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Preface

The Mutterings of Aaos

" Now for reality"



"Nature ismore atrocious'



Aphorism |
"The dfort of remembering in the Valey of Fea."
KIA OF THE EFFGIES SHEAKS OF ZOS IN SOLILOQUY:

| bring a sword that contains its own medicine: The sour milk that cureth the body.
Prepare to med God, the omnifarious believing,-Thyself the living truth. Die not to spare,
but that the world may perish. Nature is more d@rocious. Leaning all things from Theein
the most sinister way for representation: from thy thought to become theredter. Having
suffered pleasure and pain, gladly dost thou deny the things of existence for freedom of
desire-from this rry mess of inequality-once so desired. And is fea of desire. The
addition d the'l' of agreder ill usion. Desire isthe conception | and induces Thou. There
is neither thou na | nor athird personloasing this consciousnessby unity of | and Self;
there would be no limit to consciousness in sexudlity. Isolation in ecstasy, the final
inducement, is enough-But, procreae thouaone! Spe& nat to serve but to scoff. Hearest
thou, heaven's loud guffaw? Diredly the mouth opens it spe&ks righteousness In the
ecstatic laughter of men | hea their voliti on towards release. How can | spe&k that for
which | have necesstated silence? Salvation shall be Unsay al things: and true, as is
time, that spedketh all things. Of what use ae hints or stage whispers? True wisdom
canna be expressed by articulate sounds. The language of fods-is words. In the labyrinth
of the dphabet the truth is hidden. It is one thing repeaed many times. Confined within
the limits or rationalism; no guess has yet answered. O Zos, thou art falen into the
involuntary acadent of birth and rebirth into the incarnating ideas of women. A partid
sexuality entangled in the morassof sensua law. On eath the drcle was fabricaed. The
origin of all thingsisthe cmmplex self. How shall it be made the end d things? Dubious
of al things by this increase, and ignorance of individuality. | or Self, in conflict,
separate. This forgetfulness of symbadi bewmmes the unexplored 'reason’ of existence
Unable to concieve the events of the present: what shall be knowledge of past and future?
Verily, this creaor speaks 'l know not what | do.! Andin this living nightmare, where dl
is cannibalism. Why dost thou deny thyself? Verily, Man resembles his credor, in that he
consumes himself in much filth. Heaven gives indiscriminately of its superabundance to
make the ghastly strugge cdled existence The necessty was a deli berate serving of its
own peasure-becoming more dien. Remoteness from self is pain and premcious
credion. Through this remoteness from Self-thou dat not hear thine own cdl to be
potentially Thyself. The living self does not habitate. There is no truth in thy wish.
Pleasure weaies of thee Ecstatic fulfilment of ecstasy, is it asking too much? Alas, the
small nessof man's desire! Thou shalt suffer al things once gain: unimagined sensations,
and so consume the whale world. O Zos, thou shalt live in millions of forms and every
concavable thing shall happen urto Thee Remember these senses are that which thou
hast desired. What is al thought but a morality of the senses that has becme sex? What
isdesired o the Sdlf is given-eventualy. The desire is sufficient. The 'Self,’ will pleasure
in al things. Thereis only one sense,-the sexual. There is only one desire,-procredion. |
am the cause-thouthe dfed. | am all that | concieve. Not for al time but at some time. 'l
multiply I' is credion: The sexual infinity. There is no end to the detail s of my extreme
likeness The more daotic-the more wmplete an |. The soul is the aicestral animals.



The body their knowledge. This omnivorous ul, howv lusty: it would seem to be
everlasting in its suicide. These modified sexudliti es are the index of knowledge; this
redized; the dualities do nd obstruct with assciations that involve infinite complexiti es
and much educaion. Existenceis a ontinuation d self-redization. To crede value where
there is nore. By all desire being one there is no owerlapping nor the later necessty of
undesiring. Complex desire is the further creaion d different desire, na the redization
of [particular] desire. O Zos, Thou shall die of extreme youth! Deah is a disease of fea.
All is abakward walking-redized incgpaaty of volition: To walk towards thyself. With
thine infinite self multiplication o associations Thou knavest all things. Among sentient
credures human hirth is highly desirable, man desires emancipationliberation to his
primeva self. Remember! Didst thou leave the high estate for worse things? Man
beames what he relapses into.

" O Zos, though art fallen into...the incarnating ideas of women"

Cast into demoniacd moulds, human nature is the worst possble nature. The degenerate
need women, dspense with that part of thyself. Give unto her al thy weaknesses, it isthe
suffering half. Pain awaits him, who is sntimentally desirous. Be it thus: "Woman, there
shal be no vintage from our kises. In man and woman is thy 'being.' But | say, Thou
could'st creae this body anew. Awake! The time has come for the new sexualiti es! Then



would be occasion for greaer pleasures. To improve the spedes ye men must love one
another. This old illusion d righteousness has gained a future state wherein men labour
every douli. Thou art that which thou dat prefer. The see, the instrument of seang, or
the seen. Conscious desire is the negation d possesson: the procrastination d redity.
Make thy desire subconscious; the organic is creaive impluse to will. Beware of thy
desire. Let it be something that implies nothing but itself. There ae no dfferences-only
degrees of sensation. Provoke aonsciousnessin touch, ecstasy in vision. Let thy highest
virtue be: "Insatiety of desire, brave self-indugence and pimeval sexualism." Redization
is not by the mere utterance of the words 'l am I' nor by self-abuse, but by the living ad.
If the desire for redization exists in theg sensouows objeds will continualy provide
conveniences. Redization d this Self, which is all pleasure & will, is by consciousnessof
one thing in belief. To be the same is the difficulty. Thought is the negation o
knowledge. Be thy business with adion orly. Purge thyself of belief: live like atree
walking! Take nothowght of good a evil. Beacome self-adive causality by Unity of thine,
| and Self. Redity exists but not in consciousness of such: this phenomena 'I' is
noumena and reither-neither. Now thus is concentration explained: "The will, the desire,
the belief; lived as inseparable, become redization.” Truth concerns exaditude of belief,
not redity. He who has no law is free In al things there is no recessty. Becoome weay
of devising wisdom in morals. Many unseemly words have been spoken in self slander,
what more painful than that? For in the mud | tread onthee The path men take from
every sideismine. There is nothing more to be said. 'I'-infinite space

"The soul isthe ancestral animals'



Aphorism I1
"Morals of shadow, wherein the Arcana of Zos has no commandments'
Z0OS SHEAKS OF IKKAH :

Learing aside dl unred dreams, consider this world as insincere disbelief. Lo this day
savation has come. My 'l and Self' has agreed in belief. | would ask of thee thy
suppresd sdlf. Is it not the new thing desired? No man shall follow me. | am naot thy
preservation. Thou art the way. Asauredly, thy virtue is to be equally different. Thy
complaint is the cdamity: The hypocrite is always at prayer. Dost thou suffer? Thou shalt
again suffer, till thine | does not fea its body. Rather see&k and incresse by thy
temptations, it is but the way to intelligence Transgresson is wiser than prayer: Make
this thy obsesson. Thank ony thyself and ke silent. The mward's way is religion. There
is no fea-but righteousness Let this be thy one excuse, | pleasured myself. Brave
laughter-nat faith. Rewarded are the murageous for they shall pasd Thinel is envious of
satisfadion. Y et nore devotes himself to redity. Whoever leaneth much, ureaneth all
sentimental and small desires. This is the new atavism | would tead:. Demand o God
equality-usurp! The mighty are righteous for their morals are abitrary. Live beyond
thought in courageous originality. These hopes and feas are somnism, there is little
redity. Repent not, bu strive to sin in thine own way, light-heatedly: withou self-
reproacdh. One bemmes the thing itself or its credure. Judge withou mercy, al this
wedkness is thy self-abuse. Experience is by contrad. The gred experience Seduce
thyself to peasure. There is only one sin-suffering. There is only on virtue-the will to
self-pleasure. The gredest- the greaest nonrmorally. The origin of morality is obedience
to the ealiest form of government. In youth, al things have to obey their parents. O, my
aged IKKAH, loose this the navel cord, that my youth may pasd The most important
outcome of human effort is that we lean to become righteous thieves. To passsss more
easily of others for self-advantage. In this incessant glorification o work, | discover a
gred human seaet: "Do thou the work-1 my pleasure." As above so below, thisis never
sufficiently redized. . . .Remorse? Nay, do uro thysdlf al things, fealesdy. Findlity is
readied when ye have leaned to digest everything. What is all man-slaughter but what ye
have dore unto yourself? Only where there is necessty is ther deah. Dispense with al
'means to an end. There is nothing higher than joyous snsation. Eternal Self! these
milli ons of bodes | have outworn! Oh, sinister ecstasy. | am thy vicious ®f pleasure that
destroyeth all things. Distrust thy teader, for 'divine truth' has prevented better men from
wisdom. In such revelation there is no suggestion. Do thy utmost unto ahers: But be
surely what thouwilt: and keep thy belief freeof morality. Observe thyself by sensation:
thus know the finer perturbations and vibrations. This much shalt thoulean: To love all
men, for there will be compulsion.



"Which arebut living their...peculiarities by a mechanism"

Serve no man, hell is democracy. Think na the words 'l wish,' say not the words 'l will '
Resped thy body: it will again become thy parents. Fea nothing,-strike & the highest.
Ennu isfea: Deah isfailure. Go where thoufeaest most. How canst thou kecome grea
among men? . . . Cast thyself forth! Of this event, genius is the succesdul effort of
memory. Breg thy commandments, be lawlessunto all dogma. Revolt is the fertili ser of
the new faaulties. Knowledge and all evil wars read from previous existences that are
now fragmentary to the body and operate & disemboded astrals. The more distant the
credure that govern ou functions the more unusual is our manifestation d phenomena,
which are but living their physicd peauliarities by a medhanism. Retrogressto the point
where knowledge ceaes, in that law beames its own sportaneity and is freedom. If my
word has goken urto fragments, pushed aside marriage beds, and krushed ou old grave
chambers; if | ever rgjoiced in cdumnies, if | have murdered, lied, adulterated, robbed; if
like the weaher | spit on al things-is it becaise | remember, that of my belief-there is a
voliti on that will eth oppaite? For | love theg O Self! For | love theg O minel! Oh! how
could | fail to be ajog for originality in self-love? Never yet has procredion with ancther
beean satisfadory. If | have wandered into marriage with anything-there has been a
conspiragy of acddents: within and withou. And what will eth to self-pleasure- this out-
breaher of good taste, this conversion to urgodiness? | know thed . . .thou reavenly
necessty that compell eth chance to supersede the sexualiti es! For mine | is worthy of the
Self: and aone knows what is righteousness Verily, | tell you good and evil are one and
the same. It is but the distance thou hest readed. Will unto self-love - the unexhausted,
the procredive of ecstasy! Where there is life there is will unto pleasure-however
paradoxicd the manifestation. Where living things command they risk nathing but their
own law. This Self-love does not circumscribe nor promise but gives whatsoever is
taken-sportaneously. Thus | tead thee will unto peasure of al things, for they must



again change the tenadty to obkedience And this new name | give unto theg for all
acaisations: Not sinner, bu somnambulist. For he who premeditates, ads in his deep.
Having overcome the difficulty of obtaining a mae incarnation from parents not too
venered, one's habitation shoud be wandering among men: Employment, devotion to
Art: Bed, a hard surface Clothes of camel hair: Diet, sour milk and roats of the eath. All
morality and love of women shoud be ignored. To whom does not such abandorment
give the unknown pleasure? Again | say: 'In all things pleasure Thyself, for occasion
need na be.

Aphorism 111
"The Chaos of the Normal"
IKKAH SPEAKS OF HIMSELF:

| would coursel closed eas, for thase who contain the gred ldeas, have no opnions.
Who ddh knowv what his own subconsciousness contains? Still 1 ess his own Arcana
They are the grea who alow its operation by silence Of two things we have doice

degeneration a immohility. Out of the past cometh this new thing. Beaoming heaven's
daves-is me of pleasure begged again? Man strives for increase,-the monstrous world
of vague and mad Ideas is incarnating. Come badk, your goal isjail! Turn abou and you
arrive ..... This maddest of worlds. Daily is pleasure limited by the necessty of chegoened
fadlities. Onwards and ever more weay-till sleg-then badkwards. There is nothing
concavable that does nat exist, becaise the visionis feedle. In kegoing the right distance
from Things, is Safety. But how much shoud we gain? Experience is ignorance The
necessty of reoccurrence One thing is certain: we ae subjed to ou own moral laws,
whether we ae or are not aware of them. The desire determines, and nolater belief shall

dter it one whit. The highest creaions are those that harmonize the most incongruous
things. Art is the truth we have redized o our belief. The grea human fador in Lifeis
decet: Always the greder decever-self? The wrath is reveded against al that hold the
truth in righteousness Still are those shallownesses, who could know they hide a
universe? And tell me, what is it the obvious does not contain? Know much of life!

Shoud deah give you its eaet? Self suggestion-to will, this is the grea teader: not
dogma. To those of fixed Ideas, beware of suppressed evaauation. What the world reveres
most, trea with the utmost contempt. Consumption, evacuation, slegp: this labou suffers
of no variation for to-morrow we ajain procrede life. O, fod! suicide does not exist . . .
there is no deah. Dedh is change and for many very small change. Youwho stink like a
butcher's drambles-what is your daily menu? Become less carnivorous. If the food is
wholesome, the body shal not suffer. The difference between man and keast is one of

aqquisition, nd digestion. There is no lasting peaceye dernaly fall in love with the new
thing of belief. To the mental gymnast: your somersault returns from the placewnhere it

began. Slave! All you knaw for certain-you suffer. Embraceredity by imagination. From
birth is a degeneration d function-safe is he who rever leaves his mother's womb. What
is perfed does nat refled its caricaure. What is true has no argument-in that it is voliti on.
The workers of malignity own the Kingdom of Earth. What asses these teaders, prophets
and mordlists now appea! And through them what greaer she-ases we have beaome!



You would have prophegy? First tell me your sleging partner's name.. . . . . What once
evoked a mighty passon-is now repulsive; lest ye forget: sleg aone. If you yourself
canna be ungody-then nahing will convert you.

" All things are possible even in nightmares"

No neaer the goal for lifeis eternal. Which are more unclean: they who make aprofesion
of their morality, or they who prostitute? Life is aviscous charity from which germinates
friendships towards parasites. The necessty of a better life is intoxicaion bu more and
greder things than strong drink intoxicae. Thou hest become remote-l rejoice in thed
Who invented such things as vanity and humiliation? The higher the form of creaion the
more it habitates eath and the more it is conscious of body. Everything that is half
redized becomes the material of dreams; man has always badly mixed the dream with the
redity. He who transcends time escgpes necessty. The living Lord spe&ks: 'In disciplesis
my satisfadion.! A weay one aked: 'Is it nat written onthe sandals of the prostitute-
follow me? All undesirable things become morally feasome. Only the animal in man
dances . . . Hatred is life-the love of posssdon. He who can truthfully say-1 believe in
nothing but myself-in al things redized.

Zod-Ka Speaks of Ikkah

The ayss Self projeding from nonexistence the procredrix |, was the grea change and
the beginning: to extend the purpose of desire-for Time to make dl existence inexad-
those things kept ever vague. Thus was the will to operate unbegotten. One thing is
nominally, everything aternatingly desirous. That which isfirst desired is permitted, then
externali zed and taken away by a drcumlocution d beliefs becoming law. No knowledge



would seperate us from the virtues of non-existence but that for man-having become
involved with disease, all hisfoodis poisonous; his complete saturation is inevitable that
he may become ajain hedthy. Thus man will s by thowght. By the 'deah pcsture’ (A
simulation d deah by the utter negation d thouwght, i.e. the prevention d desire from
belief and the functioning of all consciousnessthrough the sexuality) [not for subjedion
of mind, bod or longevity nor any thing as such] the Body is alowed to manifest
sportaneously and is arbitrary and impervious to readion. Only he who is unconscious of
his aadions has courage beyond good and evil: andis pure in this wisdom of soundsleep.
Will to pleasure is the basic function undaerlying all activity whether conscious or nat,-
and whatsoever the means. Denial of this Self-love is disease-the cause of homicide; the
sufferings of part-sexudliti es and small things germinating. Knowledge of necessties is
desirous:-Deliberation is but a sorry disatisfadion-a first cause of illusions, harnessng
man to a mass of half-redized desires. Remember! O Ikkah, these present Ideas of
consciousness obtaining in senses and bodes, are transitory-are destined for usage and
other predeterminations-and unrecessary to wakefulness Will is transition; the painful
process of transmigration-the labour of birth of deah. Volition to supersede athing is
inability to redize the living Self. For whatever is attained is but the re-awaking of an
edalier experience of body. Man shoud most desire asimultaneous consciousness of his
separate antities. All consciousnessof 'I' is a dedine and vegetates good and evil afresh-
the ompulsion d limit and morality. From sportaneous norexistence, germinate dl
significant ecstasy-that shall last in the uttermost impossbiliti es uncondtioned to will .
Alas! what ornaments are grave-yards? The pleasure ground d self is contaa with the
living. The fod hastens to man with a mouth owerfull of new discoveries of power
subservient to will! What matters it that we have redized alittl e more of 1? Of beyondits
limits of possbility?




" Abandon thishaunted mortuary in a blind turning"

Note well! All things are possble even in nightmares-becmming, they are anecessty, an
additional boundary to memory-the further seperate entities of consciousness Remember
O Ikkah! Thoushall not ceae to be again what is denied-unto the end d conception: thus
man has constructed his sal. These sentient creaures and the beyond conceptionsin the
order of evolution were thou orce & they? O Ikkah, Thou art this present God-this
termite and many other things not yet domesticaed ar associated with thought. This focus
'I' cdled consciousness is unaware of its entire living embodments but aternates and
epitomizes their persondlities. What is'l' and the extent of its conscious habitation?. . . A
we& desire, a memory governed by ethics and ignorant of its own bodes. Therefore that
which is indeliberate is the more vital and is will: discarded knowledge is the sexuality
and becomes law. Thus entity exists in many units sSmultaneously withou consciousness
of 'Ego’ as one flesh. Verily, | say-the deliberations of many exist in living animations-
their consciousness $lit among a multitude of creaures but knowing only the more
important [?] incanationssWhat greder misery than this? Of others, thelr awake-
consciousnessis aware of more than ore entity and oliain ecstasy by saturable desire. O
Ikkah! Jest viciously! Abandon this haunted mortuary in a blind turning-by significant
courage. The 'I' surfeit-swelled is the end d compasson-the indrawing of sex to Self-
love. Fortunate is he who absorbs his female bodes-ever projeding-for he aguires the
extent of his body. Whatever is desired, predetermines its existence in endess
ramificaions miserably and evanescent: Self-love is the paradox of 1. Oh Ikkah Zod-ka!
Thy fiction d finality has prevented slegp and creaed eternity. O, invent soundslegy by
the utter ruin of cosmos! For impalpably and anterior to consciousnessall things exist....
With sensibility and rame, becoming its living simulation and thus it disappeas
invalving its consequent necessty. Reason has becme too sensible, thus desire has
beoome legerdemain mixed with dablerie. The soul, proudand Highted . . .isa avil war
of desire: thereof the necessty for medicine axd anesthesia. Man has made this
environment: the mind is now the belly of the sexuality. Thus | suggest to thee Self-love
and its own temptation to excess Verily, greder courage hath nore than to satisfy the
unexpeded desire by Self-pleasure. For this reason, that when the desire again reads, to
operate in the eo, the suffering shall be ectatic. How do | know? Not by farcicd
dialogue with Self but through contad with its unddations . . . are we not ever standing
on ou own vdcana? What is beyond man-something more dishorest or a further beast?
One thing is desired, anather is thought; and a different beaomes. Everything loved
obtains an obscene disease. These dream postures are ominous poplecy of thyself to
beoome-the obscure wish. O joy and woe! which is the higher morality-to love man while
being man o to reincanate & woman to fulfil desire? Deah is that degeneration, an
aternation d ego in consciousness|i.e., desire], its metamorphasis into separate antities
for that purpose: serving its own. Man's living virtues are those unfamiliar with names.
His absurd | is ever supralapsarian. Man has exhausted his courage by imaginations
engendered from the damned: Never can he satisfy what foll ows these repressons. Thou
who tremblest all over! Thy soul shuddersl Thou dat perish from the poison o
yesterday's armour and righteousnesd O incomprehensible synorymy! O thou who art
neither the vigorous kissof my twin sexes nor its writhings of hatred and Had shame.
Nothing is discovered o theeurtil | invented it: from the ceaelessresurredion o ealier



deliberations. O thou syzygy of my | and Self! Thou kecomest volatile to whatsoever is
sensed. Art thou the hidden wish for madness and hysteric love? O thou "untamed”
within, thou shall nat lose virtue-for thee I will not domesticate while generating. O
idiocy! where is that path where | may wander naked in frenzy, a trespasser against al
things reasonable? O time! saith goodand evil: 'Come, come! Ego, | come!’

" Laughing aloud, Zos answer ed"”

....... Knowledge done is transitory, the ill usion subsequent to 'l desire dl things.'
Eternal, withou beginning is Self; withou end am I; there is no aher power and
substance The ever changing modificaions and dversities we see ae the results of
forgetfulness misinterpretated by nightmare senses. When the Self again desires, then |
only and ndhing else shall remain. Permitting all things, whatsoever is imagined comes
out of it. Believe what you will, it has no compasson. The @mnndation Self-love is
applicable to all things. To it, al things are equal. The destroyer of devotees; lover of all
things unique. Giving overflow to all who are indifferent to wanglers, who jest at
doctrines . . . d emancipation in cdibacy and Mtuperation. | dedare this Self-pleasure
aloreisfreeof Theism; the disenthralment of God and the distradions of ego in the many
entities of existence | show. Ye who paise Truth thereby causing its necessty are
compelled to live differently. Out of this afterthought of belief-thrives this
somnambulating generation o undeasured fodls, liars and hamicides-ever bewil dered by
goodand evil. All has beacome inbarn sex, so complex 'am |,' that a succesgul awakening
isimpossble withou catastrophe. Birth is now painful, life adire necessty and deah an
uncertainty-except of feasome things. What further, O Ikkah, shoud a cesgpod of truths
contain? Nor truth, na women, na anything else once made objedive shall satisfy. They
who are ommitted to dactrines shal continue to move in this cycle of transmigrating
belief: degenerating beyond limits they dare not face and so al ow conception to exist of



itself from the imaginations 'l believe. What more disgusting? For | am all sex. What |
am nat is moral thought, simulating and separating. Imagined through forgetfulness ban
aslegp, whaose very esenceis vague, how can this world with such vapid antecedents, be
anything but unthinkable! What man prohibits and then commits will certainly cause
suffering, becaise he has willed doubbe. Born of complex desire, results of adions are
dual: multitudinous virtue and vce Credion is causeethrough this formula of readion
andis aservile believing-all this universe has come out of it. When by that unprohibiting
Self-love dl this cosmos is cetainly familiar and deasured, it shoud be pradised with
labour. But whois honest enough to believe this without relapse? Having renourced bah
good and evil conveniently, one shoud engage in spasmodic madness Renourcing
everything else take shelter in that Self-love, which incites the functions into the bald,
'freedom from necessty am I': virtue and Mce shall ceae. Sdf-illumination am I; the
procredrix of this universe. Indamitable in body: born o the bastard truth | made. When
the eyes are shut the world certainly does not exist. O chaos! is there no greder joy than
flagellation; the estatic paralysis that makes holocausts of withered souls; the hideously
pitiable aipples-"l fea . . ."? | assrt this Self-love to be amost seaet ritual hidden by
blasphemous Ideographs: and he who cdls, pronourting the word fealesdy, the entire
cregion d women shall rush into him.

What are lies-but mistimed events?
What istime but a variety of one thing?
What isal folly, but will ?
What are dl beliefs but the posshiliti es of 1?
What is all future but resurredion?
What isall credion bu thyself?
Why is all existence? Awake! Up! up,for thine own sake-
Self-love discover.




"...Something that hasresurrected from an archetype"

O sin, whereisthy violence?
O love, whereisthineincest?
O thought, where isthy courage?
O hope, whereisthy faith?
O Self where isthy humility?
O truth, where is thy mispronurciation?
Verily, Self-love doneis completel

The Sexuality and Sleep of Aaos

Aaos having redized a an ealy age that all systems of belief, religion and rituals;
consisted alone in their original value to their creaors; And were of the weay, to
incarnate pleasure by hope, control by fea; and to Deify by morals;, That cowards fea,
and must neeals promise pleasure of their sufferings, And they who hed experienced "1,"
would have you destroy its body; and pdential: Verily, Aaos redized that the origin of I,
was for pleasurable procredion . . . bt that things had been changed. Aaos then poncered
in his heat long over the geometry of the world of senses; and spake thus: "How far short
has redization fallen from original conception? Have we nat lived all things previous to
the event? What is any desire but all desire? but men get married and ndhing is
sufficiently arbitrary. | am the origin o all credion, certain it isthat | want not salvation,
[observing all the miserably diseased mob:] "O, grant that | may add to the world a far
greder suffering!” God is a preaocious credion d the Apes, something that must be
suppressed: Man must regain his sxuality. What is man-this feeder on dead bodes of
Self?. . . A mole, a canivorous plant, a disease of himself, a cnglomeration d-"it was'
and a caise, effeding the miscarriage of his desires-ever creding his future necessties:
What man knoweth the perturbations of his own fea? Verily, suffering isits own reward.
He who will ed, knoveth na his own dfspring. Man projeds a vague 'Self' and cdls it
truth and many other qualified names. Verily, once aThing is named it bewmmes
nothingness to its meaning. All happiness is an illusion and a sorry snare. All
righteousness is a dishoresty and all sin a pleasure. Asauredly, the courageous alone
sean safe . . . withou remorse. Man invented Self-pleasure but knoweth na his own
love. Everything was once abitrary. Yet they who spoke: their power has ended in
common sexua pradice-abnamal only with jaded appetites. They who krew were
rightly crucified, scorned, ignored and their mouths sded with their own excrement.
Have we nat forgotten more than we shall ever lean? Where is the magic to revitalize the
mouldering words? Everything is again eventually arbitrary! What is there to believe that
is free of belief? What is there to will that is sfe from read¢ion? Why is belief aways
incarnating? Though oft times nat even a sincere wish? Who among men knoweth what
he believes? Everything is true & some time. What is this undeasant Thing, necessty-
suffering? How originated pain? What is necessty-but condtioned belief? What is it we
eternaly desire and say, through dsease? Verily, diredly a man speaketh-he suffers.
What is Self and I? And all these myriad forms cdled credaion-all so esentialy like me?
Who can redize this Self-portraiture of al Things? Verily, the sexuality has no limit in



conception. Whither 1 would go, there had | long been before. Eternal re-occurence
would seem necessary to greder multiplicity! For what reason this loss of memory by
these bewilding refradions of my original image,-that | once made-and ou of which
spring the sexes? Godis born again o desire, cdl it by whatever name: this unmanifested
memory has no reme till belief incarnates. Hence it may be cdl ed,-the re-occuring sub-
divison d 'lI'. Everything becomes necessary. Man is subjed to hisown law: All elseis
an olscene jest and alie. Thus reasoned Aaos in his youth and went to sleep alone. After
a vilely repulsive nightmare Aaos awoke saying: "Quiescent are my depths, who could
redize They contain such criminal abortions of the @mwsmos?' What is all body but
materiaized desire? What are dreans but unsatisfied desires griving to foretell their
passhility in despite of morals? Lifeis but will, that has become organic dter satiety; its
further desires griving for Unity. Deah is that further will i ncarnating in body. The next
day Aaos Poke unto his growing bead: "Destroy O, my Self, these halucinations of |
am not by knowledge of pleasure." Thou mighty ecstasy that will eth Thy pleasure in
suffering! Make my consciousness redity of theein bod/! What is Self but Cosmos?
What is | but Chaos? Eternally creaing its pleasure, everything could become abitrary.
Whatever decet we pradice, the functions of the enotions are one; their expresson dual:
Time making multitudinous by denial. What is experience, but denial? What is the centre,
but belief? After along suspiration, Aaos oke doudto his'l': "Awake, my Self-love!
Leave this hou of cow-dust, | am al things to peasure. Too long have | lived the
nightmares of othersin my sleg . . .Arisel get forth and feed from the mighty udder of
Life. Thouart not a cow-herd, na grass neither cows no kine! But once aain, a aedor
of cows-who loves their breasts! Are nat all things cows to thy pleasure-whether they
would o not? And what is Cow? Is it not a fourtain? Didst thou nd crede God, teath
nature dl seaets and crowd the spaces with cows of desire, unknavn and manifesting?
Didst thou nd crede and destroy Woman?'

"Onceagain to earth”



Again Aaos Poke, bu unto hislidiesseye: "Behdd thou hary, white healed, thousil ent
watcher of night and day: thou deah-clutch onthe smallnesses of Time! This nether-
neither 1, shall transvalue ennu, fea, and al diseases to my wish. Deal is my misery in
suffering! How could it exist in my Zodiac, unwill ed? I, who transcend ecstasy by ecstasy
meditating Nead na be in Self-lovel Verily, this constant ecstasy | indraw from Self-
credion. By castrating 'of," my belief is balanced: my arbitrary automatism serving its
diverse self-pleasure.” Then Aaos meditated and murmured: "All things exist by me: all
men exist in me, yet who ddh na turn away from his own superabundance while
redizing? All desireisfor unity: thus my vision seeh through mine eas. Let my unity be
red ized sufficiently, thus dal my sexudity be mnvenient unto itself and escgpe the
conceivable . . . Where is lust when the tests wither? Verily these senses have afurther
pupcse beyond their own: thus dall thou sted the fire from Heaven. All things return to
their ealiest functions.” At that moment Aaos redized he was not aone; and a voice
asked: "Hast thou nofea?' Laughing aloud, Aaos answered: "Hidden from thy small
susceptibiliti es, monstrous enormities are mmited! On the day my wind Howeth alittl e
the @w-dust away-thou O fod, shat vomit hot blood at thine own prostitution and
incest. When thou knavest nat, the lust wills nonrationaly, the belief bindeth with
modest Ideas; the body is subjed and suffers. What man can prevent his belief from
incarnating? Who is free of filth and dsease? All men are servile to the grea
unconsciousness of thier purpose in desire. The | thinks, the Self doth. There is no
salvation from desire, neither day nor night does it cease its lengthy procreaion o cause
and effed: penetrating al things inexplicably. Endess are its elements and ndhing
whatsoever escgpes its embracebut its own Self-love. . . . Shodd | fea my I?" Aaos
lowering his voice uttered: "What further use shall | give my sexudlity? Verily it is
alway spe&ing for me! This I, nonresisting to the Self, becomes irresistible.” When the
voice had left Aaos went his way muttering and smiling: "Can it be possble that dead
wives resurred?' For he thought that-Woman was dead. With this refledion Aaoss
becane silent. Awaking from his Self-introspedion he spake doudto his body: "Man is
something that has resurreded from an archetype, a previous desire gone to worms. All
conceptions predetermine their degeneration a supersedure by degrees of mordlity.
Verily a new sexudity shall be mine-unecessary to degener ate or surpass To give it a
name, | cdl it the Unmodified sexuality; withou a name it shall be wnscious of al
desire: thus no ecstasy shall escgpe me. Its wisdom shall be dreams of Self-love vibrating
al the manifestations-| am he, who self pleasures non-morally."

The Dead Body of Aaos:
Aaos preparing for deah uttered in solil oque:

"0, thou inconcavablenessthat transcends human desire; thou magnificent incongruous
Face For millions of yeas thou hest not weaied of my body. What would Thy pleasure
be but for my wantonness?" "'l tead you the glad deah of al things." Thus gake my
knowing mouth. "My belief has creaed the more beautiful body and desires of rebirth.
Fea | the transvaluation cdled deah? Knew | not deah, when time was born? Arise, od



memory! And tell my consciousnessof this frequent experience-once ajain!" Then Deah
gpake unto Aaos. "No stranger, na enemy to me is Aaos, we ae too ancient friends to
come to blows. What hast thou come to take from me this time? What fresh associations
for thy new body? No self-denial has Aaos! Thou hast nat come to rap tables. To awake
the disemboded Astrals!” Aaos answered: "In my life my memory lived numerous
remotenesses which were once me. My belief reated associations that out-stripped all
morality and rationalism. My | chanced much with the Self: certain it is, | come not to
repent . . na seek awife. Yea my will conquered faith and sincerely laughed at every
righteousnesd No w that my individual consciousnessdislves, to saturate again with its
furthermost desires, to form the new body:-O mighty deah, remember at the time of
incarnating-my utmost immorality, my frightening madnesses, my jesting sins, my s atyr
caouses, my grotesque mncubine of chaos! Remember O deah, my frenzied longing
that has no rame [Oh, forget my first kissof love, now withered as a falen led]. Make
this my sexudity complete, al knowing, so that | may again procrede the lusty Self-love
inisolation!” Then Aaos ake unto the ferryman: "O time, of nothing now am | ashamed
to admit parentage. What | generate is future, body to become. | have leaned and
unleaned in equal labouing this universe. Hard has been my faith and denial. That
which is incomprehensible have | made,-have | impelled inwards to make seaure for
read¢ion. My knowledge is but the murmuring of a few words with ever changing
intonation and meaning. For | have suffered that which shall never be forgotten o
spoken: Thus much have | redized of Life. Where is fea when | impel procreaion? O
eath! all memories! solid, liquid, vapou and flaming! Old sentiment is my body,
germinating afresh: again to exist and change by the ammmand, 'l desire.’ The Alpha and
Omega of my wisdom is-glad suicide: it has become inevitable and shall be my payment
to thee Sted and pason are my friends. Sted for Self, poison for vermin-for myself
diseased. | will thisfruitful violence my deah kiss thus to redize my hyper-commands.”
With his belief firmly fixed, his full red lips smiling, with bright eyes, Aaos clasped his
sword saying: "Greder love hath no man than Self-destruction in peasure." No new
experiencefor Aaos! Andthus he died.

Deah is named the grea unknowvn. Asauredly, deah is the grea chance An adventurein
will, that tranglates into body. What happens after deah? Will it be more surprising than
thisworld? Could | say? My experience may not be the mommongace. . . Withou doult,
all shall experience the 'rushing winds that blow from within, the body beyond
perspedive, into cosmic dust,-till consciousness again develops. Deah is a
transfiguration d life, an inversion, a reversion d the cnsciousnessto parantage and
may be adiversion! A continuation d evolution. The coming forth of the suppressed. Do
you knov what happens to the body at deah? Exadly what changes take place? Well, so
it happens to your beliefs, desires, etc., that make wnsciousness for al things e are
incarnate desire, the unseen; Ideas of the past and future bodes.



The Death Posture

"The Death Posture"

From these the new body is determined and parentage seleded by the laws of attradion.
The wise man makes sure of his future parents and a male incarnation kefore deah.
Consciousness [for most, orly three dimensions] is not so definite a in life but to the
extent of your will in life, that much is your consciousness in deah. Deah is the
manufadure of life. A dream is a sore likenessof Life. Deéh is a sore dream of life. Its
period degpending on the perfedion a otherwise of the individual but closaly follows in
duration the previous life-till re-incarnation. Deah being a living nightmare of life, has
painful posshiliti es-in the degree of unified consciousness A ghostly world o 'perhaps
where dl the vague potentialiti es of desire, are incarnating. There is no women as sich.
Again | say, deah is the grea chance and there grasp where thou lest before failed in
body. If fate is life, then deah is the hazard to alter fate! A world where will creaes the
afterthought in its own image. For most, deah will hold mainly blank pages, bu were we
ever treded al alike? Study your dreansin thislife, it may help youin the deah paosture.

The Heaven of Aaos:



"All things are subjed to resurredion" thus gake smiling Aaos, onrising from the dead.
Then turning towards his shadow . . . ."I come! the dhanging word that destroys religion,
avortex wind that shall jest in Temples! Again! A reveller in the marshalled order of the
sexes, the mad anarch of desires, the wild satyr of wolfish kises! Once ajain to eath, O
Thouwhirlwind d desire, thou dunken breah of ribald lightning! My vampire chali ce of
ecstasy! Yea as my rapadous flame reaeth before theg thou escapeth from me with the
laughing whisper of thy wonderful pleasure! O, L.C.O' CS!! thou insatiable thirst of my
self-love, with nore but theewill | procreae!” "What now am | after resurredion? The
sinful despair of magic? | am the Iconcclast of Logos: The sun-satyr of Chaos! Thunder
and lightnings? Yea a vital gaiety to drowsy dust, to blase souls. Ecstatic laughter that
reverberates and awakens . . .| am the shuddering heights and suff ocating depths of ego,
dipping and becoming. Inconceivable women am |. A clouded vista of abyss wherein to
visit naked, my vampire Self. Wherein to write a eyptic language of my sexes, that | am
the Key. Wherein to belch forth venomous atmosphere towards the highest. Wherein to
drench my thirsted tongue on thy goat's milk; to battle with thy caaeptic kisss, to
swoon in thy consuming subtilty. O my mistress | am unuterably drunk striving thy
depths. | am the grea cypher of love and hete knotted. The sphinx surviving, never
sufficiently imagined. | am the grotesque refradions of form and Self. The bitter
purgative, cdled degh. A violence that out-lasts the morning. Moon turbulent waters am
I: the frightening bladk Albatross of unashamed women-where men are. | am the over
mature bressts of a dild: the virgin womb, hdden by nightmares. Constant in
metamorphasis, permeaing credion withou compasson. The unexcdled impulse that
has never falled. Yeg | am al these-yet never known. My kissis a sword thrust! For
whom, am |, this insatiable fourtain in the hot deserts? Only for theg O, L.C.O'CS!"
Thus sang Aaos, the blasphemer, throwing off his grave shroud. Going again among men
[for he pleasured in all men], he gave unto them his magic book, ramed: "Life and Deah,
the jest cdled love, wherein every man is a God, in whatsoever he will his belief." And
Aaos pased his way, muttering to his goatish bead: "What now is left al hopeis dead?
For | have buried my illusion and dishoresty. Thus my body is now all
inconcevablenesd O, God, whereis thine enemy?"

The Dreams of Aaos
Thel and the Arcanum

One day the time drew nea for the experiment and Aaos was watching the waters, to
make acana by arbitrary projedion into the utter void of his isolation. And this was his
wish-"In future my dreams shal interpretate themselves as will [i.e. readion].” For, he
reasoned: "Why not live alee al suffering?' Aaos had lived the preliminary ritual of
habit in the cespods and exhausted them in the mountains. Before projedion he prayed
thus to the waters:-"O thou |, vice versaemy God. | at least shall not be thy jest. In life
have redized passbiliti es not contained in heaven-amidst a wwardice inconcavable but
acomplished everywhere. | have made known [opening his book something that is
different to the muck of retouched phdography which men cdl redity: athough it has
been the evil habit of thousands of yeas. | have aeded art [lived belief] that surpasses
all evolved conception. | have incarnated that which I-need to rationali ze: Verily-not the



ever present portraiture of experience to satisfy the ovine: No obvious allegory of asses-
thinking God: No till -life group d empty battles and dd maids commongdaces: Nor the
gay-tragedy of song. But stange desires of stranger arcana. The law | make whil e thinking
God-and will smash and remake aain: so that | may commit every concevable sin
against its word. My utility has been-my pleasure-that alone is my service to man and to
heaven, in that | am the Goat." After his devotion Aaos prepared for the Deah pasture
and judgement. Awaking from the avful wrath-his teeh chattering, his limbs ivering
and denched with a cld perspiration, re dlowed the ague to exhaust itself and thought
thus: "Verily, | have nathing to forgive or repent . . . Alas! what feas this | but its own
condtions? Man will crede the faster moving body outside himself-always prefering
compulsionto the infinite posshbiliti es of freedom.

" Ados was watching the waters'

Alas! Alas! that which is ornamental reads its uselessiessthe symbad 'l was.' The
neaologue of love-is utility." Then rising from his couch and taking an ecstatic inbreah:
"Again would | die violently and jest at God." The operation having exhausted hm he
suffered this daydream: "The waters becane murky, then muddy, and movement began.
Going neaer, he observed-a phospharescent morass crowded with restless abortions of
humanity and creaures-like strugging mudworms, aimless and Hind: an immense
swamp o dissatisfadion; a desire smashed into pieces.” With hiswill , the dream changed
and he becane in a vast warehouse-cum-brothel. Redizing his wheregbous he muttered:
"Such is life, an endess svallowing and procredion, morally, man is a bastard." The



floor was grewn with drty clothes and candle ends. knowing the strangest women,
nothing was pleasing enough . . .so his attention wandered to the upper story. He was
cetain he had been there before by a staircase. But now, there was no essy means of
access He would have to climb whatever served. After much painful effort he managed
to reath and hang on to the balustrade of the upper floor. There, he naticed the store
contained innumerable strange dfigies and rew credaions of humanity. He struggled
further along to oltain an easy means of ingress thinking: "Where there is desire-there
shall be foundthe desired sleguing partner. What is true, is pleasurable Self. | have now
readed the sixth letter of the dphabet.” When suddenly he observed another and more
agile following him-who when reading Aaos, clutched hdd o him-shouing: "Where |
canna read, thou too shall nat ascend.” Their combined weight becane too heavy-the
balustrading coll apsed and they bath fell . . . Aaos felt himself falli ng asinto a bottomless
pit-when with a start he avoke, and after introspedion spoke to his heat: "Verily | have
falen in love with a new belief and kecome moral! This | refleds itself diff erently. What
was once eay- is now difficult. All refledions are radiated matter incarnating. Who ddh
know what his own still nessrefrads at the time of its projedion? Who would susped
afterthought withou consciousness? The I, to be self prophecy-withou a cnglomeration
of old clothes-is by a deliberation previous to will-to be noumenal; is anterior to time.
Forgive? [i.e. to free from consciousnesy. Yea a thousand times! so that the desire
bemme large and insane enough to self-will . How can memory forget-when we invented
readion? What is all bad memory-but morality? What is will but rea¢ion-impulsed from
the acédents of 17" Then Aaos remembered he had condtioned his redization by thought
of time and remarked: "So ends in the part sexuality-all ases magic that premeditates
time. Much thouwght destroys the nerve. The acana knows more than the | will s: and thus
shoud | have it." Then Aaos laughed aloud and spoke: "Up! Up! my sexuality! and ke a
light unto al-that is in me!" For he had-while cntemplating-eluded his | and krew he
would shortly obtain . . .Andthus he foundanew use for his righteousness

Self-Loveand Map Making

Aaos in his youth had many dreans, pleasing and aherwise; awake and in his dee.
Frequently, fragments of dreams haunted hm for many a day, bu they were of his
marriage bed. After his divorce he slept aone with his svord. Aaos, ornce dreaned he
was till aslegp, and this was his dream: "He had been exploring an unknavn courtry and
having returned, was busy making maps from his rough sketches and memoranda. He
was aurprised how fresh was his memory of every questioned detail, at the eae with
which his hand drew the mourtains and contours of that unknowvn courtry. His dexterity
becane too pgeasing and threaened an event long ceaed and then forgotten." By his
determination he avoke and was able to cdm the excited passon. He was consoled that
nothing had happened. Then he spoke to himself thus: "What new decat is this? Must |
be for ever solving the changing symbalism of the wretched morality-cdled 'I'? Do | till
need aloin cloth for my passons? Verily, to be done and map drawing is now an ursafe
art! Sleg?-This sxua excitement still obtains. Procredion is with more things than
women. The function d the sexuality is nat entirely procredion: stranger experiences are
promised than ever imagination concaved! One must retain-to give birth to will . Behald!
my Self-love, theel pleasure too well ,-to let slip into ather being!"



Aaos and the Undertaker

One dark night, learing the tavern more or less ®ber and wandering withou thought, |
arrived at a well ill uminated uncertaker's hop. Intoxicaed, | am aways curious of the
work in such places-so here | paused. At that moment, the doa was flung violently open
and five drunken undertaker's asgstants lurched into me. | objeded in a mild way, they
being numerous and | thinking that drunkards are lucky . . . But that any resistance or
excuses | might offer would be unsatisfadory was too apparent. They had reated the
quarrelsome state and | discovered-I knew these men too well! From argument to foul
acaisations [and what did they nat cdl me?]-came blows-1 thought it safer nat to run
away. Did | fight well? | know they did and with drunken humour dragged me into the
shopto puchase acoffin. Within, came recognition-Alas, too truly they knew me! From
then no quarter was given. That drunken fight among the dead and funera furniture was
hopelessfor me. | was robbed, stripped, spat upon, kcked and boundwhat abuse did |
not suffer? | think the humiliation and dows rendered me unconscious! But, | was not to
rest so easily-they soon lrought me badk to consciousnessfor worse things. . .And| was
told they had recently finished making my wife's coffin. They then forced me to view her
dea body. Even in my pitiable state, | thowght of the beauty of her corpse. Again, they
reviled me becaise of her: shewho,if | had na negleded her, would still beliving. I, the
whoremonger, betrayer of women, and arch-abnamalist. After much ather insult; they
told me-my fate. | was given the dhoice of being burnt to deah o buried alive with her!
Naturally my choice was to be done. But no such chance was to be mine. | was buried
alive with her corpse. With their combined weight forcing onthelid. | thought | was deal
[for did | not hea the rushing winds?] when doult crept into my soul. Then redization o
life dawned when | felt that cold corpse qushed against my body by the tightnessof the
coffin,-never have | redized such haror! With a mighty yell, my after suspiration bust
that overcrowded coffin into fragments! | arose, thinking | was alone. But no, sitting by
the crpse, amid the debris was-the devil grinning! To be done and Helf aive with the
devil is not awelcome anti-climax ... Then he spoke unto me: "Coward! where was thy
courage, even against drunken enemies? Ah ah! Thou lest indeed will ed peasure! Who
has the power, Thou a 1? What medicine for the dead Gods! Thou wretched scum of
littl eneses-hed thy gaping wounds, thou art more fitted to pray than to prey." Much
more did he utter, till my very eas closed. With a body torn to pieces, crushed in every
part-what was | to answer? My silence @mpelled hm again to spe&: "Hast thou no
complaint?' In a mighty rage-for this was a worse goad than all my ealier suffering-I
answered: "Curses, nd ke your passessons.-1 will pleasure. Do your utmost! this poar
thing my body you will again replaceé” Then | fought the devil and kehdd,-I becane
aone! What happened? I, in my miserable plight, na even my tedh left-how could |
have aonquered the devil? Did | beaome asuccubus? Perhaps-1 becane the devil ? But
this| know-I did will pleasure. Andfrom this day shall smileinto al men'sfaces.



"Tzula"

Then Aaos awoke and murmured: "Belief and desire are the great duality which engender
all illusions that entangle the senses [i.e. sexuality] and prevent free will. What is all
accidental suffering but reaction from dead loves now become diableries. How much are
we sensible of body? Yet the composition of the body is its relationship between
consciousness and all creation. Without doubt | am now an-undertaker!”

The Death of Tzula

In his sleep Aaos one day met his sister Tzula and learned she was thinking of marriage
and she questioned him thus: "My most loved brother, what is your opinion of entering
marriage? | would be guided by your experience and cunning on sexual matters. My body
is weak from desire and suffers a horrible restlessness that surprises my habits of
virginity." Aaos answered: "What cause is there for astonishment? This life force acts and
invents from itself; even when the usual channels of expression are open. How much
more so-when closed and the nature non-moral? With deceivers, one may well promise
and not fulfil for this end, that with a double will there shall be satisfaction without the
labour of birth. Resist not desire by repression: but tranmute desire by changing to the
greater object.” Tzula answered: "Alas! this dreadful thing of desire seeksits liberation in
willing opposite to all my efforts of conciliation: Cannot marriage be my emancipation?"
Aaos answered: "O my sister, must thou become ever smaller from thy small desires?
Oh! renounce half-desiring, much better is it to marry the evil. For thee my sister, | wish
no marriage but the marriage of the greater love. For | announce, the day to come, yea it



is nigh, thy absorption in a male incarnation. What is nature but thy past will i ncarnated
and removed from consciousness by its further desires? The relationship still li ving
provokes the involuntary purpose-thy oppasition to which causes disease, and is but
resistance of the | to the Self. Bind thy desire by attention onThy love of desire-lest it
whally runs away. Prevent thy belief from incarnating through this consciousness of the
ever present greder desire. Forestall the inclinations of desire by this and nd by other
means of exhausting desire. Neither abstinence nor over indugence necessarily destroys.
Verily, my sister | would have thee amale incanation." Then he becane slegy his gster
bewming dim and the dream more meaningless till he felt something that made him start
with haror-awaking he percaved someone leave his couch! Aaos sizing his swvord
gnashing his tegh, trembling in every limb, and with ghastly visage, shoued: "Alpha and
Omegal Thou thyself shall throttle that which thou wouldst surpass” And swung his
sword which struck harribly . . . Then shaking the perspiration from his head he muttered
to himself; "Verily! again am | the pitiable morali st, the drowsiest of watchman. Sisters
were ever decevers! All virgins are fodish; What does their virginity matter?' Then
clasping his svord again he went to his couch and tried to rest but no slegp came, urtil
daybre&k: for he wondered who hs sster was.

The Butcher of Those Who Follow

In a drean, Aaos one day crossed the border line and wandered into the flat courtry
towards what seemed, in the half-rain, a deserted hegp o ruins. Arriving closer to the
city, there issued from it a dreadful stench acampanying agonizing groans. Entering the
gates Aaos foundit avast daughterer's abattoir; an endess siambles of dying bodes tied
in saks. The bladk mud d the streds was dgreaming blood, the cana houses
bespattered-the very atmosphere pulsating agony; the grey sky refleding its red. Holding
his nose and stoppng his eas Aaos walked on .. . Then he paused and hs frightened
eyes watched the work of slaughter and he observed that every victim was arealy
beheaded, bu not deal, that they were sheg and being bled to deah. As he watched the
mass of writhing corpses in that foul Bedlam of deah groans- made more loathsome by
the ribald jesting of the slaughtermen, the scene became more vast, more heahenly
impossble, when he naticed towering before him a giant shape with gory sheepskin used
as loincloth, who, with a shrill voice shoued: "Woe unto you that seek this awful placeof
satiety. | am the guardian named Neaobiosis, in arder that there may be mohility!" Then
seang Aaos he laughed hideously, and addressed him thus: "But why cometh Aaos in the
close season? Thou dd dodyer of Time, thou eye winking at all things! For thou canst
will | ove in that which is most repulsive. Away O Aaos, Thoutoo art an arch-slaughterer
of sheep. " Then the giant gave an awful grimace ad turned his badk, snapping his teeh
and hawling like adog. Becoming larger and larger till of cosmic vastness thus he
disappeaed. When Aaos awoke, he muttered to himself: "Beyond time there is a
sensation as of awaking from the utmost impaosshbility of existence from the mad dreans
we cdl redity; the stupidities we cdl will." Then Aaos arose to fill his lungs with fresh
air and have the good d motion.

On the Announcer of Great Events



One night, Aaos dreamed he was mournfull y labouing his way uphill, through an endless
ruin o cities. The streds were a taos of debris-the ar heavy with the stale stench o
damp charred wood and mouldeing refuse. Nowhere saw he asign o life-The sky was
dea and lreahless Stumbling along till his body sicken ed. Weaily he paused to rest
and looking down, ndiced the litter of a manuscript. Stoopng, he dose the neaest
fragment, and this was what he read: "l too was once amighty pleasure garden o all
things that enchanted the sense s; possessng men and women of every desirable form and
nationality. All the hidden tressures of nature were exhibited with art and cunnng
acddent. No desire awuld be ungratified. . . .What am | now? A putrid messand dust of
dea habitations. An empty wine skin destroyed and gone rotten! O, stranger, what is the
cause of my desolation?' Aaos, sitting down, mused long to himself: "When the very
ground teneah ore's fed collapses, what is aure? What chance of escgpe- but fore-
knowledge? Would the study of grammar, or corred pronourtiation d language, save
one?' Whil e he was thus meditating, suddenly he was afraid and gave astart. For beside
his $hadow grew another shadow. And when he looked round,there stood kefore him an
illuminated youth who said: "Awake Aaos, This orry ruin thou didst cause by thy greaer
love. All these pleasures were but dreams, which awoke too violently. What is all
sexuality but the infinite synonyms of Self-love; self creaed and destroyed? These
pleasures now dead, suppressed their own antecalent indugence by afterthoughts of
women. All original thought, once suppressed becomes volcanic." Aaos, winking his eye,
answered: "When asleq, ore shoud procrede in barren soil ?* at which they both smiled.
After they had surveyed ead cather, Aaos arose and left the youth. Surmourting an
eminence he seached the sky long, urtil he observed the faint glow of the sun struggling
through the mists, he spake thus. "Abstinence from righteousness by total
indiscrimination, keames limitlessiess O Sun! like theg | too will kissall things and
deq alone, so that they propagate my ecstasy!" Awaking Aaos remembered his purpose,
and spoke to his heat: "The acana of desire [i.e. Self-love] would be satisfied with nore
but its origina Self-by the unique. Thus my morality taught me by dream symbadls. Asin
life, so in sleg-al things have asexual significance, hidden by righteousness Hereinisa
mystery and the means to will . What is al humanity but one's own forgotten deli beration-
bewming restless? The unexpeded bark of adog shoud nd frighten. Neither is medicine
taken by pronourcing the name of the remedy. Verily, in the time of caadysm it is too
late to pick the right word."

TheDream That Came True
One night Aaos was pleasured with this dream:

In his ealy youth, he met a beautiful maiden-famous among men who krew perfedion.
She was everything desirous, even to her name. He becane her lover, and krew her . . .to
be true. But an evil voice spoke unto him and he doulted her, believing the voice-becaise
it was of one he had made his friend. In youth-like rage he cat aside his lover and
wandered into marriage of every kind, withou satisfadion. Then the evil voicedied. For
yeas Aaos wandered restlesdy seeking, but never finding his lost love: thinking they
were both in Hell. Then in his utmost weainess and despair, he thought much more
deeply; and at last redized that the drean was the time for magic. Andthen hewilled . . .



With the new moon his wish was materialized and again he met his first and only love.
Thelir hearts being still virgin, Aaos spoke unto her: "Out of Chaos have | awaked and
found thee, O beloved. Death itself shall not part us;, for by thee aone will | have
children." And they married and were ecstatic thereafter: for in their ecstasy he noticed
Death smile. Aaos then awoke still living their ecstasy, and breathing heavily, spake to
him self thus. "When the thing desired is again incarnated at the time of ecstasy; there
can be no satiety. ONE! we now part. All things are possible with the original belief,
once again found. The belief, simultaneous with the desire, becomes its parallel and
duality ceases. When ecstasy is transcended by ecstasy, the | becomes atmospheric-there
is no place for sensuous objects to concelve differently and react. Verily, greater will has
no man than to-jest in ecstasy: retain thyself from giving forth thy seed of life." Aaos
rising from his couch-threw away his sword and exclaimed aloud: "Now for reality!"



