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Katalysis is the Word of the Aeon 
It flows from all directions 
 
Katalysis  
  is the Word  
    of the Aeon 
It flows  
  from all  
    directions 
 
The angel and the guardian are the same. Tell the people  
that the Way is open to all. 
 
The sunlight from the East enters my chamber and touches the mirrored surface. 
The candlelight from the center beams red on the god of Wisdom. All is aglow.  
The password is Amondieux 
 
The message winds in a serpent spiral making its way to its home.  
Receiver takes and translates and union is achieved 
 
The adyton of the seven is Fire and Ballistic and Wood and Waves.  
The nature of Truth will be expressed in all of them. 
Keep separate the elements of discord 
Keep integral everything else. 
 
The isolation of the Warrior is the insulation from the flames. 
Dissolution is Creation 
 
From One to One to One the pickets of the fence continue  
adding their stars to the firmament. 
Their two rails take the nails that pair the mirror-twins. 
Thus is the Balance achieved for infinity. 
 
The masque continues with the hidden eyes and the peacock  
plumes and the ostrich feathers and the soft breeze from the sea. 
The guests on the terrace delight in the waves and the vins  
and the ruddy clouds of sunset. 
Soon the lighthouse will be aflame with the signal that warns  
all ships and welcomes all travelers to the narrow strait of the harbor. 
The ark will disgorge its contents and the dock will be laden with treasures  
and spices and fauna and flora from afar. 
The merchants will hawk them and the scientists will study them  
and the people will delight their palates with the sting of cinnamon  
and the juice of fresh fruits and the song of the nightingale singing its funeral dirge. 



 
Hidden among the treasures of the ark is a ruby of purest red  
faceted like a crown to catch the twelve rays in one. 
It is destined for the diadem of the Queen,  
where it will amplify her brow and refract the light that emanates from her eye. 
One seed, multiplied a thousandfold 
One light, shifted by the ruby. 
One message granted unto the seer. 
Mistake not the popular and the populus. There can never be  
assent from all quarters. Qelhµa sees to that,  
and each may choose as they will. 
The Select will elect to follow the Way while the profane  
continue to gather their games and their gewgaws, their tricks and their trifles. 
But a broomstick is not a real sword, and their games are folly. 
 
The position of the people must be one of perfect poise. 
No action is right less it begin in Balance. 
Poise, pose, position, posit  
positive positron poison. 
Now this snake releases his venom and the world staggers from the bite. 
The antivenin is not at hand. 
The brow breaks out in sweats and the body staggers, unbalanced. 
It struggles mightily, but falls like a top when its force is spent 
So too with this Aeon - It is come to an end and the new one is awakened. 
By the call of the crow that spreads its vulture wings  
and darkens the sun disk to reveal the moonlight. 
Then the tender revelations can proceed as the river bank is flooded  
with this tempered white light 
 
Citadels are opened, coffers are offered for the cause of change,  
Minds and hearts awakened, stirring to the sound of the bell in the tower  
and the rhythm of the rolling thunder and the strike  
of the lightning that precedes it. 
There, where the meteorite fell and the bolt shook  
was a temple made to house the holy stone. 
This captured both time and place, to commemorate both.  
The event and the position.  
Both must be honored with a sanctuary 
There the divinity resides and the current is kept active by prayer,  
and flame and word of mouth for continuity. 
Such has been the lifestream of the gnosis that has come  
again to be revealed. It has always been kept  
a current underground but constant 
a complement to the open air ignorance 



 
I give you the word of old because its time has come.  
The fall of the Great Equinox has arrived  
and the twin stars of the vault  
are the heralds of its coming. 
They punctuate the silence, they balance the opposites,  
they mirror each other, they make the accounts even.  
Both red ink and black are equal.  
Now the writing may be done in blue and green. 
 
The causeway leads to the shrine of the beloved sister  
who takes her mantle off  
to reveal her gossamer gown of godliness. The moonlight  
sets her all aglow, once every cycle  
so that a generation may behold her once,  
and have cause to celebrate thereby. 
Bring tambourine and shaker and pipe and throaty song. 
The dance of the delirious, the drama of the devotees. 
The drunkenness of devotion to the deity. 
All of these constitute the service of worship 
A celebration of the hidden coming into view,  
and blessing the believers only briefly. 
Then the vanishing act, at the vanishing point,  
and the vanity is returned to its state of grace and preparation. 
 
Vanish, O Vanity! 
Vanish into the Void 
Let the rain fill their veins 
with blood from a new cup 
with juice from a new fruit 
with water from a new spring 
That dissolves the minerals of Mother Earth to bring her bounty  
to the blessed. 
 
The Way is open to all. I am and  
have always been and will always be 
I am  undisclosed undiscovered  
 understood & underground 
 I AM the force behind NU 
& NU is the breath of what I AM 
 
Understand MA 
Undertake Many journeys that are all one journey  
that are each one facet of the same jewel 



I see 373 and scoff – where is your reason now? Look in the mirror,  
find its complement there so that all is kept in harmony. 
 
There is nothing new in the Aeon 
It is all perennial. What changes  
is the time. The unfolding of the chronology  
that is concentrated in the ruby of the ark. 
As each cycle completes, it is time for con-temp-lation  
of another facet of this jewel. 
The galaxy slowly spins its pedestal  
so that all can see from all angles the same glories in sequence. 
Only when all of them are shown, and their seeds sown,  
and their reflections thrown against the walls of the castles,  
only then will the circuit be complete.  
Though they repeat to infinity like the pickets of the fence  
that surrounds the garden of the gods. 
Peer through these to see the statues from any angle you choose 
May their beauty bring tears to your eyes. 
 
Tears of joy are the universal solvent. 
They are the means of dissolution. 
As it is said “I leap from pool to pool in my joy”  
So be it. 
Uncover the truth and discover the joy 
Recover the beauty and delight in creation,  
the outcome of all dissolution. Amen. 
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