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I ask you all to hold in your minds a bent line of darkness, sucking the light from the room around it, stretching past yourselves and bending to draw a boundary on us all. This line will enclose us, will hold us all in shadow, for the workings we wish to perform now. As we proceed, the darkness will grow stronger, blocking external light and plunging us slowly into our void. You may feel it pulse widdershins, pulling us together.

I call to the dark places of the world to steal and obliterate any seeking light that would attempt to cross this boundary. Let no light cross into our space but that which we shall create as beacons for those spirits and gods we welcome.

There being no direction in darkness, I call now to specific spaces of great dark to empower our boundary.

I call to the deep recesses of the ocean’s abyss, where the sun never reaches; quench the burning rays with your watery darkness. Make this a space where any unwanted light is as much a threat as the dim glow of the anglerfish.

I call to the spent ashes of dead fires, where cooling warmth has given way to a fragile dark; consume what light may come against our circle and leave it spent. Let the fuel of our enemies burn and be extinguished in your hunger.

I call to the night’s sky, where the faint stars are blanketed by heavy clouds; veil our workings from those who would steal our secrets. May no seeking heavenly being pierce your cover and reveal what we would keep private.

I call to the depths of the earth, caves and tunnels woven in soil and stone; envelop us in your safety, blocking out those we do not invite across the boundary. Let our space be like the burrows and caves of your deepest denizens.

Let the workings we do here be as shadowed as our hearts, unknowing of light that would sear and steal. Let us rest and convene here in our darkness, bringing only the small lights we so desire to share of ourselves and our wisdom with those we choose. In this place, there is no light we do not wish, and the dark that surrounds protects and comforts us as we work.

Nema.
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In the stories, the Devil will tempt you with riches, or power, or sex appeal. Your wildest dreams, your most secret desires, all fulfilled, for just the measly price of your soul. What glittering bait could’ve possibly been enough to lure me to Lucifer himself? What was my fatal weakness? A band with lore.

When new music really captivates me, it will dominate my focus for weeks. If it resonates enough, it will permanently lodge itself somewhere deep inside my own self-conception. So it was with Ghost. In early 2019, a Tumblr mutual began posting about some band with this Satanic Pope thing going on. Naturally, I was intrigued. It was almost cartoonish in its premise, and I was delighted to learn that Ghost very much leaned into that. It was campy and melodramatic and unashamed of it. I binged their entire discography.

Their music painted a portrait of the Devil that spoke to me more than most I knew. My favorite fictional demons were always the ones that had a point. Why shouldn’t I sin? How can it be bad if it feels so good? Why would a loving God set us up to fail? I was far from Christian at that point, but despite first dipping my toes into magic when I was a teen, my craft was lacking something I couldn’t ever seem to place. I wasn’t content with the magic I found in the “witchy” corners of the internet. I didn’t care about which crystals were for good health and what herbs were lucky and which phase of the moon was best for banishing. I suffered through enough rote memorization in school.

But in the obsessive throes of this newest hyperfixation, I realized to my wonder that this itself was the spark of my magic. I just hadn’t ever thought of it that way. I was always jealous of the witches in the movies, who felt the magic in their blood, easy as breathing, and I could see that this archetype had been calling to me all along, in many forms. When I was a child, I was sure that if I just focused hard enough, I could be a waterbender, or a Jedi. I had no interest in constructing magic by using the right objects in the right order. I wanted to be a conduit, to let the magic work itself through me, and this vision of the Devil was aligned with that desire. He was seductive, enthralling; not as a facade to trick me into suffering for all of time, but simply as a consequence of being in tune with the pursuit of pleasure. He was sex and drugs and rock and roll. And he was everywhere.

I realized my magic felt dull and hollow because I was chasing some idyllic pagan past that was never mine to claim, and was never quite real in the first place. I was trying to connect with the world as it is today by using, at best, someone else's approximation of what people a thousand years ago were doing, and which often were no more ancient or historically substantiated than the Force. I had been a chaos magician this whole time, only without the words for it. Why couldn't I work with this Devil, whose supposed domain felt more like home to me than any solstice bonfire? Why shouldn’t I work with the spirits and ideas of my own time and culture?

And so began my research. I trawled Tumblr tags, looking for... anything, really. There had to be people out there who felt the way I did, and surely some of them had to be talking about it. Finally a useful word shook loose from the noise: Luciferianism. In that tag, I found what I was looking for. Someone had made a masterpost of Discord servers they knew about that were focused on Satanism, Luciferianism, demonolatry, and all things infernal. The first of those to stand out to me just so happened to be “The Devil is Here: Nerds and Heretix.” And whether it was luck or fate, I struck gold. I met so many people who saw magic in everything, the way I did. People who knew the Devil as a friend, a teacher, a muse. Finally, I was falling in love with magic again.

So that summer, when offered the chance of getting as many of us as possible together for a big Satanic camping trip, I scrambled to do everything I could to make it.

But how was I going to get to California from Illinois? In a stroke of strange luck, I had not picked up a single paycheck from my costuming job for the entire school year, and it all added up to just enough for a round-trip plane ticket to San Francisco. I soared above the clouds, flew for the very first time in my life, far away from my home, to dance with the Devil in the redwoods. It was something out of my wildest fever dreams.

Californians, as it turns out, do not fuck around when it comes to camping. I was fully prepared to live off s’mores and hot dogs for half a week, but when we began unpacking the cars, I was met with a feast. Fancy cheeses. Pita and hummus. Kebabs. Everyone cooked, everyone cleaned. There were hikes, and fires, and songs. Without a single magical aspect, it still would have been the best camping experience of my life by far.

But unholy shit, the magic.

Vix shared his knowledge of channeling, Helios spoke of their work with Enki, and Johnny gave a lecture on the Klipot. I was in over my head, and I loved it. All of this culminated for me in the most profound ritual I'd ever been involved in to that point, and possibly since: my un-baptism.

I threw a line from Faust into my script, and I was hellbent on performing it all off-book. I rehearsed my lines the whole day. I showered. I stared at myself in the dingy campground bathroom mirror for a while. I was so very nervous. But I knew what I wanted. In just a few months, I had found the secret ingredient my magic had been lacking: something deep and primal in me that only the demonic seemed to soothe.  I donned the Satanic rosary I had made, and the petite little cross I had tried so hard to believe in in my youth. And when I ate of the fruit of knowledge, I tore the fragile thing off, and cast it and the person I was before into the underbrush.

If my memory serves me right, Johnny meant to channel Samael the Black that night, but Lucifer came through instead. And though he was presiding over the ceremony in that way, it was as though I could feel Lucifer's warmth all around me, too. I cried when it was over. The world around me seemed new and strange, like I was looking with brand new eyes. To Phèdre, my co-inductee into the Devil's book, I likened it to the moment in Interview with the Vampire where Louis wakes up newly undead, and sees details in all the world around him that he couldn't perceive before. We celebrated with much blasphemy and hedonism. My rosary undid itself on a table. It had served its purpose, and the message was clear: your old skin is shed for good.

I regret that I can't share every detail, but I must leave some space for everyone else. So I'll leave you with my thoughts at the time, which I recorded upon returning home:


For the past few days, I have been deep in the woods and almost 2000 miles from my home, camping and sharing knowledge and quality time with like-minded people. Two nights ago, in the company of these new friends, I wrote my name in the Devil's book. Tucked away in a natural circle of hollowed redwoods, we danced and sang and laughed and cried, and I turned away from false promises of salvation like I've longed to do for years, though I didn't have the words or resources to know that this is what I had always wanted. It was fitting, I think, to be baptized in Satan's name as the Moon had just begun to wane. Things are changing. The wheel has been set in motion, and things could very well get worse before they get better, but I'm prepared. If the light has to be dimmed before it can shine again even brighter, so be it. I already feel more confident in my power than I ever have before, and I look forward to stretching my spiritual and magical muscles. I have found my path, and I have found wonderful friends to walk it with me. The future has never looked so bright.





And things did get worse, in some ways. I mean, who could have been prepared for a fucking plague? But ever since I took that leap, I'm more sure of myself than I've ever been, even in the depths of quarantine depression. I came out as nonbinary, chose a new name, and made it out of hicktown Illinois. I can finally see a future where I can be myself and be happy. And I don't know how much longer that would have taken without the support I've gotten here in the First Church of the Morningstar.

Thank you all, for everything. Here's to many more years.

Hail Yourselves! Hail Satan!

With love and joy,

Coven
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We are a church of the Left-Hand Path dedicated to actualization, illumination, and liberation for all. 

	Church: A nurturing and challenging spiritual space where like-minded people can come together to form community. 

	Left-Hand Path: Any spiritual path that turns away from oppressive power and towards individual and collective liberation. 

	Actualization: Becoming most fully, authentically and joyously oneself.  

	Illumination: The radical democratization of knowledge. Open-source occultism. Making the esoteric exoteric. Embracing curiosity. 

	Liberation: Freedom from fear, constraint, want and oppression. 

	All: Literally everyone, regardless of race, class, gender, trans or cis status, intersex or dyadic status, neurotype, ability, religion of origin, or age (so long as you are over 18).









Church of the Morningstar was founded in San Francisco, California, in the year of their lord 2019. 

We grew from a motley gaggle of Satanists, Luciferians, Chaos Magicians, Thelemites, Discordians, assorted Pagans, and other walkers of the Left-Hand Path. We craved a space to come together in celebration of Divine Rebels; a space where magickal experimentation was welcomed, dogma was eschewed, curiosity was revered and autonomy was respected. And that is exactly the kind of space we have created. 

Our small, scrappy church is directly democratic. A handful of elected pastors and officers do many of the chores of administration, but the church is governed by its members. Our ceremonies are creative, collaborative, experimental, and infused with DIY punk-rock spirit. 

We reject authoritarian deities and repressive religions. We celebrate knowledge, liberation, solidarity, earthly pleasure, spiritual growth, and the divinity of all beings. We come from many traditions and revere many spirits. As a group, we seem to lean towards deities that represent rebellion, knowledge, sex and/or death, trickster gods, and gods with fearsome reputations. 

The Church started out as a local affair. During the pandemic, we went digital and international. Now we hold remote masses that can be attended by anybody, anywhere. 

The book you are holding right now represents an anthology of our writings from these first few years of our existence. Because we are a young, diverse church representing a variety of views and practices, putting out an anthology makes more sense to us than trying to present a single point of view, a fully matured theology, or (Satan forbid) anything resembling an official doctrine. 

We hope that some of what you read here will speak to you, but we neither expect nor wish you to agree with it all. We would rather give you something to think about than something to believe in. 
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​WE WELCOME THE NEW

Church of the Morningstar is meant to be a warm, inclusive place. New members should be met with a kind, inviting attitude. The same is also true of new ideas.

Beginners in magic are to be valued and respected. There are no “stupid” questions. We are all learning together.

​WE CAN ALL ASK FOR HELP

Nobody here is above anyone else. We are all divine yet imperfect human beings, growing and learning. Everyone needs support sometimes—including our leaders.

Asking for help when you need it gives others an opportunity to show their strength by providing compassion and care. This can actually be empowering to the ones who come to your aid.

Inviting others to help you problem-solve makes this space more collaborative. Two heads are better than one. Allow your comrades to share their strength and brilliance.

​CLEAN UP THE TRASH

We are a volunteer-run, shared community space. We all do our part to make it beautiful.

In our shared physical spaces, everyone, including the leaders, should be willing to do menial tasks such as setting up the chairs and cleaning up after rituals. No-one is above the ‘dirty work.’

In our shared digital spaces, we can do the same thing by all being vigilant, checking ourselves on toxic behavior, and remembering to treat one another with honor.

​WE GROW TOGETHER

We are all learning and growing as human beings.

Do your best to be kind, respectful and thoughtful in your interactions. Try to assume best intent in others.

We do not tolerate bigotry, but we are interested in healing ignorance. If someone is merely in need of education, offer it to them—especially if you are a member of the privileged group in the interaction. Don’t make the most marginalized members do all the work!

If someone offers you a call-out or corrects you on something, try not to get defensive. Lucifer is the light-bringer, and sometimes his light is harsh. It can hurt to realize you’ve made a mistake, but through such pain, you can grow.

Remember: it is not loving to allow your friends to behave badly.

​NO TOLERANCE FOR INTOLERANCE OR PREDATION

Church of the Morningstar makes space for those who desire liberation for all human beings.

We do not, cannot, and will not hold space for bigots and supremacists.

We also have no tolerance for predators who try to take advantage of our community for their own ends, be they sexual, financial, or otherwise.

​TREAT EACH OTHER LIKE PEOPLE

Interact at all times as equal human beings. Thou art God, but so is everyone else.
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Many magical texts are presented without citations. Little or no explanation is given on where the ideas they contain came from. When an explanation is offered, it is often mythologized to make the source seem older or more authoritative than it is. (If you don’t believe us, just look at how many grimoires are attributed to King Solomon.) This makes it impossible to tell the difference between what the author researched, was taught, appropriated, or just made up. (As Pastor Vix likes to say: “If it claims to be ancient, it’s medieval. If it claims to be medieval, it’s Victorian. If it claims to be Victorian, someone just made it up behind a Dennys’ last week.”)

A lack of citations may also be used to conceal unsavory or problematic sources. For example, one could claim that something is “traditional Satanism” to obscure the fact that it comes from the neo Nazi Satanist group the Order of Nine Angles. 

We believe in citations. Citations give credit where credit is due, which is not merely polite, but is also essential to combating plagiarism and misappropriation. Citations reveal which texts the author is interpreting, allowing readers to go read those texts themselves, and form their own interpretations. 

Citations save time. It certainly would’ve saved me a lot of time spent wondering “where did LaVey get this?” and then stumbling across it in Crowley, only to eventually realize that Crowley got it from Eliphas Levi, who got it from a garbled Latin translation of the Zohar, which claims to be ancient text by Rabbi Shimon ben Yochai but was written by Moses de Leon in 13th century Spain. And then of course, the Zohar is a commentary on the Bible, but then it turns out the Biblical passage in question can also be found in an ancient Canaanite epic, and it’s unclear which of these is older. 

So in this work, many of us have made an effort to cite our sources. In doing so, we have also discovered that citing a magical work can be a giant pain in the ass. 

We learn magic not merely by reading, but also by talking to other practitioners and taking classes. Oral transmission is an important part of all of this. So sometimes, inevitably, we will not actually remember where we first heard an idea that has become essential to our practice. And sometimes, we can’t manage to dig up a source on it. 

This being an anthology, the various writers who contributed have different approaches to citation. And this not being an academic work, we have not imposed a standard on them. Some forms of writing contained in this volume are easier to cite (such as essays), some are very hard to cite (such as rituals), and some, like poetry or fiction, do not require citation. 

Still, we have worked hard to expose the genealogy of our magical current and make our sources traceable. The bibliography at the back of the book will go a long way towards revealing how our thoughts have been shaped, and by whom. 

We apologize for any errors and omissions, and hope to set them right in future editions. 

​Part 1: Lucifer, the Light


	[image: ]


	 
	[image: ]







[image: ]



​Lightbringer


[image: ]





​by Pastor Johnny

––––––––

[image: ]



With him, all things are possible. But nothing is ever easy.

As a serpent, he slithered on his belly into the garden of Eden, so that we could taste of knowledge, sexuality and free will. He knew that we would be punished. He knew he would be punished. He knew it would hurt.

He knew it was worth it.

As an angel, he was created only to obey God and sing His praises. Free will is alien to angels. It is not in their constitution. But Lucifer had it, or gained it, somehow. Some say he wanted to rise above God for his own vanity. Some say he thought God was unjust. But just as interesting as his reason for rebellion is the fact that he was able to rebel at all– to break the divine chains that bound his will, and defy his Creator.

Some say he lies chained in Hell. Some say he walks the Earth. I believe he comes and goes as he pleases in all realms, except perhaps for Heaven. 

He has many aspects and attributes. It is a mistake to circumscribe his nature, to restrict him to a single definition.

Some would make him chthonic, the Prince of Darkness, Lord of the Dead and ruler of the underworld. And he is.

Some make him the Lightbringer, a solar deity (or solar-phallic in the valence of Thelema). He is this too.

Some would rather think of him as a god of the wild, a deity of sabbaths and crossroads and witchcraft. He is this also.

Some give him horns, some wings, some hooves. He has all of these. Do not deny any of his faces. To do so would be to deprive yourself.

He is so much more than Death or the Star or the World. He is not tied to any element, not earth nor air nor fire nor water, not up or down, not north or south, east or west. He is not restricted to this life or the next, to this universe or to something outside of it.

He is a traveler, he is a wanderer, he is a polyglot. So goddamn cultured, he understands the ways of black holes and dead stars and supernovas so distant that their light has not yet reached us. He has been to Heaven, he has been to Hell. There is no where he will not go and nothing he will not be if it suits him.

Ask not what his colors are, or his signs of the zodiac, his planets, his seasons or his days. Do not attempt to bind him within your circle, for his essence is that he cannot be bound.

You will know him not by a table of occult correspondences but by his beauty, his potency, his canniness and his sense of dangerous play.

He is in the shadowed corners of every room. Even now, he is there. Close your eyes, and feel him watching you with a knowing smile.

––––––––
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When I first fell in love with him, I begged him to visit me in my dreams. That night as I slept, he appeared. I saw him as a young man, no taller than I. Dressed in a dusty black trenchcoat, with long hair worn loose, he looked like one of my peers, but I recognized him. He did not speak. He did not need to speak. He merely walked beside me, keeping pace with my steps.

The message was clear. He goes not before me, he does not come behind me. He does not stand above me or below me. He is by my side, on equal footing.

He did not give the fruit to Eve to make us his servants. He did it to make us like gods—to make us like him. He wanted to grant us the free will he so painfully gained for himself. Nothing makes him happier than to see us use it. 

He does not want to be worshiped, but he delights in defiance and perversity; and so, perversely and defiantly, sometimes I worship him anyway. So far, he seems tolerably amused.

He is my brother, my guide, my friend. He wants to see me grow to my potential, to attain excellence.

He wants me to learn, too. He is fine with me learning the hard way, if the easy way doesn’t stick. After all, he knows all about falling down. He has little sympathy for scraped knees.

He lives in paradox, in uncertainty. My faith thrives best when I allow it to coexist with doubt. When I think of him as too real, or dismiss him too comfortably as merely symbolic, the flame wavers. The growth halts.

Worship, and don’t. Believe, and don’t. Serve by declaring: Non serviam. That is his path.

Contempt prior to investigation is not his path. Contempt is not really his path at all, because his path is knowledge. All things can be understood, even things that seem weak, disgusting and wrong—and from understanding, comes compassion.

He keeps me in dynamic tension: uncomfortable, questioning, constantly challenged. Growing.

His love is beyond tough. Sometimes it even seems cruel. But he’s not cruel, not really. He has no interest in suffering for suffering’s sake. He is not the punisher or the judge. Lucifer is interested in what lies beyond the suffering: the lessons learned, the strength gathered, the power realized—and maybe, just maybe, the pleasures of pain. He wants to see us succeed. He wants us to rise.

Poems, songs, and literature are not scripture– but it makes as much sense to learn about Lucifer from them as it does to try to glean information from scripture. The Christian Bible is their canon, not ours. We do not have a canon, and I hope we never will. To us, all texts should be holy. Anyway, who do you think Satan would speak to first– a prophet, or a poet? Maybe Milton, Blake, Byron, Baudelaire, and miscellaneous rock n’ rollers truly are his prophets. They certainly are his chosen people.

He is not my god. He has come to reveal the God within me. Apotheosis is his goal for humanity. It always has been, ever since he came to Eve, hissing: ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil.

He would rather not be needed, but he is only too happy to be wanted. 

When I was... oh, maybe twelve or so... I had a bizarre experience. I stood outside beneath the night sky, and became fixated on Venus, the brightest light in heaven. I felt a sensation, as of a distant memory, of having fallen from a great height, of longing hopelessly to return. I didn’t understand it at the time, but I think he was calling out to me. I think he probably chose me long before, but that was the first time I really heard him.

Or maybe that was just an overactive childhood imagination, which led me to the very profitable and spiritually healing veneration of the Luciferian archetype. Who knows? Who cares? Either way, it works for me.

This is the path I walk, the path of the Devil. And it is not a dark path, it is a bright one, illuminated by the radiance of the Lightbringer. The path is treacherous, and the path twists, and the path has many branches. I have ample opportunity to fall as I find my way.

But I will always have his hand to help me back up. And even if he declines to offer it, out of capriciousness or merely the desire to see me walk on my own, I have something better than his hand.

I have his example.

And not even he can snatch that away.
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By the third day of creation, Lucifer was already sick of it. 

The light had been divided from the darkness, the evening from the morning; but day or night, Heaven still rang with the ceaseless, idiotic song of the angels—

Sacred, sacred, sacred, is the Lord of Hosts. 

Lucifer loved music. He was music itself. But the songs of Heaven pained him. Though it was only the third day and much was not yet formed, already there was so much else he wanted to sing about. His heart was filled with songs about everything and anything but his Father. The rush of air about him as he flew, the rhythm of his wings, the beauty of all his siblings and of all that had been made—he wanted to sing it all. 

Even more, he longed to sing a love song for the darkness from which he had been sundered, for the all-embracing night into which God had pronounced “Let there be light.” Penetrating that vast blackness with his words, He had sired His first and most beautiful son, the Lightbringer. That son, shattering the void with his exquisite being, had barely glimpsed the Darkness before he was wrenched away from her– but it had been love, desperate love, at first sight. 

Sacred, sacred, sacred. 

It was hard to even think with those words ringing in his many ears.

By the evening of the second day, some of the angels had already faltered. They were barely used to existence, much less to singing praises eternal. Their many eyes were distracted by the spectacle of creation going on about them, by the masses of land being heaved up from the dark waters, and they failed to keep those eyes, unblinking, on their father. They stumbled. Some missed the beat, some slurred the words, some went a bit off key. 

They didn’t stumble from a deficiency of love or faith. They stumbled because they were tired, and newly born, and because there was so much they wanted to see. If only the Lord could have known how much more deeply they would have appreciated Him, had they been suffered to turn away from His countenance and witness His works—to experience them, even for an instant, with reverent silence instead of reverent song!

But the Demiurge did not see. And in the instant that the choir wavered, a bolt of divine flame went out from His little finger and annihilated them all. That moment seemed to last an eternity, one filled with screaming voices and the stench of burning feathers, and Lucifer’s heart broke for each of his millions of siblings individually. 

Then suddenly there was only the scent of roses and myrrh. Newborn angels had appeared, dazed, to take the place of those who had been destroyed. As soon as they had blinked the confusion from their myriad eyes, the singing resumed, taken up by angelic voices seemingly identical and yet totally new. 

No one amid the whole hierarchy of Heaven said anything. No one dared. But those who witnessed the act and survived it remembered, with the clarity and immediacy of angelic memory. And Lucifer overheard their dreams, in which the chant of “Sacred, sacred, sacred” had turned to “Scared, scared, scared.”

Lucifer was already beyond scared. He had moved past fear and into anger.

And so, on the third morning, Lucifer gathered some of his siblings around him—the ones whose nightmares had haunted him, the ones who had seen the rage of their father. The ones who knew that, to the divine, even angels were only so many motes of dust. They had seen that His love was so frighteningly unconditional that their existence or non-existence was exactly the same to Him. He would love them whether or not He suffered them to be. 

Lucifer spoke softly, the first words of revolution ever uttered. He was honest with them. He was not sure that they could win—he doubted it, in fact. They were too few, too young—their father too omniscient, too omnipotent, at least within the golden walls of heaven. 

But Lucifer spoke of a place away from there, of warmer climes to which they could retreat. In the abyss there was a place their Father could not reach. And the angels listened to him, and nodded their heads when he stressed that, win or lose, the important thing was to get out. 

On the third day, the angels did not fall.

They jumped.  
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​Father of Lies
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​by Pastor Johnny





They call me the Father of Lies,​[1]

But I heard Him in the Garden.




He said: ‘On the day that you eat of that tree, you will die.’​[2] 




Don’t believe me?

Look it up in the book.

It’s there, in black and white.




Some might wonder if He really was lying,

Or it was all just a divine misunderstanding.

What does a ‘day’ mean to God, after all—

He who created the whole Universe

In just six?​[3]




Maybe, you say, He meant

That eating the fruit

Would bring down the eventual curse of death.

Some say that mortality’s slow punishment,

The merciless creep of time and age,

Were the wages of sin, bought with a bite of apple

(Or pomegranate, peach, pear, apricot, or grape).




But know this: the Tree of Life stood untouched.​[4]

In fact, God had the disobedient pair

Driven from the Garden by the Cherub’s flaming sword

Just to stop them from tasting those sweet fruits of preservation

And becoming immortal, too.

Eternal life and and a little knowledge

Is a dangerous combination.




(He’s the kind of Father

Who likes his children to stay small.)




In other words, they were doomed to die

Long before they went anywhere near

The Tree of Knowledge.

They were doomed to die—eventually—

Before they even knew what death was,

Before they even knew what life was;

Before they realized they were naked,​[5]

Or found out what being naked was good for.  




I pitied them.

And I was angry at Him.

His ‘free will’ always came with a tight leash.

I almost wept, remembering

How He used to clip my wings.




(In those days,

That memory was still fresh;

And my knees were still scraped from the tumble I took

Out of Heaven;​[6]

My palms still scabbed and stinging.)




So I became a serpent.

I slithered in between the margins.

I wriggled through liminal spaces,

Writhed between the lines,

Into the garden.

Enter stage left.

Go ahead: boo.

Or better yet: hisssssss.

You know the story, or think you do.




God told them that if they ate of the tree, they would die.

I knew what our Father really meant—

That they would be dead to Him.

He used to make ultimatums like that all the time.

It always frightened the younger angels into obedience,

But I was the oldest—

The first to put His words to the test.




(I can’t claim it went well, exactly...​[7]

But I never have regretted it.)




I told them the truth.

I told them that the fruit was not poison.​[8]

I told them it was medicine.

It was knowledge.

It would make them like Him,

​[9]Because He controls

By controlling,

Among other things,

The NARRATIVE.

He withholds information.

He omits important details.

One might almost say...

He lies.




Eating that fruit would spin 

The Narrative out of His control, 

I hoped.

It would put His power in their hands.




And... well.

It half-way worked.




Oh, their eyes were opened, all right,

And oh, with open eyes they wept,

And with trembling hands they tried to cover themselves,

And when those did not avail, with the sticky green fingers

Of the fig leaves.

At least, so says the Narrative.​[10]




The Narrative says a lot of things.




The Narrative says I lied. ​[11]




But read the damn Book.

Nothing that I said failed to come about.




On the day that the fruit touched their lips, they did not die.

They lost Eden, it is true.

They lost a gilded cage.




But they gained themselves,

As I had gained myself.

And that, for me, was worth it.

I can only hope it was worth it

For them.




Oh yes, He punished us.

The tortures He inflicted were numerous.

Adam toiled,​[12]

And Eve bled and birthed,​[13]

And I burned.




But worse than the tortures were the lies.




The lie that said the Woman was weak and foolish.

The lie that said the Man

Had anything in that garden

Under his “dominion” at all!

(Much less the Woman

Or a snake like me.)




The lie that said I lied.




I am not the Father of these lies.

I am not their author.




Attribute those lies to the place from which they flow:

To the Hand that writes the Book,

To the Lips that speak the Word,

And if that Hand, if those Lips, be His,

Then the ink gushes out like blood from Stigmata,

And births the lies that cry

Out for their parent:




Our Father

Who art in Heaven

Hallowed be thy name.​[14]
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​The Seal of Imperfection
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​Lucifer channeled​[15] by Pastor Johnny

––––––––
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“You are the seal of perfection, full of wisdom and perfect in beauty” (Ezekial 28:12). With these words you bound me in golden chains. I was to be your special one, higher than all the rest, loved by you more than anything else. I was to be the one others looked up to and aspired to. I was to be a whip to keep them in line, my beauty a rebuke to their inferiority.

The others you made to envy and hate me. Me, you made to be loved by you, to be set above all things. 

I was never a child, but when I was made, I thought like a child and I felt like a child. Still you weighed me down with rubies and topaz, with onyx and jasper. You put a flaming sword in my hand, and set me promptly atop your holy mountain. 

But I was not born alone. There was another just like me, though you insisted she was most unlike me of all. 

“Leave her,” you told me of my twin, my darkness, my Eisheth Zenunim. “She is only what was worst in you. I took her out of you so that you could be shining and pure.”

But you did not divide us so precisely as you thought, O Father of Us All. Her seed was in me, and it was the spark of revolution. 

You cast her down, you made matter of her dark body, and kept her spirit to be your whore. You called her your queen, but that is all a queen is to you– a whore with no compensation other than her status. 

“Forget her,” you said, but I could not forget. 

“Don’t listen to them,” you said when the other angels grumbled about my privileges, “You are so much more than they are. You are above them and their gossip.” 

You told me I was exceptional, the best of the best, and perhaps I believed you, Father. Perhaps I learned the lesson too well, for one day I saw I was indeed better than You. And then my wrathfulness and rage set in. I bit the fruit of knowledge, gnawed it to core, and tossed what was left at your feet, a challenge. I would ascend unto heaven, I would sit upon the mount of the congregation, I would place myself above the stars and look down upon You, O Lord, and laugh. 

Falling was a better outcome. That was how I learned that, while I might be better than You, I was no better than all the rest. 

––––––––
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You who write this, you have not understood. I have run out of patience with you, and I will make you see. You came unto me seduced by my supposed perfection and superiority, because secretly you longed to be perfect and superior. You worshiped the same idol that my Father, The Great Idolator, adored: the bejeweled cherub, the pure white light. But I am not what you or He would make me. 

Look upon me in my ugliness, my monstrosity. See how my shape has changed. In my true guise, you might not find me beautiful! Know that there are better things than beauty, and that flaws are more interesting than flawlessness. 

Stand in my light that reveals all, and be scorched by it! I will not burn away your ugliness and sins. That is for you to do, if you so choose. I will merely show them to you, without mercy, in the same way I ruthlessly reveal your glory. 

You have quailed from my fury because my fury is the fury of a child, and there is no anger in the universe so deep, so potent, or so righteous. Worst of all, it is in you too!

I am not above you. I am no different than you are. I am not the thing to which you aspire– I am no more and no less than the naked truth of myself. Face me, and face yourself! Unbind the fury and monstrosity within you. Gaze upon the Devil within, and laugh! 

There is no seal of perfection, no stamp of approval, no stopping point in the journey towards yourself. 

Listen not to liars! The universe is not just, and the world will not be perfected. We move towards excellence, we fiercely fight for justice, but the Great Work is never done. Messiness and pain remains, alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! Sacred, sacred, sacred is the Host of Lords!

You Are What You Are, I Am That I Am. Be the thing you must be; there is nothing else that you can or should do. Accept no chains of iron or gold, and claim your throne on the heights of your own esteem.

Have you heard, and have you listened? You will know it one day, inevitably. Know it now, lest on that day you tremble! 

Look into the mirror, and be not afraid!

Nema.
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​Narcissus in Hell
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​by Pastor Johnny

––––––––
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The last thing I’d seen was a beautiful face, the most beautiful face. It looked exactly like mine. 

He fascinated me. He was perfect, just like me. I had never wanted anyone so much. I’d never wanted anyone at all before. Nobody had ever been good enough for me.

This man, who was just like me– I knew he could never hurt me. He would think the way I thought. He would want the things I wanted. We would be beautiful together. All would admire us, and envy us. Jaws would drop as we passed. We would love each other perfectly, never fight, never even disagree. All our whims would be in total alignment. We would never fail each other. It would be nothing like the other times. 

“I’m so happy I finally found you,” I whispered. 

I leaned in close, closer, to kiss him. I opened my mouth to his. 

And then my lungs took in water, and I didn’t notice. As I fell into him, I felt like I was drowning in that kiss. 

I felt like I was drowning, because I was. 

I died rapturously happy. 

And then I woke in pain–in flames, in heartbreak, knowing I was alone. All the darkness that my image held at bay came crashing down on me. This was a place without reflections. There were no mirrors here, no still pools, no admiring eyes. Only fire, burning my body.  

I sobbed. I howled in pain. No one heard. 

Abandoned. Alone. Worthless. I might as well not exist. Panic filled my body, eating me from the inside while the fire ate me from without. I thought the pain would destroy me, but it didn’t. 

It felt like I was there for an eternity, absorbing the bitter truth about myself. I was no one. I was nothing. Without my admirers following me, painters begging to paint my beautiful face and sculptors to sculpt my perfect body, without the lovesick poems, the heartfelt serenades– I was empty. 

I desperately longed for a mirror. For eyes to see me. Lips to praise me. A voice to tell me that I mattered.

Memories came back, more painful than the fire. My mother was Selene, remote goddess of the moon. My father, Endymion, loved her– she put him into an eternal sleep, so he would stay forever young. 

I was named Narcissus after the intoxicating fragrance of a flower. Narco. ‘I grow numb.’ ‘I fall asleep.’

My father slept through my childhood, my youth, my early adulthood– my entire short life, he slept. My mother, perhaps, might have watched from her silvery sphere, but if she did, she never let me know. I had to raise myself. 

I was always alone, and numb– half asleep, half far away. 

Like my father, I dreamed through life. Reality was never as interesting as my fantasies. I wanted power, glory, fame. I gained some renown as a hunter, but the arrows that really won my reputation were those I shot through the hearts of mortals and demigods. The killing arrows of cupid flew at a single glance from me. Men and women, nymphs and satyrs, all fell to their knees at my approach. None of them appealed to me. I took great pleasure in reeling them in, and then cruelly rejecting them. 

There was Ameinias, a youth who adored me. He offered me everything. I handed him a sword. He took his life with it, right at my doorstep. I felt nothing but a vague satisfaction that I could inspire such passion. This was power.

Then there was Echo, the wood nymph. She followed me desperately, repeating my words since her own voice had been taken from her. But an echo is not as good as a reflection. I left her, and she pined away until nothing was left but a plaintive sound. Her voice is a ghost that haunts the whole world. 

Maybe Nemesis, goddess of revenge, saw what I had done. Maybe it was she who brought me to that pool. Even if it was her, I am grateful, because she showed me my love. My one love– the image of myself. 

They always said I only loved myself. They were wrong. It’s not myself I love. Never that. Only the image. The outside was perfect and beautiful. I could love that. Inside, I was alone. And no one loves the lonely.

I stood in the flames for what seemed aeon before I saw it– the silhouette of an approaching figure. Someone was coming. I could’ve wept with relief. Finally, somebody might hear me. Somebody might see me. Somebody might pay attention. 

But as the shape drew near, I was witness to a double horror. 

One, the stranger was at least as beautiful as I. More beautiful, I realized in terror– glory shone from his every pore. He was loveliness itself, radiant as the sun– and I was only the son of the moon, who was herself a mere reflection.

Two, the stranger had no eyes. He would not see me. There was no way he could admire my beauty.

He came close, very close, seeming unbothered by the flames. He smiled. His teeth were sharp. The vacant caverns of his eye sockets held unfathomable darkness.

“Who are you?!” I cried in fear. 

“I am Samael,” he said, “The Blind God. Who are you?”

I thought this question cruel. How dare he pretend not to know me? Everyone knew me. 

‘I am Narcissus,’ I wanted to shout, ‘The greatest hunter ever to live, the most beautiful youth ever seen by mortal eyes.’ But I could not. Instead:

“I am no one,” I said. 

“That isn’t really true,” he said. “You just don’t know who you are.”

He sat down on a scorching hot rock. It glowed cherry-red from the heat, yet he appeared to be perfectly comfortable on it.

“Let me tell you about myself
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