Annotation by the Black Glyph Society:

The Diary of a Devilworshipper was written by Ryan Anschauung of Auckland,
New Zealand, born 1979. Like all Diaries, it is highly subjective material in places
meaning something only to its Author, yet the entries given are seldom arbitrary, the
Author using each as a demonstrative example of magical growth by explaining the
deeper meanings and connections in a separate narrative.

This Diary would have enabled greater perspective not only of how the Author felt
at certain times in his youth, teens and adult life but also helped him to understand what
others go through at similar times in life [i.e. Archetypically]. It is a chronicle of the
concepts that one can expect to meet with on a satanic journey - concepts that are
generally formed in a linear fashion owing to the biological pre-disposition of the brain
and the rites of passage within social trends.

The Author begins with an examination of his earliest recollections of Satan as a
small boy and recounts the events that lead to his practice of Devil Worship. Later, with
the growing ability to make increasingly subtle mental connections, more advanced
philosophical and political forms are adopted; Satanism, Buddhism, and National
Socialism for instance with each form lived providing further insight.

But it takes time and talent to sift through the forms available that cater to many
different stages of mental growth to get to any real kind of Gnosis [Understanding] and
there are many traps and demons one may encounter that can stall magical potential and
real-life growth. Most people become interested in Diabolism and the Occult only for a
short time as a means of rebellion and self-understanding, separate from the dominating
rule of parental and authoritarian figures. And most of them fail to develop any real occult
power or knowledge, abandoning the passing phase to pursue a career or surround
themselves with material substitutes, succumbing to the illusions the world has to offer.

The Author of the Diary at various stages failed too, again and again in his attempt
to unearth the Occult keys of power. But where his experience differs from others, is that
ultimately he did triumph - recording his overcoming of the limitations that beset him.

The records take the form of a diverse number of styles of writing with equally
diverse content - the author drawing on Scientific, Psychological, Sociological, Religious,
Magical, and Meta-Physical disciplines throughout his entries. The subjects include
essays on Lucid Dreaming, Dream Interpretation; the Authors involvement with White
Power/National Socialism; the use of Jungian analysis & Psychology that helped the
Author change his negative perception of his parents; Inspiring stories of overcoming
alcohol, smoking and drug addiction by will-power alone, Encounters with demons both
real and figurative, Revelations of the Magical connections between the Psyche, Art and
Writing, Treatises on Black Magic, the Ouija Board, Voodoo Dolls & Sympathetic Magic,
Superstition, the Occult, Time & Space and the Matrix, Rare insights into the secret world
of Satanism and much, much more; couched within a staggering array of personal
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discoveries carefully written in the rare spirit of self-honesty, self-discovery and self-
revelation of what really goes on in the psyche of a Satanist.

The Black Glyph Society is proud to present The Diary of a Devilworshipper as a
definitive journal of magic from a phenomenological and individual view; unparalleled as
a guide to black magical mastery.

~ Oto Anorha .: TBGS ~
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FOREWORD by the AUTHOR

Dearest Reader:

I am a Modern Day Satanic Magician and this is my Diary.

From an early age I have been disillusioned with the Christian God and have looked scornfully
upon the Religious Zealots that practice hypocrisy in his name. Certain experiences that I shall
recount led me to scrutinize the Christian and the feeling that something was very wrong with the
world began to grow in me. I came to see hypocrisy was not restricted to stuffy Christian
moralists nor did the reach of the Church stop at the gates of the houses of worship but spread
ugly, distorted tentacles into every realm of modern life. To counter the sickness I saw in a world
ruled by the Christian Empire I decided to enlist the help of God’s greatest enemy and set out on a
quest to find the Devil.

I began my quest as a young man fascinated with Satan. But although a penchant for casting
spells, summoning demons and satanic worship took up a good part of my early life, over time the
quest became something more, it became a spiritual War. The older I got, the more complex my
involvement with Satanism became. New questions began to arise in every direction. I attempted
to answer them and found myself stepping out of the simplicity of the chalk pentagram and into a
vast array of decidedly “un-magical” disciplines such as Theology, Politics, Philosophy and
Science.

Throughout my journey I was determined no matter how far the madness of the Occult world
took me, no matter where I had to go, or how I had to do it - to find the answers to the world
around me, to understand why the world was the way it was, and to storm the gates of Heaven
with the power to challenge a Tyrant. I never imagined that my search for answers would take me
so incredibly far or lead me off into so many different directions.

Today I look back on my notes and see the many stages of growth I could never have hoped to see
until now; the differences between biological and magical age, the obstacles I have encountered
that helped shape who I have become, the many varied characters that I have met, and the various
states of mind that I have held from the ages of twelve to thirty.

I put this Grimoire together with the intention to help counter the Church-based, demonic-
philosophy that would see the potential black magician unconsciously wasting their time dabbling
with forms without power. When I got into the Occult I was deluded as to the nature of the
powers I could attain. I wanted to be invincible, time-travel, astral travel, have ESP, move things
with my mind... Ifound none of these things where they said they would be. Although I am very
much a realist, the powers I developed through my training in alchemy, sorcery, Traditional
Satanism and the occult are powerful, formidable and as dark as the magic of any necromancer. I
help teach these principles part time through the Temple of THEM, and I will teach them to you




too over the course of my triangle of books by demonstrating how much a person can change if
they have the courage to face themselves.

The Diary combines the appearance of an ancient arcane-styled Grimoirum with highly functional
contemporary insights into the world of Satanism and Black Magic to aid all aspiring magicians. I
have illustrated it with my own artwork and with the sigils of my Dark Angles Codex. It is
intended for anyone involved to some degree in the practice of becoming a genuinely Satanic
Individual and who has the potential to grow beyond the 666’ers of this world, beyond a stage of
pentagrams and useless pretense, and transform into the formidable First Human.

The aim of these Diaries is a scale of seven degrees that operates by gradually increasing the level
of intensity and complexity of its writings from book to book. It does this via archetypal
exploration of different characters unified in one man; seeding real experience regarding the world
of Satanism in the consciousness of young people such as myself. It is exactly the kind of Grimoire
I'd have liked to have read when I was starting out on my journey.

Taking the type of person (with potential) that exhibits pseudo-satanic mantras (that I have
been) from scratch - and introducing them to a massive variety of increasingly difficult concepts
intended to awaken lasting (and hopefully permanent) alchemical changes takes time, just as it
took me time. Too much, too fast and the points made go over ones head. Much must be broken
down for the average person plagued with misinformation and unreal expectations of Satanism,
and in ways that I see fit, it has been and will be broken down.

Although any one of these volumes can be read independently, the first three form a deliberate
magical and organic triangle of contrasts allowing the processes of Change to be recognized. The
book of Azazael is relatively simplistic in its themes and acts as a gentle introduction to give the
reader genuine magical understanding of the role of Azazael-type personas in the growth process
when its contents are contrasted against the second and third books that develop increasingly
complex characters and themes from this original base.

This book has been made possible from the written records I have kept over the years of my
exploits as well as from memory; it is thus limited in the wondrous things I have seen, felt, and
wish to share and as a result, not everything here is wonderful and not everything wonderful is
here. However, I am confident that these records may be of use, interest, and insight into the dark
world of Satanism, and to someone, somewhere, somehow, as a key to Know Thyself ~




Acknowledgements:

In Sinister Solidarity, I give thanks to Owy, my beautiful Mistress, Lover and sinister Twin Sun. 1
cannot count the times your wisdom and Chaos have shaped my path, nor do justice to the way
your Love holds me and helps me to grow beyond myself. You have always been with me & I hope
you always will be. May I do you proud by our path now and forever. Luci, my once-friend and
Alchemist; your guidance was invaluable and your friendship a torch that shone my way in the
darkness many times. I will never forget our good times. Dale, for proof-reading the Diary and
offering constructive criticism that encouraged me to perfect it. Christine, who helped to edit vol 1
and for her invaluable criticism and commentary. Vaughn, you are the only man I know younger
than myself that I look up to. Your encouragement meant a lot. Nethnine, you may be lost but you
are not forgotten. Thank you for your guidance and wisdom. Sor Terrosa, your secrets of black
sorcery have well fed the Serpent, thank you for the lore, the dialect and the unforgettable
changes. 1 am indebted. Aevea, no doubt you would laugh at the seriousness of these
acknowledgements. Congratulations on building your pyramid of skulls, and shout outs to the
RHCP and to TOOL on your behalf. Denise, Andrew, thank you for the encouragement, your
support and your friendship. Eusebius, May a degree of the successes borne of my Satanic spirit
belong to you. Through you I turned toward myself, and for that 1 AM. Lyceus, thank you for
aiding my quest and my understanding. Thank you to all members of ONA group. To Ixaxaar of
Finland, who hosted my Sinister Tarot and many of my creations. To the Czar’s of the Tempel ov
Blood who shared with me many secrets of Wamphyric Lore and Astral Magic. To Natalie, the
Black Rose. To Sepniphar. To Carl Jung. To my Family both magical and blood, and to the
countless who in some way companioned my Journey or contributed to my understanding. I hope
this Diary serves someone, somewhere, sometime and helps break the cycles of stupidity that
reign supreme. My everlasting thanks to Satan, whose word is CHAOS.




Tablet of Contents

ANNOTATION Pg. 1
FOREWORD Pg. 3
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS Pg. 5
TABLE OF CONTENTS Pg.6
INTRODUCING AZAZAEL Pg. 8
CHAPTERI ~ In The Beginning... PAGE 15
a) In the Beginning Pg. 18

b) Turning Point Pg. 19

¢) Two Worlds Collide Pg. 20

d) Dabbling Pg. 21

) Occult Atmosphere Pg. 24

f) Mvimaedivm Pg. 26

¢) Hype Pg. 31

h) The Episode of Judas Pg. 33

1) Aftermath Pg. 40

j) A Psychic Snapshot Pg. 43
CHAPTER 2 ~ The Pent-Entangled Goat PAGE 45
a) Invocation to Lucifer Pg. 45

b) Down Pg. 46

c) No Sanctity Pg. 46

d) Minion Pg. 48

¢) E-mails: Necronomicon & Nethnine Pg. 50

f) Azazael to V Pg. 70

@) Truth Vs Truth Pg. 72
CHAPTER 3 ~ Memoirs 2003 PAGE 78
a) Breaking the Crystal Pg. 78

b) Examining the Crystal under a Black Light Pg. 79

¢) Giver of the Crystal’s Beauty Pg. 79
CHAPTER 4 ~ Building Character PAGE 82
a) Shoplifting Pg. 82

b) Bomb Scare Pg. 85

¢) Throwing Stones Pg. 86

d) Boat Trip Pg. 87

e) Break and Enter Pg. 89

f) Psychopath Stalking Pg. 91

@) First Acid Trip Pg. 96

2) Bad Karma Pg. 100
1) Witches Pg. 101

j) Rocket-Fuel Pg. 104
k) Alcohol Pg. 106




1) Prophecy Pg. 109
m) Trust Pg. 110
n) The Circle Pg. 111
CHAPTER 5 ~ Building Character (2) / Sing a Song of Violence PAGE 113
2)Vs Con Pg. 113
b)Vs Tasman Pg. 114
c)Vs Todd Pg. 114
d)Vs Daz Pg. 114
e)Vs Don Pg. 115
f)Vs Standing Guy Pg. 115
2)Vs MSK Pg. 116
h)Vs 2.50 Pg. 117
Vs E Pg. 119
CHAPTER 6 ~ Outroduktion PAGE 123
a) Utopia Pg. 123
b) Mad, Mad, Monkey Pg. 126
c) Untitled Pg. 127
d) Imagine Pg. 129
e) Men in Black Pg. 129
f) Something for the Peace Pg. 130
CHAPTER 7 ~ The Worldly Parallel of Artistic Metamorphosis PAGE 131

[All names bave been substituted with that of Demons to protect the identity of the
characters mentioned within.]




INTRODUCING AZAZAEL

“For my world and personal views would change a thousand times before I found my
Self" 2»”

“Summonarium”

In Judeo-Christian Scriptures, ‘Azazel’ was an Angel who sided with Lucifer in the War

on Heaven. According to the Scriptures; when Lucifer was defeated Azazel was cast out
of Heaven with the other insubordinate Angels and chained to rocks in an obscure desert
on Earth to await the Final Day of Judgment. It is said that Azazel hopes to regain his
lost throne after the passing of 100, 000 years.

It was dogma such as this that heavily influenced and spellbound me in my early
journey to become Satanic. I took the name Azazel as a pseudonym for myself and
lengthened the spelling to include the character ‘/E‘, a symbol that I had always found
aesthetically pleasing. Taking the name of a fallen Angel for my own was a typical
example of the fervent adoption of religious and mystical “Occulture” that I indulged in
from the ages of twelve to nineteen without ever really understanding the significance or
meaning of such symbols and writings.

Up until 1997, I had been making a name for myself as a Devil Worshipper in the world
without the aid of a computer. Internet, Inter-what? Some of this is detailed below, yet
beyond those experiences related I discovered the possibilities open to me with
electronics in the form of personal pages and websites. By taking the name Azazael and
assuming other assorted demonic monikers over the years, I hoped to make an identity
for myself ‘on-line’ as well as off of it. When I did, my world was suddenly divided into
two paradigms, one external and physical, the other internal and mental. In the
wondrous internal dimension of the cyber-world I experienced a new kind of freedom
where I was able to indulge in shape-shifting, anonymity, chat and search through a vast
library of resources. I quickly realised that I could feed my online personas with aspects
of my real-life activities, and likewise, flesh out my real life with the fantasy-reality of my
rapidly developing, cyber-based alter egos. It was not long before I got lost and confused
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about which was which. The more I added to the personas of Azazael online, the more I
became those demonic personas and identified with Azazael, and the less I recognized
myself as a single personality. If the internet had blessed me with unlimited powers of
creation to invent, it had also cursed me with a weapon of dangerous self-destruction.

As Azazael my mind was easily manipulated. I lacked the aspect of ‘Self’ as do most
young people and was at the relative mercy of my environment - shaped and channeled
by my peers, influenced by the values and whims of others, and told who [ was and what
I liked. With no discernment of what “I” really was or wanted I was angry and confused.
I wandered through the world trying to piece together an identity, assembling the most
attractive bits and pieces of other Wanderers ideas into an Ego-Armour thick enough to
cope with the demands of reality and shield my precious “I”, but diverse enough to be
elastic and endure different sets of conditions. If such a thing had a name it might be
called “Tolerance”. But despite my attempts to build the armour, I was no less confused
about who “I” was, seduced by one explanation or identity after the other, not yet mature
enough to break free of the cyclic process of trying to be someone or something else. In
creating other personas to explore myself and discover the identity “I” wanted I adopted
personas as costumes; and in trying each on for size to see if it was ‘me’, “I” found it
increasingly difficult to function. And this ‘Azazaelian’ state of mind is a ubiquitous rite
of passage traveled by all would-be magicians, essentially an exploration of as many
forms as possible searching in blind idiocy for the answers to ones existence from others.

The need for independence, for instance, and thus the emergence of an attitude of
rebellion, generally occurs between the ages of 12 and 14. For a potential Satanist, it is
during this age that the crudest anti-disestablishmentarian ideas develop that represent
a basic negation of social values, i.e. moral perception is simplistic and there is a clear
division of the world into black/white halves with attention fixed upon basic opposites to
the current ruling regime of Judeo-Christianity. The concepts adopted are often chosen
for their shock value and anarchic flavour because such concepts are rebellious - they
empower the individuals separate state of being, or act as an escape, from what is seen
to be a parody played out by others playing roles and pretending that life, and its
purpose, is both normal and mundane. Most persons who get into some kind of black
magical practice early in life still have the magic of childhood instilled in them. They
harbour an un-jaded view of the world as an exciting mysterious place, but the clash
between that world and the world which adults have created, where children are told
they must eventually go, forms a fundamental difference in perception of the world
between the two groups that cannot co-exist. In all cases, an individual is outnumbered
and must pit a single will against the will of millions. Little by little the resistance of that
individual is eaten away until that individual ceases to resist the Real. The Real is a
conceptual construct that posits what is experienced by our five senses is the most valid
state of being — unfortunately, belief in this concept is open to abuse from those who
impose it. When that individual is forced to become what they resist, i.e. an adult, or
adopt someone else’s view, [usually that of an authority] - deep resentment is generated
at being forced to conform. Because it is often dangerous or detrimental for an individual
to openly defy authority, the resentment is pushed down and cloaked or results in the
venting of frustration via an obsession with themes, such as, Death, Devil-Worship,
Black Magic, or Satanism. This reactionary escapism is often perceived as making a
defiant stand against Authority — yet it is Authority that created and Authority that
maintains, the idea of dualism in the first place. Hence, perceived practice of evil or
rebellion does not defy, but is in fact ruled, controlled, and dictated by the System itself
and forces the individual into a convenient role for persecution — if you are not with us,
you are against us. If you are not a Christian, you must be a Sinner. But this will be
covered more thoroughly in Book II and I digress.

In the realm of Black Magic it is often useful to borrow metaphors or terms from sources
such as Psychology. I shall now aim to represent a psychological foundation for the ideas
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I have encountered: but I must impress upon the reader that this theory and the use of
its constituents may lie outside of conventional Psychology. It is important to address
this theory now however, for Psychology has its roots in Alchemy, Alchemy is a highly
relative notion to these books because of its emphasis on Change, and part of Alchemical
Change involves knowing thyself. I will give a crash course in Psychological terms and
concepts and then relate why I believe suppression of the part of the psyche called the
Id, personified and demonized, gave rise to the origin of Satan, to Demons, and to the
concept of Evil.

Our minds, when being formed, are protected from psychic harm by a container called
the Ego. The ego is a vitally important function of our total Psyche that stores for us the
unique, stable set of conditions we each live by, with our actions motivated toward
keeping those conditions just right or in ‘homeostasis’. It is also the aspect of us that
generates our sense of control and security over our behaviour, thoughts, and
environment. When the ego is first formed it is malleable, elastic in its growth and able to
take on new ideas and information, but as it reaches maturity it hardens and becomes
brittle and resistant to change. For this reason, once set, the beliefs of people are often
unchangeable. Entwined as they are with their world-view, the ego’s protective
mechanisms, and sense of identity; the beliefs of a person are a hyper-extension of the
ego that can sometimes take control over the organism like an autopilot. Ego is the part
of us that will fight like a cornered animal to re-assert its view of reality if it is questioned
or challenged.

Another function of the ego is to act like a dam holding back a vast lake of water. It acts
as a division in our mind that holds back the contents of our animalistic “Sub-
conscious” or “Id”. The Id is a separate compartment of the mind that originally
dominated our Being. In order to have an individual sense of identity to separate us from
our previous animalistic instincts, the ego developed by repressing (blocking out) the
subconscious. The content and role of the Id is an on-going matter of speculation;
however it is best known for its capacity to act as a psychic waste-land ruled by
unknown dimensions; a primeval enigma that contains contents highly disturbing to the
logical, rational mind. It is a subliminal pool that contains among other things: our dark
secrets, wishes and desires, our irrational urges and impulses expressed without
restraint, intense anxieties and repressed memories of fear and pain, the surfacing of
which can be extremely dangerous to our fragile well-being. Our ego helps to deceive us
about our innate fragility and keep up protective illusions of safety, conformity,
normality, control, security and “Reality”. It essentially tries to ignore the Id and takes
great pains not to disturb it. Those in the field of Analytical Psychology (Qv. Carl Jung)
are painstakingly aware of the care that must be taken when allowing content from the
Subconscious of a client to emerge; and Psychopaths and the impulsive/compulsive
individual embody examples of the ability of the contents of the unconscious to interfere
in sane growth. As well as guarding against internal pressure the ego also helps us to
deal with threats from outer forces we face in our external environment. Because it is
subjected to enormous psychological and physiological pressures it is important that its
development is properly executed. If the Ego is damaged during crucial stages of its
development, it may crack and cause unpredictable leaks of content from the
subconscious to occur. A significant crack can enable a large flow or even a flood of
subconscious content into our consciousness allowing what is called ‘the Abyss’ in
magickal terms or ‘the Collective Unconsciousness’ in psychological terms, to be released
onto what we know as ourselves: the “I “ resulting in madness or severe psychosis. This
theory closely parallels our biological evolution.

Before we gained the level of consciousness that allowed us to recognize ourselves as
individual thinking beings separate from each other and the rest of the world, in fact
before we were “humanity”, proto-man was ruled by base desires and savage primal
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instincts. At some point in our evolution we were able to suppress our ruling animal
instincts long enough for Consciousness to arise. We eventually achieved a state of self-
awareness that allowed us to appraise and wonder at our own existence. This unique
state of self-awareness is referred to as the T’ in Psychology and has long been regarded
as the single-most fascinating achievement of the human organism. But the emergence
of the T came at a heavy price. In exchange for Consciousness, we had to forcefully
drive our natural, raw instinct of what we were (the Collective Unconscious) back from
the fore of our minds and forge a new artificial conscious collective agreement (the
Collective Consciousness) on what we wanted to be.

To help do this, over time our species created, and then instilled, Values, Group
Obligations and Right Conduct into and onto each other, further suppressing the raw
state of our natural being to further the aims of our artificial one — which was a mass
social form of indefinitely deferred gratification (having to wait for set conditions to arise
before one can gratify ones natural desires). So long as we kept our primal dark forces
[The Id] in check, we were able to get along with each other relatively well enough to
develop groups and societies — usually ruled by a few, who used fear, violence etc., to
enforce Law, Order, and instill conscious conduct.

Over a vast span of time, and as Consciousness spread, the majority of people developed
an Ego strong enough to contain the Id indefinitely, or productively released it via outlets
of creativity, dance, music, language, symbols, etc. A whole social matrix was built upon
the attempts to keep the subconscious out so that our new state of independence could
thrive and we began to cloak immediate needs and base desires within respectability and
glamour. Such glamour is artifice; all humans contain the Id and all Conscious human
beings are scorpions.] We also began to give names and labels to things to begin
dispelling fear. The more names we created the more complex the world became. Today,
there are so many names for things, and so many institutions to perpetuate more
names, that we have forgotten its original point as an exercise in control. Because there
are so many concepts and names and ideas that have been layered onto what really Is
apparently there [which is geometry] and nameless, there are now millions of illusions
that must be broken before a grasp of genuine reality can be achieved. Owing to the
hardship required to break free from such illusions most cannot help but be entrapped
by the deception of authority and the webs of the matrix.

But, those that made a religion of suppression were ill-prepared for the strength of their
new enemy. The Id or “Beast” could not be tamed and the forces of the subconscious
proved powerful beyond their wildest dreams. Although punishment was meted out to
those unable to hold back the advancing forces of our primal being as a social
admonishment to discourage others from releasing what was imprisoned within;
suppression did nothing to sate our desires and urges to behave naturally. While some
adopted the new Conscious collective agreement and joined the religion of holding back
their impulsive urges, some followed only in part by practicing its release in private (or in
public granted certain power); and still others refused (or were incapable) to suppress it
at all, continuing to embody our original natural state of being that sought instant
gratification.

Out of growing fear of the Beast to undermine our civility and our human-ness, we
denied the unknown realm locked away within us that frightened us for its
unpredictability, its cruelty and its propensity to erupt from the calmest human being.
Such a force threatened to engulf the conscious accomplishments of humanity in chaos
and destruction. In time, various Religions and magical tribes came to call signs of
activity stemming from the subconscious by unfavourable names. In effect - A war was
declared against the forces of ‘The Great Beast’, the opening psychic shot in a Mind War
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that would lead to all manner of dark masters/forces Named responsible for the horrors
that issued forth from people — various Monsters, Deities, and Gods, and of course,
“Satan”, all in a bid to control the subconscious. Other words crept in “Demons”, “Evil”,
and so forth that led to wide-spread persecutions to stamp out the Beast. It did not take
long for some to realize the power that came from interpreting existence for others... Yet
those who suppressed the beast the hardest were often those most afflicted by its
insurmountable power.

When the subconscious is kept under lock and key and an option to vent it/express it by
‘exercising the beast’ is denied; the expenditure of energy needed by the ego to hold back
subconscious forces grows exponentially. Without outlets, the repressed forces grow
stronger by the day until they grow powerful enough to over-run the defenses of the Ego
or shatter it completely causing psychosis. They manifest outwardly as unchecked acts
of raw desire, often many times stronger than when originally imprisoned, often
expressed as acts of sadistic cruelty, murder, torture, brutality, violence, blood-lust, war,
passion and rape. Or they consume the ego with a barrage of irrational emotions and
desires that drive the being to fulfill them or take out its frustration at being unable to
fulfill them in other, often destructive ways. The Ego can only do so much to hold the
subconscious back until it is eventually overwhelmed. The fact that our natural state is
one dominated by the Subconscious tends toward its favour in a war of wills.

No matter how emphatically the subconscious is repressed; like the metaphor of the
stubborn weed, the tendrils of the unconscious will keep returning, writhing forth again
and again into the fore of the mind in an endless struggle to choke the host plant into
submission.

By forcing our instinct underground we committed ourselves to a life-long struggle
against our very nature in order to maintain an artificial existence. The artificial
existence can only prosper under certain conditions: the most important of which is
suppression of raw unconscious desires. In the eyes of the Artificers (The Magian
Nluminati. Qv Book III) in our natural, uncontrolled state of being, humans are either;
terrifying creatures suffused with a brutal, primal darkness that has been called “Chaos”
that are too ferocious to tame; or frightened creatures too timid to work or help create
the matrix and further the Artifice. Pending on Environmental and Genetic Factors we
might be either — thus we are shaped by the Artifice as soon as possible.

Chaos is representative of the unconscious and is anathema to the Order that the
Artificers wish to exist. One may be reasonably sure that the Artificers were simply
those that excelled in disguising the Beast, who over time granted their base desires and
ambitions using deception and cunning — forming groups of self-interested individuals
that conspired to manifest their Beasts within using the forms and illusions of the
Artifice to conceal them. There is ample corresponding evidence within Sociology for this.
For example an individual who commits Corporate Fraud which relieves hundreds of
people from millions of dollars, homes and savings, is far less likely to be charged and go
to jail, than someone who steals a single car. Using the illusions of respectability and the
forms of the Artifice — the Beast is concealed. The Artificers support suppression of the
Beast in others via religion and politics for example, negotiating with others to defer
gratification by reason, cultural norm, money, threat of imprisonment or force — but they
do not support it in themselves. They use the subsequent meekness adopted by a
populace to rule it. This type of thing has been going on for a long time — and it is known
in Satanism as the Great Mind War. The Great Mind War is a fight between the Magian
to assert Artificial Forms based on original fear such a moral good and evil existing in
the world over the Sinister understanding of the world as Godless and dominated by
Chaos. This will all be covered in great detail as we progress through the books.
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However, because they fear Chaos so rabidly, the Artificers have deliberately fostered
great ignorance concerning Satanism and created a whole system of occult blinds and
myths intended to prevent any real magical Adeptship from arising in an individual that
could seriously pose a threat or challenge to their ruling regime. For this reason it was
extremely difficult to learn the Traditional practices of genuine Satanism beneath the
tame, safe, watered down version that is happily peddled commercially that misdirects
and controls the Beast by dictating the terms of its release. And the simple motives are
Jealousy and Greed. If everyone released the Beast or mastered its control as well as the
Artificers, the Artificers would no longer be powerful. Their power rests on maintaining
an unequal distribution of power. If for arguments sake everyone was suddenly as
powerful as everyone else: power would become mediocre and ergo, normal. All diversity
of forms within the matrix would fail and a utopia created which would also be mediocre.
The Artificers money, assets, lifestyles that set them apart would become commonplace —
and were this so, money would become obsolete because there would be no workers
willing to work, thus no-one to generate wealth, thus no socio-economic growth, no
creativity, no slaves, no masters, and no Artifice. Hence: to be powerful means keeping
power from others. The means to regain the power are within your reach, but you must
first understand the scope of what it is you must overcome, how the system of control
works, and how you can begin to set about facing yourself in order of break free of the
cycles of lies.

Understanding the creation of the Matrix is the first step to regaining control of ones
Being, hijacked by the ego. Through practical and thorough magical/alchemical practice
or psychic exploration, the contents of the subconscious can be integrated with the Ego
to form a Super Consciousness, or Self.

The name Azazael represents the first stages of my life where I began to develop the
necessary mental faculties to question my existence. Azazael also typifies the seeker that
sets out on a well-meaning journey to find the Self and Knowledge only to become
disorientated and lost in one of the many circular mazes of the Occult world. Such a
journey often ends in despair or steeped in avid commercialism and spiritual denial.

Being Azazael was not an ‘A to Z’ stage in my life; I did not start being Azazael at twelve
and stop at nineteen. I sprouted and developed many such personalities in my teenage
years, constantly changing from one to the other like one might change their clothes,
and even now I continue to do so — with each personality or “skin” suiting a different
function of the totality that is ‘me’. There are however, vast fundamental differences
concerning the degree of control I have over these changes now. I, Tnepres Ra, am
whole*, while Azazael represents a fraction of several particular aspects of my young
personality in a state of extreme assertion and domination over the many others.

[*For reasons that will hopefully become clear, being whole does not mean one stops
learning or growing — rather it is one’s learning and growing make one whole...]

I hope by demonstrating my evolution from Azazael to Tnepres Ra with my Diaries to
allow others to recognize and identify their path within my own; themselves and/or their
views within my own experiences and enable consciousness, acceptance and remedy if
they are following the Pseudo-Satanic trappings that hinder and destroy the potential in
a rising black magician. Pseudo-Satanism is a safe, well-traveled path that prevents
genuine understanding and power from arising. Genuine Satanism is the way of extreme
black magick: a means to tear down the fragile restraints of the Artifice and
Consciousness - and integrate the Beast.
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Volume I may be considered a diary of how I gradually evolved from one ‘stage’ or ‘state
of mind’ to another — often by making many ‘mistakes’. The main theme is the practice
and philosophy of lifting my distortion from Satanism and in general. Or, to put it more
succinctly - how I worked through the deluge of misinformation out there and stopped
filling my head with shit. There are a lot of lies to get through, a whole host of unrealistic
bullshit abilities to debunk that a magician will believe they can achieve, and a hell of a
lot of demonstrations of the personal work to be done before I can even begin to relate
many of the black magical principles I have learned. This book provides the merest slice
of my many experiences as Azazael — it is only the beginning, and aside from the little
points it makes throughout concerning what I learned, what I broke down, how I
changed, it is part of a larger triangle of Change that demonstrates just how much and
how quickly a person can shed ignorance and escape the Matrix if they are willing to be
self-honest. The depth of this change will hardly be appreciated until all three books are
read in turn.

I have endeavoured where possible to keep my original writings and notes ‘as is’ without
alteration. I believe that above and beyond the surface appearance of what I have
written, there exists an equally important esoteric imprint of my psyche in how I have
written: a secret language that divulges and makes apparent the presence of the Ego or
the Self. For this reason too, in Chapter Seven I have selected a number of the artistic
works I created during the phase of Azazael to demonstrate my lack of understanding of
certain magickal principles, using illustrations that show my lost wanderings expressed
unconsciously through my art. This particular chapter is intended to show in an
entertaining manner for the reader, the actual moment of spiritual/magical growth in
Azazael’s psyche into the stage beyond.
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CHAPTER 1:
In the Beginning...

Pictured Left:

An image of Satan on my wardrobe doors.

It seemed everyday life had attained such an incredible
momentum that my days were over before they even began; a
repetition of random swirling patterns of Chance and Chaos as
night followed the footsteps of morning, reducing dusk and
dawn to fleeting glimpses of time through my disinterested

eyes.

I thought I was awake then, but time would tell a different story and cause me to feel as
though I had been dreaming forever. Something had been calling to me, and I had a
distinct feeling it was telling me I was in the wrong place at the wrong time. But then, I'd
often felt like that...

In the Beginning...

My childhood was mostly a silent one. I didn't talk much. Words and worlds wheeled
through my hand via my artistic creativity and my head in daydreams, and nobody else
seemed willing to imagine white unicorns in the forest, dragons sleeping under the earth,
or goblins too quick for old eyes to see darting around the house and the garden. But I
did, and the power of imagination seemed to belong solely to me. That I didn’t physically
see them didn't stop me thinking they were there. I fancied that all the magical places I
had read about in books were out there somewhere too: The Faraway Tree, Never-Never
Land, the Land of Oz, and later on as I developed an interest for 'local' Myths, Atlantis,
Camelot, etc. All just beyond my young horizon perhaps, but to me, definitely there, and
someday I vowed I would find them.

I must have read every book in the house at least three times. There were
always lots of books in the house for my mother was a collector with a
great fondness for them. They ranged from Classics to old hardcover
comics, Atlases to Dictionaries, novels to old tin toy magazines, children’s
stories, to adult literature. There was always something new to discover,
more knowledge, more fuel for my imagination, or a fresh vision that I
hadn't seen before with my mind’s eye. And it seemed that each time I
read a book I would become armed with new comparisons with which to
explore the possibilities of other books. The books I read expanded my realm of the
imaginary to encompass all manner of subjects: the Phantom Tollbooth showed me that
tricks could be played with words and numbers; Animal Farm by George Orwell
introduced me to politics and the magic of talking animals, but perhaps my favourite
world to immerse myself in was Alice’s Wonderland, a dizzying myriad of Occult concepts
that astounded me and instilled my young head with the very plausible question "Why
not?" well before I was to feel the weight of the mundane world weary my innocent
fantasies and demand “Why?” I once read about a both humorous and profound concept
called ‘L-Space’ invented by the author of the ‘Discworld’ series, Terry Pratchett. Inside a
library on Disc World, a phenomena existed which posited that all books were contained
inside one another in a dimension called ‘L-Space’ and that every book, Past, Present
and Future contained the potential for every other book ever to be written. L-space did
not conform to the laws of physics and warped the dimensions of time and space to
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make all books possible: a magical concept I found to be of astonishing intrigue, and
somewhat disturbing because it might possibly be true. It coincided with my view that
inside this world lay every other world ever imagined and ever to be imagined, a view that
later allowed my speculation of the possibility of both Heaven and Hell. Fundamentally,
I needed to believe that the world my senses told me about was incomplete. Believing in
ideas like L-Space gave me grounds to reinforce the idea. The underlying theory of my
choice of perception of the world was never to discount other theories lest I lose
something magical. My perception of the world was often fanciful because it was
necessary for me to escape to an imaginary world in order to survive the real one. If my
childhood, teenage years, and adulthood were seen as stages in history, my childhood
would have been the Dark Ages. Nevertheless from the stony silence of my childhood I
would pull a magnificent sword; the Artists Brush, and wield it as might a king a golden
scepter.

Like a crow collecting shiny treasures, I stole from each fantasy world I
encountered to decorate the real one. I used others Beliefs and Cultures to
enlighten, enrich and encompass my own. Ancient Cultures and History in
particular fascinated me. I read many books about them, hoping to
someday find a key that would unlock the mysteries of the world around
me. Later I conceded that finding such a Utopia would have been a
thankless task, because my view of the World back then needed mystery.
It thrived on it, breathed it... and without it would have died.

I was the eye of a hurricane of magic and reality. As a young boy the two worlds melded
effortlessly and I slipped from one to the other unable and unwillingly to separate the
inexplicable entwine. But as I got older the amalgam threatened to separate into two
isolated spheres as the two worlds fought one another for dominance over pragmatism.
One by one the elements of my magical world were challenged. And though the knightly
ideas of my imaginary realm fought hard and valiantly, each battle with the external
world left the internal world littered with the corpses of the fantastic. I was hardened
with each death, and as my army of make-belief diminished I was threatened with
extinction.

The threat came directly from the Matrix/ the Pattern — the ‘Machine of the Perpetual’
that thundered by with the weight of the world behind it, crushing all competition of
creation and laying to waste my chance to escape from a world in which I felt obsolete.
An impending howling tempest of terrible magnitude: the din of the imminent confusion
and chaos that is ‘World’ that children are temporarily ignorant of, was fast approaching.
Though I would not know when I had been thrown amongst the whirling debris even as I
listened for it, my later development of writing would enable me to slow the event of the
carnage down for others to recognize it had happened to them too.

Young and impressionable, I was susceptible to suggested beliefs and un-challenged
input. My upbringing didn’t seem Christian per se, i.e. we didn’t go to Sunday church or
read the bible, or observe any religious holidays other than Easter or Xmas, or say grace,
but anytime I asked my mother what religion we were she would state firmly that we
were Christian. My earliest recollection of Religion is of attending Sunday school at the
age of five. It was a nice enough looking place from memory; high ceilings, wooden pews,
stained-glass windows, white linoleum floors and big grey-blue carpets, but cold. There
were lots of kids my age and via the instruction of adults we sang hymns about the
'Lord'. I don't really remember much else. I made a Paddington Bear sculpture out of
Plaster of Paris and painted it. And then for reasons unknown to me, [ was taken out.
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Primary School was where I first took conscious notice of Jesus Christ. There, the lovely
parents of one of the students made it their mission to ‘get God into us’. There was a
‘Christian Story Time’ organised before the School day started where either one of the
parents or some other guy read passages from a Bible to the class. The guy confided to
us about how he had been in a gang and a big street fight with car aerials used as
weapons to show how hardcore he had been and then said that Christ had saved him. I
used to look at the colourful pictures in his Bible and wonder why I wasn’t Christian —
why none of this was familiar to me but at the same time felt so uplifting. The parents I
mentioned played guitar and taught us the words to Christian songs. They gave a prize
to the kid who read out the Psalms the best to reward our interest. They always seemed
so cheerful and happy and bursting with energy. It had the effect of influencing me to
compare my family’s demeanour to theirs. I might have believed they were the perfect
people because of their Faith, had I not witnessed an early glimpse of what went on
behind the scenes.

A custom of my Primary school called ‘Calf Club’ required parents to park their cars on
the edge of the rugby field in order to transport calves, goats, and sheep to the occasion
in the hope of winning a ribbon or prize for the quality of their animal. Passing the back
of the aforementioned parents van on my way to a cold drink stall I witnessed the
usually cheerful father of the boy, red-faced and angry, lecturing his son on his
behaviour in public quietly but pointedly through gritted teeth. When I turned my head
to note the source of the noise he noticed me, stopped, and sort of smiled at me. I kept
walking. Needless to say it spoiled the illusion of their world and family as being
absolutely untouchable and perfect as they posited it. But I put the incident to the back
of my mind almost immediately as if it had never occurred and I kept wishing I was a
Christian.

My siblings, my older brother and older sister, were Christian for a time, probably
courtesy of a ‘kindergarten ambush’. I colorfully referred to them later as 'Christ
Junkies'. My sister wrote 1 Love Jesus’ all over her belongings and school books. She
prayed, sang ‘cool’ songs about the coming of Jesus, and hung out with a bunch of
converts. She seemed really happy and spoke to me at length about the ‘changes’ in her
life since converting to Christ. Something happened to dispel the illusion for me of her
newfound faith bringing ‘Truth’ and ‘Everlasting Joy’ though. So seeing my sister and her
friend rejoicing in the Lord one day, it came to pass that the subject of ‘Speaking in
Tongues’ was brought up. Gathering the concept of ‘Tongues’ from their excited chatter,
on a whim I stood in the center of the room muttering and speaking scrambled nonsense
to them. I don't know why I did it but from the way they reacted, a truth hit home.
Something was wrong with all of this. They truly believed I was talking tongues, that I
was spiritually possessed (and at the drop of a hat too), and they had jumped about on
the bed screaming "Hallelujah!" or something to that effect. I seriously questioned the
validity of their Faith. Even as a kid I knew some things weren't right, even if I couldn’t
explain them. Couldn’t they tell I was making it up — that it wasn’t miraculous holy
fervour at all? Why couldn’t they tell? To finally see what Christianity was all about I
began reading a Bible. I don't know what Edition, Old, or New, just a Bible. I must have
been reading it for months. If I skipped a page, I felt guilty and re-read the entire
chapter. It felt like I had to do it right, but I didn't know why. It certainly seemed to
explain the mystery of the World — right down to its Origin and its Meaning. Thinking
back, it’s no small wonder they and others seemed ecstatic and overjoyed to have the
World and everything in it ‘explained’ in this manner. It expounded a finite end to the
confusion and suffering in life one was supposedly enduring. And in my brief stint as a
Christian during college, I too, was uplifted into rapturous states with a ‘Bible’ that
claimed to answer all my questions and All Questions: Yea the Great Simplifier of Life.
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But eventually after many Psalms and Miracles, I ventured into ‘Revelations’. Revelations
was the beginning of a momentous new path for me: because it was where I met Satan.
For all His magnificence, God never seemed to me to have as much glory or lure as
Satan. God had Heaven: a place of peace, purity, paradise and angels. Satan possessed
Hell: a fiery pit of torture, evil, suffering and demons. Although at the time I believed I
wanted to go to Heaven, I was spellbound by visions of the Great Beast with Ten Horns
arising from the depths of a bottomless Abyss to destroy everything in its path. The
sheer romantic force by which the Christian concept of ‘Satan’ entered my world was
similar to the force by which He would later leave it, with many of those romantic
aspersions cast well aside. The omnipotence, the power, the charm and the enigma of
the character of The Devil had marked me and left me curious to know more. Soon after
I finished the Bible, I began to draw. I had seen things in my dreams and needed to get
them out. Suddenly the visions in my head were shared through my hand.

I have a lot of love for naturally beautiful things, Clouds, the Sun, the Moon, Stars,
Storms, Rainbows, Stones, Shapes and Colours etc. and I drew them into the drawings I
made of the visions from my head. I would start by selecting a theme or object; a wizard
for example and immediately get a sense of the shape of a wizard in my head. After the
preliminary sense of shape, I would add detail to the picture using my imagination. It
was not long before my artwork improved to a considerable degree. At the age of ten, I
painted a three-page painting of a black horned shape with fire all around it. When
questioned, I told my mother it was The Devil and immediately she was angry. She told
me to burn it, that it was Evil, and that I would bring harm to the house. I had worked
hard on it though, and was very reluctant to part with it. Instead of destroying it I
secretly took it under the house and pinned it on the roof. It seemed only minutes later
before my mother came out and asked me if I'd gotten rid of it. Either I said yes or I said
no, I don't recall, but she saw it and started yelling at me, scaring me by asking me if I
wanted Satan to come and kill everyone I loved, because that was what would happen if I
worshipped the Devil. I gave her the picture at her insistence and I never saw it again. I
don't know what she did with it, but her fear at the painting got me thinking later on in
life when I was studying superstition.

The painting marked the beginning of a downward spiral into the Occult
world. I found myself drawn to books on ghosts, werewolves, vampires,
witches, and magic, but they were not easy to find. At Primary school I
read everything the little library had to offer on the ‘Dark Arts’ then
returned to books by Roald Dahl, and other writers who fascinated me
just as much. I learned much from the writings of Dahl. I recall being
given a werewolf book as a kid that gave me terrifying nightmares for
weeks on end after reading it. I woke up frightened after being chased through dark
woods and torn to pieces by huge, humanoid wolves with glowing red eyes and sharp
teeth. I actually told my mother and her boyfriend who came in to investigate my
screams to burn it. But I think I'm slipping into a reverie. And I haven’t yet mentioned
the turning point whereby I came to call myself a Satanist.

Do you want to know why I became so passionate about being a Devil Worshipper to the
extent I was? I offer this explanation: After I turned twelve I was again into God as a
Belief system. I was not religiously obeying his laws or reading the Bible, but I did believe
in Him, and I did turn to him for help, and only when I really needed it. And the one time
I needed Him most, He failed to be there.
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Turning Point

Eight years ago my friend Simon came to school crying. No one could get near him and if
they tried he told them to piss off. I must have a gift. It seems I can get close to anybody.
I asked Simon what was wrong and if I could help. He kept crying but through his tears
he told me his Dad was dying, diagnosed with cancer and told he had only three weeks
to live. I was shaken by the seriousness of the news, and knowing I couldn't do anything
to help or console Simon only made things worse. Still, I did the only thing I could. I told
Simon I would pray to God for him; that God would make it all right (I truly believed it)
and then I left. That night for the first time in my life, I asked God for help.

I rolled onto my stomach and clasped my hands together. I didn't know what words to
speak or whether to actually speak the words or just think them, but I figured from the
power that God held He already knew what I was going to say and I just had to say it.
These were not my exact words, but they are close enough: "God, my name is Ryan. I'm
sure you already know who I am and that I need your help. Simon’s Dad is dying, and
Simon is upset. I'm only young, God. I don't know what I can offer you that you don't
have already, because you have everything. But I ask you to save Simon’s Dad. In
exchange, you can have my life, God. Please save him. I know you can do it. And I'll be
yours forever, God, I promise. Amen". After the prayer I went to sleep. I think. What I am
about to tell you may seem impossible. It's only because my conviction that it happened
is so strong that I am not ashamed to share it.

Later that night, I woke up. It was a dark night and I don't know what time it was.
Looking straight ahead at the foot of my bed I saw an oval-shaped blue-white light.
Amazed I scrambled closer to the foot of my bunk and peered at it. It had a face. The
face was an old man at first, then a young boy, and then a baby, and it was smiling. In
an instant I knew it was God. It was a very bright light, but the room wasn't lit up, just
Him. After a while I got out of bed and walked over to the bedroom door and shut it, part
of me thinking the apparition might just be an effect caused by the neighbour’s lights. It
had no effect on the light. I walked around the light and went over to the windows. The
curtains were open and I waved my hand over and around the edges of them but still the
light didn't move or change. I shut the curtains, and it was still there.

I tried to wake my brother who was sleeping on the top bunk, by anxiously whispering
his name. But he wouldn’t wake. As I returned to my bed, sat at the end and looked at
the light, the most incredible feeling of peace came over me even though I was terrified.

After a while I climbed back under the blankets and went back to sleep. In the morning I
had completely forgotten about it until a few weeks later when Simon's Father passed
away in his sleep. When that happened, something very powerful grew inside me. It was
the feeling I had been rejected. I had offered God everything I had to give and still He
had let the man die. I felt so helpless and so incredibly angry too, for what was I worth to
God? The Creator who was supposed to listen to me, be there for me and help me
(according to the Bible and all I had heard) - apparently not much.

That night, I prayed to God again (but it was not the final time).
This time I cursed him for what He had done. I told him that I had
offered him all I had, but if that wasn't enough and if He wouldn't
answer my prayers, then perhaps His enemy would. I ended the
prayer with "Fuck You!" and the same night I prayed to Satan. I
told Him what had happened and that I had been ignored. I vowed
that I would follow Him if He would have me, and asked Him to
teach me. I also asked for something as proof of our pact, I asked
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for rage. When I awoke, I felt inside me an intense and implacable hatred for being cast
aside. The malice I displayed from that night onwards when dealing with Christians, I
wanted to believe was from that gift of Satan. From then on I sought anything I could
find on the Devil to pay homage to my new Father, to worship Him: and after learning
that the Pentagram was popularly associated with Satan, I began drawing Pentagrams
on everything.

Two Worlds Collide

It was not until I started college that my two worlds of magic and reality
really started to collide. College, the factory of conformity was a nightmare
for me. Up until then, I had been struggling to comprehend the events in
my life with a limited grasp of the ramifications. With no one to discuss
them with, I had no one to challenge their authenticity; and by the time I
got to college my mind was hell-bent on belief in Satan.

This belief, coupled with my shyness, exposed me to ridicule and bullying and served to
isolate me from my peers even further than I already was. I earned the nickname ‘Devil
Worshipper’ and was constantly taunted with it, but it did not bring the glory, fear and
admiration I had previously enjoyed among my primary school friends, but scorn and
derision. The shock of the transition of leaving a little country school that had never had
more than forty-five students, and thrust into a college of over fifteen-hundred was
horrific.

My un-informed dress sense, my awkward demeanour, and my views combined to make
me pretty unpopular. I did manage to find a niche with some of the other unpopular
students however and sometimes a few of the cool ones too- so I wasn’t entirely
ostracized. I learned a lot of lessons at college. Unaware of the golden rule of ‘No
Snitching’ I informed a teacher about a student who had threatened to bash me. He
caught up with me one day when he thought there was no one around behind one of the
form buildings intending to kick my ass. If I recall clearly, he showed me a knife.

Luckily for me, a group of seventh formers were eating their lunch on the form building
verandah when I rounded the side of the buildings, and when I refused to leave their
sight eventually he went away. [ avoided him afterwards the best I could. I kept my
mouth shut too, after that incident; a brilliant realization dawning that despite a
Teacher’s optimistic promises to be able to protect a student from bullying it just wasn’t
the case, and any time I was alone, there would be no one around to help me but me. At
any rate he seemed to lose interest and I just kept out of his way. Looking back I think it
interesting that the ones with a penchant for violence always seemed to find me
something of a threat.

Finding it increasingly difficult to take the hatred of so many people on so many levels,
I'd run after a careful selection of the taunters. Of course such chases must have looked
ridiculous, but therein I still had will to power, after-all they were running from me. One
such chase was observed and followed by hundreds of students, ending with a huge
circle of them surrounding the two of us. The intent was to let me catch him. The guy I
was chasing was talked into stopping and turning around to face me, calling my bluff
with others saying I wouldn’t do anything. With literally hundreds of people standing
around, my rationale was that they would all be witnesses to any violence and not in my
favour. While I genuinely felt like changing my image of myself and actually trying to
punch him I was under strict instructions from my mother not to cause trouble at
school. This confrontation on the inside and outside angered me, and I felt like a
coward; but when the numbness of being an outcast set in I really only noticed the few
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die-hards that tried to aggravate me. One incident involved a comment from behind my
back in detention about my personal hygiene to which I replied by turning around and
trying to stab my pen through the boy’s hand. He jumped up, and so did I, pushing my
desk over with a flourish and then tearing around the room trying to catch him, throwing
desks out of the way to do so. That day I literally saw red, a haze of red, and if I'd caught
him I think I would have violently stabbed him if not tried to kill him.

In another incident during a mathematics class [ had an altercation with another guy
who together with his friend constantly made snide remarks about me. I endured this for
almost a year. Then one day, sitting in the desks in front of me, they turned around to
look at me, gave me a cheesy grin and said something under their breath which brought
them a fit of laughter. Having something of a bad day that day I leapt forward and
stabbed the prime antagonist in the shoulder-blade with the point of my steel compass. I
was then engaged in a fierce argument with the mathematics teacher over my refusal to
leave the classroom and go to the office to report to the Principal, during which I
punched him in the stomach and ended up with him dragging me out of the classroom
in a headlock, my feet barely touching the ground. By that point I'd had enough of trying
to be good for my mother’s sake and was tired of putting up with other’s shit so I began
to retaliate. My life then became replete with tit for tats like this.

But at the age of around fourteen, despite these clashes of Reality Vs Magic, Me Vs
World, I was on a mission to worship Satan and such incidents just ran parallel to that
worship. The first College I attended had a massive Library and I began to find
substantial information on Witchcraft, Satanism, and Black Magic. But I came to realize
that these were just commercial books: sensationalized reading with no real value to my
vow since any understanding I took from the books was sooner or later challenged. For
all the symbolism and theory of magic I absorbed — there was little I could do with it
other than pretend I knew more about it than others. If they weren’t afraid of the Occult
to begin with, then I found myself powerless against them. I needed to find darker and
deadlier things to read. Something that actually gave me power. I began trying to find
literature that would give me more idea about what I was actually studying. But this
proved much more difficult than I had imagined for I had not the slightest idea how to go
about educating myself on things. My search was focused narrowly on simply finding
more glamorous ‘Occult’ books and rather than History or Science or Philosophy, I
discovered Voodoo Dolls, Rituals, Curses, Symbols, and Divination. At the time, these
things were all very well in theory, but I still needed some actual experience with them. It
was about this time I started making and using Ouija boards.

Dabbling

The Ouija Board is a device used to speak with the dead. Its simple
design allows many creative variations, but its common elements are a
board inscribed with alphabetical letters and a wooden pointer which the
Spirits are expected to possess in order to move the pointer to letters and
spell out messages from beyond the grave. I first became aware of the
Ouija when I saw my mother using one when I was quite young. On the
dining room table she had set up an Ouija board simply by using
Scrabble letters and a glass; which was basically an arrangement of the twenty-six
letters of the alphabet in a circle with a glass in the middle. By candlelight, she talked to
something that I could not see and I watched in absolute fascination as the glass moved
from letter to letter. During a lull in her conversation with the unknown conversant, she
warned me that speaking to the dead was a dangerous practice. Sometimes the Spirits
were angry at being summoned and could harm the speaker, or cause physical objects to
be thrown about, such as a glass across the room, (Spirits that did this were called
Poltergeists). About half an hour into the fascinating ritual I was asked to get a can of
Coke from the refrigerator. I went to the Kitchen took one out of the fridge and proceeded
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to open it. As I did, it began fizzing like it had been shaken, but instead of the liquid
running down the sides, it streamed straight up and onto the ceiling where it formed a
shimmering puddle for a strange amount of time. A few seconds later it came crashing
down in a sheet. At that moment the glass my mother was using was launched across
the room and into the wall. I don’t recall much else, but the atmosphere became very
panicky; the candle flames flickered madly, casting eerie shadows on the roof. Even now
stripped of feigned pretension and hungry for the essential truths — I still remember the
coca-cola puddle on the roof. Maybe Mum tried to scare me or add weight to her warning
of Ouija and launched the glass herself. Actually, I don't know how my Mother made the
leap from using Ouija to being scared of my drawing of Satan, and I never cared to ask.

I recall another experience years later in which I directly experienced the power of Ouija
myself. On an evening in 1996 some friends and I were using an Ouija board down at
our local Hang-out ‘The Bridge’. In this particular case I was using a piece of Plexiglas
that I had shaped like a pentacle in woodworking class for the pointer and a heavy
wooden Ouija board I had decorated in a similar fashion to the design mentioned below.
It was about 9:00pm. We had just taken off from Gomorrah’s place in his car when Jaziel
suggested we do a Séance, which is what most people I knew called an Ouija board
session. I agreed, and we pulled up into a small flat area between two, large trees and
parked. Gomorrah set the car headlights facing us to illuminate the area while we used
it. T lit five small candles and placed them on the board. After a few laughs and a
cigarette we each sat down at a different side. We each put a finger on the pentacle and
took turns asking for something to "Talk" to us.

Jaziel, Damien, and Gomorrah didn't get a result and accused each other of moving the
Plexiglas. But when I took my turn to ask, by coincidence the wind started up. That was
enough to make them uncomfortable. I continued the Occult atmosphere by asking for
my "Ancestors" to come. The Plexiglas began moving around on the board and we all
looked at each other. Nobody was smiling. Even in times as tense as this my humour
came out to play. As the tension mounted, I told the guys I had summoned one of my
witch ancestors, a Warlock burned at the stake named Xavier’, and that he was "coming
through" but I was desperately trying to stop him by means of an Invocation.

Suddenly there was panic. Jaziel and Damien were terrified and jumped up waving
their arms and yelling about shadows in the trees behind us. Gomorrah freaked out and
made a hurried attempt to start his car. Incidentally, it didn't start. I was inwardly
grinning with glee at each of them building up the atmosphere for the others by their
respective roles, deliberately or not — it was perfect.

I continued with my 'Invocation' while Jaziel and Damien panicked and begged me to
leave it alone. There were two things that made me do so. One: when I looked behind me
I could also see a number of tall, horned-shadows flitting quickly amongst the trees.
Two: the Plexiglas pentacle now had a bubble inside it that it didn’t have before.

Not sure what was going on I blew out the candles, put the pentacle in my pocket, threw
the Ouija board under my arm, and jumped inside the car where Gomorrah was cursing
and swearing because his car wouldn't start. Eventually though, it did start and we
drove off at high speed towards Riverhead Forest. We talked about what had happened,
but not for very long. Gomorrah seemed spooked by the whole thing and told me to get
rid of the board and to shut up anytime I tried to mention the Ouija session again.
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I threw the Plexiglas pentacle out of the window as we drove. That night we spent a cold
night sleeping in the little car by the side of the road. In the morning I destroyed the
Ouija board at Jaziel and Damien’s insistence and much to Gomorrah'’s relief.

Experiences like these raised many questions. Is the power of the Ouija real or
something akin to Mass Hysteria / Hypnotism? If it’s not real, what are the elements
involved that create a seemingly supernatural event? Certainly tools were necessary.

I have participated in about fifty Ouija sessions in my life and created numerous boards
for the purpose of communing with the dead. When making my Ouija Boards I laboured
under the impression that Spirits liked the elaborate and illustrious rather than the
plain and simple. I'd begin designing my board with the necessary elements and write
the twenty-six letters of the English alphabet around its edge in styled script. After this I
placed Runic Bindings in great detail around the edge to Protect’ anyone using the board
from malefic Spirits. I put Sigils I had made up for the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse
on the corners to entice a demonic aura to the board. Next, the four Elements Fire,
Earth, Water and Air for the purpose of the Spirit to explain what element had caused its
death; then the four directions North, East, South, West, the words Yes, No, Goodbye
and a Question Mark. Then I added the Kabalistic names of Spirits associated with
Protection, Sun and Light. Finally, I drew an image of Satan in the centre, a large,
brooding goat in the form of a Pentagram. I created about six such boards like this over
the course of a few years. Only much later in life did I pick up the idea from an occult
text that Demons didn’t care about the outer shape of an object or person and that it
was the Inner nature of something they were attracted to.

It is interesting to note that a glass and a set of scrabble letters, or even pieces of paper
with letters written on them and a glass, are expected to achieve the same results for
communing, as a heavily garnished board of polished wood. But there is a good reason
for this: mentioned further down.

When using an Ouija Board became popular at local parties, because of my reputation
as a Devil Worshipper I was often among the first asked to put my finger on the glass,
because it was then that strange things happened. Of course, by ‘strange’, I do not mean
supernatural. People often accused one another of moving the glass during an Ouija
session, but in almost every group with whom I participated in conducting the practice
there seemed to be one or two individuals who held an innate belief that what was
occurring was a real supernatural event. I soon learned the trick of moving the glass
myself and noticed that others moved it too, and often this was enough to set people into
a frenzy of awe and excitement.

At this point, Ouija lost its magical element for me. Whereas I had once thought of the
Ouija as a mystical gateway to the realm of Spirits, a diluted form of Necromancy; [ now
came to view it as just a pretty plaything for the superstitious. A means of playing a
psychological game of fear to mess with people’s heads using their superstition and fear
against them (A less well known, but powerful form of magic). For instance, during my
16th birthday party some friends and I conducted an Ouija session during which my
sister and her boyfriend turned off the lights and made spooky noises from behind the
fence using an instrument called a Didgeridoo, throwing the whole gathering into a
panic. This unexpected (and well-timed) show proved most effective in creating the right
conditions for ‘supernatural’ events to happen. Out of the confused babble of excited
chatter and screaming girls, in the pitch dark, Jaziel, who was one of the credulous-type
of individuals mentioned above, began yelling that a Ghost had snatched the piece of
cake he had been holding in his hand.
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He did not yell that ‘something’ or ‘someone’ had snatched it, but specifically and
indignantly, proclaimed that a ‘ghost’ no less, had made off with his slice of marble cake.
I became annoyed when people reacted to simple mind games as if they were ‘magic’ — I
guess [ didn’t want magic to be so easy to find.

But though Ouija itself ceased to interest me, the effect that it had had on some people
was quite enthralling. Over time I experimented with it. So long as I kept a poker face
while I moved the glass or accused others of moving it to distract attention from myself, I
could keep up the illusion of an occult happening relatively well. With malicious glee, I
occasionally spelt out the names of my friends on the board to watch them freak out. It
was both priceless fun and empowering. While it may seem to the honourable reader
confusing that [ had such skepticism toward the occult arts for someone so involved with
them; because I had been sorely disappointed with the so-called ‘powers’ of Christianity
and God, I believed that by applying a sort of Scientific/Behavioural analysis to Magic, I
could eliminate the dogma from it, and correspondingly reveal the true nature of Satan
and His Works; a nature that often seemed cloaked by hysteria and misdirection, just
like the episode of speaking in tongues had been. Much of the time, it was the group’s
collective unconscious energies, manipulating and manifesting such atmospheres by
superstitious fears or peer pressure to play along, not because of any genuine Spiritual
event. Yet these experiences definitively showed me the basics for building up a dramatic
occult atmosphere lay in appropriate magical devices, psychological manipulation, and
the surreptitious acquisition of marble cake.

Occult Atmosphere

To build an effective Occult atmosphere, a lengthy
semblance of normality seemed to be required in which
suspense and anticipation were slowly built up. The
energies of Fear and Superstition, for example are
chemical/physiological responses that occur when certain
conditions are met. The mention or imminent suggestion of !
practicing Magic, and the Ouija Board automatically creates
these conditions in some people and such people are usually
the key to a successful occult atmosphere. The suggestion of
performing a ‘Séance’ or setting up an Ouija board was
enough to set off the anxieties, fears and memories/stories of
past experiences that others had believed themselves to have
had, or heard others to have had necessary to begin building
one; with the mere telling of these stories having considerable effect on people.
Unconscious associations with Death and the idea of actually contacting/disturbing the
spiritual world can produce intense deep-seated anxieties in some people.

Participants should be physically isolated in some way from others by being asked to sit
around the board, or taken to another room in preparation for the communing with the
dead to come. This ‘cocooning’ of people together in the idea of an anticipated event,
here using the device of a Ouija board as a central point, psychologically as well as
physically separates the participants from the mundane world and those who were not
chosen to take place, within a localized area of the mind and body, now imbued with the
potential for a supernatural event. It’s true enough that a good occult atmosphere
requires a certain freedom from cynical persons, who will impinge on the anxieties of
others and make them conscious of appearing foolish. Hence a Tarot Spread, for
instance, is done by one or two people, alone and psychologically and physically isolated
in the same manner as stipulated above.
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The aim of a successful Occult event is to increase the participants awe, excitement,
panic and expectations enough to over-excite the individuals imaginations to create for
themselves some sort of sign that can be interpreted as proof of involvement in an ‘occult
experience’. Such signals might be coincidental such as well-timed lightening, the
suggestion of strange noises heard, a door slamming unexpectedly, the phone ringing, or
someone grabbing someone else in the dark. The atmosphere of an occult event is
usually tense and heightened by the anxieties, endorphins and adrenaline of its
participants.

‘Transference’ is a projection of stored emotional responses onto something or someone
else. A variation of this is transference onto objects, events, or persons to give those
things a temporary or permanent supernatural status whereby something I the Author
call a “Voluntary Concession of Reality” (VCR) is made by the transferee that the laws of
normality for that object, event or person are temporarily suspended, with the temporary
new laws of the occult situation taking precedent. Hence an ordinary man may become
a Priest by others VCR, or PCR (Permanent Fixture of Reality) whereby he is truly
thought to be able to commune with God on a permanent basis. During these
suspensions of consensus reality, a person who has had the honour of a
magical/shamanic etc. character bestowed upon them, is seen as being a conduit for the
supernatural, especially if that person has a degree of charisma and self-possession
about them.

But in many cases, particularly when the energy of the atmosphere is motivated by fear
or superstition; transference of energy onto a person is not enough to create a successful
Occult atmosphere unless that person is well-versed in acting occult. So ‘candy for the
eyes’ in the way of occult trappings such as candlelight, shadows, darkness, black
cloths, pentagrams, a creepy attic or a thunderstorm, etc. are often also needed to
induce the right conditions. The right conditions are usually met when the situation
ceases to be seen as a mundane attempt to dabble in the realm of the spirit-world, and
become an actual occult happening.

All it takes is for one person to ‘define the situation’ as ‘supernatural’ and others will
often follow suit, joining in to affirm the definition. It is a sociological precept that our
actions are determined and defined by the actions or inactions of others. For example, a
man walking down the road with a gun will not be seen as a threat until someone defines
the situation for the rest of us as a threat. If there are other defining visual cues nearby,
i.e. a movie camera, the interpretation is likely to be that the man is an actor.

If there are no other visual cues the interpretation will be based on previous experience
of men wielding guns and is likely to cause the interpreter to scream ‘he has a gun!’
thus, the man has been defined as a threat and will be treated as one. A lot of people
have drowned while waiting for others to define the situation as an emergency.

Occult situations are the same; it takes only one or a few persons to define a situation as
occult, whereupon it will become perceived as such. This is why it is important to have
visual cues, and the more impressive, the better. So what I was really dealing with when
I was using magic, was not a Ouija board magic in itself, but an ideal that involves
certain elements to make it manifest. And it is these elements and the role people play in
creating an occult event that I feel are the important forces for a magician to manipulate;
not whether the words of his incantations or the particular movements of his hands are
actually a means to access the hidden worlds. The hidden worlds are actually accessed
via the skilful psychological manipulation by the shaman over his participants.
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There are many reasons why people will ‘make’ something happen during occult
anticipation. The first is the most simple; they want validation of the occult. Other
motivations might be Power; to scare someone else, Vanity; to validate magic, spirits or
the power of the participants, Curiosity; a real desire to be part of something
supernatural or Saving Grace to not feel embarrassed for having sat down at a scrabble
board with the belief of being able to commune with the dead. Most often in my
experience, people tried to interpret something mundane that happened unexpecte