of the world had profguciinged. He felt he had at last
discovered the reality of his own self, buried for sgglin a confusion of feelings, moods and
desires.

Perhaps his intuitive awareness of Claudia’s vulnergholitthe strange things of magick he
had seen caused this. He did not know or particularly. cateere was a happiness within
him, which was gentle and made him smile. He felt i lawth the world and possessed and
awareness of meaning. He sensed there was something bleigonavn life, which a
particular way of living would create — which a sharingae with another person would
make possible. Perhaps this was another life in anothee plaexistence. It was a nebulous
sensation, this belief, which he could not formulatedtly into ideas expressed by the words
of his thoughts, but nonetheless real to him and he addedis view of the world before
rising from the grass and walking, in the sunlight, tovthedhouse.
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A man was by the door, leaning on a stick. It was 8aérhe was smiling. Thurstan blinked
in surprise — and Saer was gone. Thurstan felt he hachggweost, and did not bother to look
for the old man.

Melanie sat by the crystal in her Temple and he stesdalb her.

“Will you marry me?” he asked.

“What?”

“Will you marry me? Leave all of this and come and ivigh me in my cottage?”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

“There are many things that | must do.”

“Forget them. Forget all this.”

She smiled at him. “And Claudia?”

He sighed. “And Claudia. | cannot share you.”

“All that | have is from this day yours — and hers.”

“l want nothing except you.”

“Nothing?”

“Nothing. No money, power — whatever. | earn enouglsupport us both, if we live
simply.”

“You need never work again.”

“But | need to.”

She laughed, and touched his face. “It is a lovely, roimaeal! But not possible.”
“Why not?”

She gestured toward her crystal. “This is my life.”

“I can be your life.”

“But for how long?”

Thurstan flinched, and in that moment part of his hopeexasguished. “We can try.”

“Why this sudden change?”
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“All this really isn’t me. You have power, money, cisma — and magick to bind people to
you, to control. | love what is beyond all that in yady real world is outside, sitting in the

sun listening to the songs of the birds or watching cloudgaiimg for the frogs to return in

Spring. | do not belong here — in a Temple, doing strahggsi”

“You are tempting me,” she said smiling.

“As you tempted me?”

“Perhaps.”

They stood in silence for a long time until Thurstaid,s&'ou could use your power to bind
me, but —

“l no longer have any power over you,” Melanie said softlyknew that when you entered
here.”

“You still love me then?”

“It is not my love that makes me powerless to bind ydbere is something else.”
“What?”

“Would you like to take Claudia some breakfast? Theserany things to do this morning.”
“Marry me.” When she did not answer, Thurstan saigl‘at least come away with me.”
“And if | want you to stay here with me? Share myla/@’

“I don't think it would work,” Thurstan said, sadly.

“You could try.”

“It would be a game. What would be the point?”

“To enjoy the game, perhaps.”

“l want to go straight to what is beyond all that.”

“Our bridge is in danger.”

Thurstan looked at her and began to cry. He made no sohdlelanie wiped the tears
away with her hand.

“Go now,” she said. “Before | do something | will regte
The sunlight seemed painful to him as he walked alongrnexway toward the lane. He had

not looked back and she did not run after him, and he walkedy shuffling like and old
man along the lane and down toward the road. He dfiojppeseveral minutes to stand and
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lean on the bridge toward the bottom of the lane, wagicand listening to the fastly flowing
stream of water. A cyclist, brightly clad and whdseycle was laden with panniers, passed
and wished him good-day.

“Lovely day!” Thurstan said.

“Yes, splendid!” replied the traveler before changiagvn into a lower gear and riding up the
hill.

The scenery, the weather, the brief human contaatnetd Thurstan, bringing the world
around him alive. Melanie the Satanic witch queen wa®htitis world where he himself
belonged, and as Thurstan walked away to take the Niedliack that rose up the slopes of
the Mynd a mile distant, his sadness was relieved bgseptiment of joy.

XIX

The house seemed, to Melanie, to sigh as ThurstanHeft.own grief was longer, and it was
nearly an hour later that she went to her bedroom taCladdia asleep.

For several minutes she stood, watching the sleeping worhirre was a gentleness and
trust in Claudia that brought to Melanie an intimatidradype of love she did not know nor
even perhaps understand, and she allowed her grief ag Iddiurstan to sharpen this
intimation. But she could not hold in her consciousnéss insight and left, imbued again
with her role and Destiny, to make arrangements foetveaing ritual.

There would be no sacrifice, only a calling down of dpdwer through her crystal — a
breaking of the gates by the directed frenzy of the mesrdieher Temple and the guests she
had invited from around the world. The hours of the daggé quickly for her, Claudia was
happy, receiving guests, preparing the Temple and foothdoletist, which would follow the
recalling, directing the servants that morning had draxhé house on Melanie’s command.

Fifty-four people were gathered in the Temple as darkonasse slow to cover the lard
around. Melanie left them as her cantors began th&ioddant chant and her dancers began
to dance, slowly, drawing forth from themselves a risingapyd of power. Claudia waited
for her in the secret Temple, her hands on the crgstdlsoon the diffusing light from the
floor began to change in color until a purple aura surraditickem.

There was a yearning in Melanie as she stood beside ibeteBs and lover. But it was not a
yearning for love - only a cold desire to alter the livingtgras in the world and so fulfill her
Destiny by returning the Dark Gods to Earth. She was sdspdretween her past with all its
charisma and power and the future that might have beesibjmo# she had surrendered to
Thurstan’s love. She was aware of herself only throbghrmages of the past and her barely
formed feelings for Claudia: detached from the realnés®eiobody and personal emotions.
The power being invoked seemed to be drawing her towardiltyes and the spaces beyond
the Abyss where she had never been.
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The Abyss was within her, within Claudia, within all thasé¢éhe Temple and all those outside
it. It was primal awe, terror and intoxication ane €imtered it she felt its energies forming
into shapes ready to ascend to Earth through her teyslaTemple. She was not conscious
of the world around her and so did not see the door odebeet Temple open or the leering
man who entered.

The darkness of the Abyss had attracted the darkness, hduchossessed Pead, as it made
him sense the vulnerability of Claudia. He was growlikg the animal he had become as he
fastened his hands around her neck. Melanie heard thensbrgashe was paralyzed by the
Abyss and could only return slowly to the world of the living iaadvertently Claudia
operated the mechanism, which opened the pit beneathygtalc She and Pead stood on its
ledge as the plinth with its crystal slid aside.

“Take me!” Melanie screamed. But she was too late andh@smeved toward them they
stumbled and fell into the pit.

Silently the plinth returned to seal them in deep darknédslanie could not make it move
and bloodied her hands trying. And when it did, no ansa&ete to her repeated calls, only
silence rising from the rotting blackness below.

The power in the crystal had gone and she hid her teaiseawalked toward the Temple and
it worshippers. They were still chanting and dancing, unawat the real power was gone
from the crystal, the house and its Mistress theyhaltl in awe. Melanie watched and
listened, aware as she did so that what they fetheg chanted and danced was only a
flickering shadow. She left them to seal herself inrhem.

She sat for a long time, vaguely aware of the passingstaond the people who drifted away
from the house, perplexed. They had danced, chanted aedl ica her to appear, but when
she had not come forth to carry them to the Abyss liaelywaited again until the realization
of failure made them shuffle and slink away.

Dawn drew her to her garden and in the long momentsrofvhlking barefoot in the dewy
grass she found an answer to her grief. It was an angtve®ut words — a feeling that drew
her beyond the cold Abyss to where a new universe waséeé. was drifting in this universe,
floating among the stars and galaxies of love, sadeesgw and joy, and as she consciously
drifted, her body tensed and tears came to her eyes.

Images and feelings rushed through her as a whirling syst@tardts and stars forms from
chaos and rushes through a galaxy past other starts whentself is compressed. The
images were of her past but the feelings attached to thema not the original feelings.
There was sadness instead of exultation, love insteadger, grief instead of joy. They had
changed because her perspective had changed for sheeives Iserself and her past not as
before through her own eyes but from beyond hersedfebther people were part of her in a
way that brought an awareness of their sorrow, paskiugh, narrowness, love and stupidity.
She was Thurstan as he sat in the café holding herarahttembling with the expectation of
love; she was Claudia as she lay being kissed forirt$tetine by a woman — the possessed
man who in blindness and unthinking hate had killed Claudia.

The images and feelings rushed through her and when theygeee she was left feeling
both sorrow and love. Her sorrow was in her lackiision — she had drawn forces form
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within herself and beyond herself and used them to filéH will and desires: nothing had
been real for her except those powers and herselfe ldee was in a yearning to try and
understand by giving herself, by sharing what she felt satheone who understood.

The sorrow that burst upon her broke her free of hst: tawas a storm which smashed her
mooring and snapped the anchorage of her self so she decahip sailing free blown by
winds she did not understand. Her feelings for Thurstanbhef sorrow at Lois’ death, her
brief love of Claudia were distant heralds of therstowvhich had come.

Gradually, her yearning became a yearning for love. 8héhe blue of the sky above pour
down upon her as the warmth of the sun, felt the wleskeof the patterns of Nature before
her as if they were all notes in a beautiful piecenasic — Vivaldi, perhaps, exulting in song
the god of his faith, or Bach transforming a fugue torits eShe received the emanations that
broke upon her with a joy seldom before known exceptief moments of physical passion,
and she became happy, sad, compassion, ecstatic ambwafthia vision calmed her. Her
vision was of the vital, ineffable mechanism of the cosmself — the eternal beyond the
transient forms that life assumed through the prooes®w evolution to something beyond
itself.

This something she felt to be a vast, calm ocean wheret®n ended, and began, in an

indescribable transcendent bliss. But the vision was geen and she found herself lying on

the grass of her garden in the chilly air of morning.

For over an hour she lay, calm and gently breathing wihiesical senses returned to her
body and an awareness of self brought need. She didamttto move as she did not want
the calm, her perception of the whole of which she avpart, to end, and when she did move

it was to slowly walk toward her car to drive away frbaer house, hoping, as she did so, that
Thurstan would still love her.

XX

The past came back to Jukes. The day had barely gonéhaft@ght of his return before his
insight faded. He was in bed with his new and gentle laen they called.

“I hope you do not mind us calling,” the nervous young mash sai

“Not at all.” He gestured to the sofa and watched keaslthey sat. The young woman with
short hair was pretty, dressed in a purple dress whilggabag man with a straggly beard
seemed weak-willed and shy.

“We heard about your group,” the man said, “and are veeyasted.”

“How did you hear?” Jukes asked.

“Oh — the chap in the ‘Occult Bookshop’.”

“Actually — “ Jukes began.
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“He said you were an Adept — and we would very much likedaml from you.”
“How do you mean?”
“Be one of your pupils.”

Jukes was flattered and when he looked at the woman steslther eyes away and blushed.
His new Priestess entered bearing a pot of tea on a shyg smiled at him with love, but his
own smile was brief and she sat down in a corner, @mdttrusting, while Jukes began to
manipulate.

He talked of the Occult path, the difficulties and tlaergice that was needed, and the
importance of being willing to learn. He drew them to ,Hiatking of the Aeon to come when
truly free individuals would change the world forever.tdliked of the magick within, which
could be drawn out and help each individual find their Tru#, \Whd as he talked he drew
nearer to the subject of Initiation and acts of sexoadick. His desire for the woman who
sat opposite him grew as he talked, molding his will thraugtds which seeped into his new
followers as a parasite seeps into the intestineeohost.

“You are very sensitive — to certain forces,” he saitheowoman.
“I don’t think | am,” she said softly.

“It seem to me you have a natural gift.” He sensedtimepliment was well received. “It can
be developed by certain means, should you wish to do so.”

For hours, he talked while they listened. He felt a pawakking to them about magick, a
mastery that made him confident. He was an Adept, anddvguide them toward magickal
understanding. Part of him was sincere as well, andtbeeyears he had covered his desires
with lovely names as his assumption of having attainechb#tieo made all that he did or
chose to do seem right for both the cosmos and him.n&mes were Destiny, free love and
the Chosen.

As the hours passed he became his role — there was hmtadiey within him. His pupils
would be a means, sent by his gods, whereby he himself thapd- could attain further
magickal understanding.

Darkness came early, shielding, and his Priestessntie sandles to shed some light and add
to the atmosphere of magick that he was building Wishwords. The terrors of his recent
past became rationalized as he talked — Pead had browugfbttonie on himself by his past
deeds of sacrifice, and the terrors at the Satanist heergethe result of a battle between Saer
and the woman who had enticed Claudia away. It wakisdtattle, and his only mistake had
been to become involved. That involvement was Claudiaisg, she was obviously being
manipulated by other powers emanating from the Sataniseho

Jukes was pleased with his understanding. He describedrieviipupils the ritual Pead had
done and explained how the magickian became possessed.

“So you see, there is always danger present. We eaust io master our wills!”
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His two pupils looked at each other, and the woman nodded.
“When,” asked the man, “can we be Initiated?”

Jukes pretended to consider the matter carefully. “WAle la meeting next week at which
Initiation could take place.”

“Really? As soon as that?” The man was surprised.

“Of course, if you wish to delay —

“No, no. What you suggest is fine. We are only too kedsetpn our quest.”

“Good. | shall arrange everything.”

“May | ask you something?” For the first time the waomspoke.

“Why yes!”

“What happened to the man in that ritual?”

Jukes laughed. “He is probably wandering around still, auogte!”

Jukes was pleased to see them go, knowing the woman smatdbe his and knowing that
his Priestess would be only too willing to please him whexy teturned to his bed. He slept
well that night, tired from his bodily exertions andesagjain within the world he had created.
He did not hear his Priestess crying, a little, towardrdasvshe sensed what next week would

bring. But she would accept it, for she was only a f$ssand he was her teacher.

Outside, two Blackbirds sung her to sleep.

XXI

‘Therefore, let every mortal see that last day
When they die — not considering themselves fortunate
Until without suffering they cross the boundary of this.1i

Thurstan wrote the words slowly, savoring them, befoo#ecting together the scattered
pages of his translation. He glanced through it, satisét the labor of months, but sad
because he would have to think of something else to dwilohg hours to be spent alone as
summer changed to autumn and brought the dark of night & tltaevening hours.

A premonition of dawn came to him as he looked out fromwimglow to the eastern hills,
and he snuffed out the candles by which he liked to wdHe air outside was fresh like that
of early autumn and he stood by the door of the cottagdysloeathing it in. There was no
wind to break the silence and he walked into his small gand#dled by weed and long of
grass, to watch the haze of Aurora grow. Definitiorfesfce, tree, fields and hills came
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slowly in rhythm with the song of birds as if those vepngs were calling Eos from her
sleep. The growing light though without warmth still drén@ cold sadness from Thurstan as
he stood waiting for the sun god to rise. And when hedliiltping steadily between the cleft
in hills on the horizon, Thurstan smiled in reverence.

Phrases from his translation repeated themselves mihgand it did not seem to him a long
span of time since Sophocles had seen or imagined theisaog over the mountains of
Phocis: ‘Bright as a flame from the snows of Pasna comes a voice...” Who, Thurstan
wondered, had in the intervening centuries understood thegessWould his own attempt
to present it in his own language fail should it ever betgd and read? Would hubris —
defiance that broke the balance in the cosmos — ire?e@®uld the balance ever be restored?

He did not know the answers to these questions asdheotl know any answers that were
solutions to the problems of his own life, and he caet&himself with enjoying the beautiful
world around him; the sights, sounds, smells of sky god anih Ehother. The Earth around
him was real in a way that his memories and dreams matrand as he stood, experiencing
the dawn of day, he forgot his love of Melanie and his dseafrsharing his life, making
himself content by his work in the gardens of mother teartd by his night time toil of
translations.

He became at peace again with himself and sat upon theostep next translation. The
turning of Earth brought the sun higher into his sky whéesat, enjoying the warmth of his
last day free from his work. Tomorrow, his brief hojidaver, he would return to the farm to
strain and stretch his muscles and delight in his sitagles.

The sun was warm when he heard a vehicle approachindgpebdid not rise even when he

recognized the car, which was screechingly braked to a Nafanie came toward him and

his peace vanished like darkness by lightning. For minugssdttood, pressed close together
by their arms.

“l love you.” Melanie’s words were a spell, which boumet to him. She knew they would
be and had never used them before.

“You seem changed,” Thurstan said as she began to ectyy.ge

“Claudia is dead.”

He kissed her, sat her in a garden chair in the sun, aratlbrought her a pot of tea and sat
beside her to listen while she talked. She spoke of #mevmno came rushing into her house,
drawn somehow by the power she was invoking, of how bened to sense, as she had,
Claudia’s innocence. She described the pit into whiel téll where Algar’s disfigured body
lay rotting: of how she had let her grief walk her & garden and how the burgeoning light
of a new day had brought to her an understanding of thedyeof her past.

“Your simple love,” she said, “broke through the shielousd me. | don’t know how or why
— but it did.”

“What will you do?”

She laughed. “Did you mean what you said?”
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“Yes.”
“Then | want to stay here — with you.”
Clouds began to gather around the eastern horizon ofkillkey spoke, growing as a wind
arose to shape and move them across the sky to dwiedty, the sun. Other, darker clouds
followed.
“But your house — your plans?”
“| shall forget them.”
“Can you?”
“Yes. My perspective may have changed — but not my"will!

Thurstan was delighted, both by the answer and the, spitich sent it forth from her lips.
“Will you marry me, then?” he asked.

“Yes!”

They kissed like new lovers while clouds covered thelevbf the sky.

“Shall we go in?” Thurstan asked.

“I would like that.”

Inside Melanie said; “You know what | wish?”

He was attuned to her and answered, “I think so.”

“It may be possible, for | no protection and my cysleight.”

This new desire enhanced he closeness they found as nakethypapon naked body. Rain
fell around the cottage in where they lay, sweatideat down as a storm upon the roof and
windows, a counter-point to their passionate ecstadyla/e, and when it was over and they
lay entwined together while the sun sent shafts &t igrough a window, Melanie began to
cry. She softly cried for a long time as if the sepurged her of her past. Thurstan felt this,
and brushed them away as she lay resting her head olnelsis

The knocking on his door startled them both. Hastilyr§tan covered part of his nakedness.
“Yes?” he asked as he opened the door.

The old man was in ragged clothes and it was some sebefate Thurstan recognized Saer.

“l am sorry to intrude — at such a time,” smiled Sdafay | enter?”
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Thurstan was reluctant, for he sensed the Saer was timan an intrusion. “I'd rather you
didn’t.”

“Her power is gone.”

“Please go.” Thurstan did not understand what was happening Saer seemed a threat to
him in some way.

| cannot leave without her.”
The words struck Thurstan like blows. “We are to marry.”
“It cannot be,” said Saer quietly.

“Leave us alone!” shouted Thurstan and in anger shut the dé®bolted it before returning
to Melanie.

Saer stood by the bed. “It cannot be,” he repeated.

Thurstan’s wroth made him move toward Saer who raisedamd. Thurstan’s body became
paralyzed and he could only watch as Saer gave Melanidohiees

“I shall kill you!” Thurstan screamed.
Saer smiled.

“Why are you doing this?” Thurstan asked, realizing his @ge useless. Melanie did not
look at him and seemed to be in a trance.

Saer smiled and Thurstan’s rage return. He channeledhistbody. Trembling with effort
he could only manage to move his feet a little forward.

“Sleep now.”

Thurstan’s eyes were closing and he could not stop thdime last thing he saw was
Melanie’s pleading but helpless eyes. Then he was dinganie was in his garden under a
searing sun — but his garden was different: full of bedutifwers and luxurious grass.
Claudia, radiantly beautiful, was beside him and held s eHe felt peaceful with her and
listened almost rapturously as she spoke.

“You were part of his plan. He could do nothing until yoweldroke her power.”

“Help me,” Thurstan asked.

“We can do nothing here.”

Thurstan awoke to find himself lying on his bed. Moonlightthea his room and he lay
trying to unravel dream from reality and reality fromaire It was a slow process, but helped
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by Melanie’s perfume, which still lay on his pillow and evhit was over he remembered her
car.

It was still outside his cottage. He felt uncomfortabiih its power and drove carefully along
he moonlit lanes and roads to her house, which he found eamptycold. Nervous, he
switched on all the lights as he journeyed from roonotmr and floor to floor avoiding the
temple of her crystal. But he felt and saw nothing pixtlee shadows and fears of his own
mind. And the memories of their brief time together.

Only the library possessed some warmth as if in indicatiothe answers he hoped to find,
and he shut its door before browsing among the books.ofAlhem, and the manuscripts
bound like books, were about alchemy, magick or theufdcdde could read the Latin of the
medieval manuscripts and books, but what it related didmerest him as the later books
brought forth no desire to read further. Even the BlackkBof Satan, resting on the table,
seemed irrelevant to him. They were all compilatiisshadow words, appearing to
Thurstan to fall short of the aim that the searchdte had written them should have aimed
for. His instinctive feeling was to observe in a comiative way some facet of the cosmos —
to stand outside in the dark of the night and listen forfalvé music that traveled down to
Earth from the stars — rather the enclose himselhénvtarm womb of a house to read the
writings of others. Demons, spells, hidden powerschi@ging of base metal to gold, even
the promises of power and change for himself, werenmpdrtant to Thurstan, and he left the
library with its stored knowledge and forbidden secrets andntyrgods, to walk in the
moonlit garden.

The stars were not singing for him — or he could not hieam above the turmoil of him
thought — but his slow moon-wise walking brought a calms dieams of sharing life with
Melanie were still vivid, but he realized that if suclsihg was not to be, it would not be. He
might try, through force or even magick to win her bad&ut is he succeeded, his dreams
would only become real if she wished to make them redlifo, and all he could do was give
her the freedom of choice. Saer was using her — fat wirpose he did not know — and he
would try and find her, somehow, to give the promise ofcghoHe was not afraid of Saer,
not worried about the magickal powers he possessed, foe agalked with a calm that
deepened and brought awareness of the rhythms of the ¢gdsenfedt that it was his fate to
try and find her. What happened when and if he did, would Ima@seSpring happens after
the cold darkness of Winter.

XXl

It was not a long wait. Thurstan did not enter theeteEemple and use the crystal nor any
magickal means. His way was not the way of magickobsgensitive thought and he sat on
the damp, cold grass to close his eyes and think of Melanie.

What he saw guided him and he walked in the moonlight d@lwgarrow turning hilly lanes
singing softly to himself. His songs were from his sfations and he invented the music to
match the rhythum of his walking feet. There was joliim then, a simpleness that gave him
the strength of water and its ability to follow any chel or shape itself while still being itself
to any vessel or container. His goal was a smalagetbf stone with a sagging roof and tiny
windows beside an unmarked track that weaved among the lomarizetween the western
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slopes of the Mynd and the tress of Linley Hill. Ncegmassed him as he walked and the
fields were quite silent and quite still. His choseck let him for a hundred yards through a
wood, past a stream flowing down between two hills to cuagénards and rise north among
the rocky barren land. As its sudden end lay the cottageriadty home to the short sun of
Winter. Dawn was almost rising behind him as he knocked sfaliled oak door.

No one came to answer his call and he opened the dagide lin the flickering light of a fire,
he saw Saer hunched on a stool before the hearth vgailasa the wall in the recessed bed,
Melanie lay sleeping. The large room comprised all efdbttage and it smelled of burnt
hazel mingled with pine. Saer, though surprised, did noemov

“You are persistent.” Saer did not look toward Thurdianstill stared into the large flames
that ate, with sporadic breaking of tree-limbs and fingéesyood.

Thurstan did not close the door but began to walk towardmitel Suddenly, Saer rose.
“Leave her,” he said quietly and raised his left hand.

For an instant Saer’s features seemed, to Thurstde tacertilian but the impression soon
vanished to leave only an old man with the impression saarshed to leave only an old
man with white hair standing before a fire. As sosi hAurstan touched Melanie she awoke.
“She is mine,” he said, almost sadly.

“It is not for you or for me but for Melanie to decid&aer said, and smiled. It was a kindly
smile and he raised him hand again.

Thurstan signed and held Melanie’s hand.

“l can see,” Saer said to Thurstan, “what powers ymum represent.”

“I have no power — only me love for her.”

“Even now you do not understand.” Saer turned toward Meldihies written: ‘Baphomet is

a goddess of violent aspect who washes in the blood dbéer She is the bride of Lucifer —
a Gate to the Dark Gods beyond this Earth. Her daughaterBower, Vengeance and Lust,
but the only Earth-based live child born from these childsehe Demon named Love,”

“So |,” said Melanie, “as Mistress of Earth passed beyine Abyss.”

“To bring into this world what must be.”

“And now | must choose?”

“YeS_”

For a long time Melanie looked at Thurstan. “I must gth\&aer,” she finally said. In that
instant, she felt her magickal powers return.

“But I _u
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“Say nothing.” She pressed her forefinger to his lips.
“I don’t understand,” said Thurstan, almost crying with &ar

Melanie smiled, sadly. “There will be enough time doderstanding in old age. What lives
now and grows within me will always be a part of you.”

She kissed his cheek and he became too full of emotido &mything but watch her and Saer
walk into the burgeoning dawn. Then, suddenly, they vanishedraidoutside, but he could
not find them.

He walked slowly away from the cottage. The lightlaivh seemed to be sucking mist from
the ground, but he did not care. He moved, like an ol pagned by his limbs, through the
cold and sometimes swirling mist along a path that took tmward the Mynd and up,
steeply, to its level summit where he stood, high abitne mist, to watch the mist-clotted
valleys below. The heather was beginning to show they gib its color, and he walked
through it northbound along the cracked and stony road stopfimg to turn around and
wait. But no one and nothing came to him — no voicegy sorsigh. There was hope within
him as he walked as he had often walked along the almedttégyof the long and beautiful
low mountain. But it did not last. He sensed he wouleeneee her again — never know their
child. The very Earth itself seemed to be whisperingitothe words of this truth. He began
to sense, slowly, that there was for him real magete where moorland fell to form deep
hollows home to those daughter of Earth known as springss&reams, and where the
Neolithic pathway had heard perhaps ten million storids. wisps of clouds came to spoil
the glory of the sun as it rose over the mottled wiallg beyond the Stretton valley miles
distant and below. No noise to break the almost dasilence heard. For an instant it
seemed as if some divinity, strange but pure, camehstavorld, and smiled.

The smile might have been one of understanding, butsfdmuisat down in the heather and
cried.

XXIII

It was raining still and dull of day when Jukes arrived aadPecottage, summoned by
avarice. His fear began to ebb away as he saw iemasy, unchanged since the night of the
ritual — except for the stench of the dismembered, datkn and rotting dog.

He selected his goods carefully, selecting only the rafdsboks and manuscripts to his car
wherein his Priestess waited, soothed by his words of chidensaid if anything happened to
him, | was to keep his books...’

So he worked while she, in trust, waited. And when, tosatssfaction, the collection was
complete, he drove in curiosity to see from a sadtadce the house wherein Claudia had left
him and where he thought she lived in bondage to her Satastress.

An old tramp was walking away from the direction oé thouse and Jukes stopped him,
saying: “Do you know who lives there?”

174



The Sinister Pathway Triangle Order — Skull Press © 2003 — 2008
Magister Hagur

“In that house? Said the old man before spitting orgtbend. “Empty it is — has been for
weeks if you ask me. No mug of tea for me there, tlfat’sure.

Jukes did not thank him or even watch him walk away. Heexaited, and led his Priestess
along the driveway to the house. Behind them, Saer timrtbé rain, and smiled.

Jukes tried the door, and to his surprise found it opeme. hblase was warm, comforting after
the cold rain, and they ambled along the hallway witted calling “Hello?”

No one came. Jukes left his Priestess for he felhgély aroused. The house, he felt, was a
woman of beauty and he was violating her. He was fuydhysical lust and felt powerful and
began to explore all the aspects or her warm and scbatly — hoping vaguely he might find
a real woman whom he could rape. He eagerly soughigtieooms — caressing the silken
sheets — as he eagerly sought items of clothing, whictopedhby their texture, and smell
might bring nearer to him the woman he was searching Noght came from outside while
he wandered, bringing light and increased warmth withirhthese. But Jukes did not notice
this. His arousal became stronger until he became antert only on rape. He did not see
the shadows from his own Abyss as they gathered around ipsmg words of
encouragement, as he did not find in his search the woenarahted. But he remembered a
woman, waiting for him below.

He found her asleep in a chair fluxed in the glow of gelarystal before her. He did not care
about the strange room nor wonder about the crystalcalril only for satisfying his lust —
he wanted, as he had never wanted before, to abuseusdlly,cto beat her and rape her
savagely. He was strong in body and would use his stréogtatisfy himself by forcing her
beneath him.

He moved toward her, leering. Then she opened her egesvaled.

Jukes found he could not move, and did not see the doardbkhn close. “You are mine
now,” the woman who had once been his willing loved.sdiWith a look | can strike you
dead!”

Jukes did not doubt it. Reality for him returned quickBhe was no longer his Priestess, but
a woman, mistress of him, who by magick bound his vBkside the crystal where he stood
watching helplessly, an amber necklace lay and shefrmsethe chair to take it for herself.
She was still smiling as she unthreaded one beadhwileigan to glow in her fingers. She
showed it to him, mockingly, and laughed before re-threadiand placing the beads around
her neck.

“You are mine,” she repeated and smiled. “Through Themnvtve never name, we who
garb ourselves in black possess this rock we call thih Eart

She did not yet know what she would do with her new pplad there was plenty of time for
her to think of something, plenty of secret books to lael.reThe old man who had led her
from the hallway to this chamber would return, one daynstruct her, she remembered he
had said.
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Thurstan saw the lights in Melanie’s house, and waitéel waited for a long time in the cold
and the darkness, trying to forget his hunger, hisnged and the rain. At last the lights
became fewer, until all were gone, and he walked, tgistinhis love and hopeful still,
toward the door. It was not locked.

There was a woman sleeping in Melanie’s bed. He didvaée her, nor the man he found
sleeping in another room, but left them and the houseato along the dark road that would
take him to the Mynd, down into the valley and back to hitage.

“l am an old man in a young man’s body,” he said to hifreelhe walked amid the rain.
Maybe some day he would love again, but the shattefirfgsodreams had changed him,
making him to wish to live alone, content with his ttatiens. He did not fully understand
his recent past but he felt that Melanie’s child, whempaould be important in some way to
the world — a kind of channel for the forces which bdih and Saer represented.

He had seen enough of the hidden dimensions of the wor&hliae his lack of knowledge,

but this lack did not bother him. He would go his own wagwly as perhaps befitted a
hermit-scholar, seeking through the slowness of thesya&ind of inner peace in the little
piece of Earth that was his home. Change would comset-aéways had and always would —
and he would sigh, while he treasured what he knew.

In the rain he thought he heard a strange creator sthsigh, but walked on — shaking his
head at the perplexity that was human life and the sadti@t was the breaking of his
dreams.

Incipit Vitriol.....
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