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The [Babalon] Working began in 1946, a few
months before Crowley's death in 1947, and just
prior to the wave of unexplained aerial phenomena
now recalled as the 'Great Flying Saucer Flap'...
Parsons opened a door and something

flew in.

"A Gateway for the Great Old Ones has
already been

established-- and opened- by

members of the O.T.O.

who are en rapport with this entity
[Lam, an extra

terrestrial being whom Crowley
supposedly conteted

while in America in 1919].

T from Outside the Circles of Tintay
Kenneth Grant




THE DAUGHTER OFFORTITUDE

| am the daughter of Fortitude, and ravished eve
hour from my youth. For behold | am Understandi
and science dwelleth in me; and the heavens opprt

My feet are swifter than the winds, and m
hands are sweeter than the morning de\
My garments are from the beginning, an
my dwelling place is in yself. The Lion
knoweth not where | walk, neither do the
beast of the fields understand me. | a
deflowered, yet a virgin; | sanctify and a
not sanctified. Happy is he that embrace
me: for in the night season | am sweet, a
in the day full of pleasure.

with the morning clouds.

My company is a harmony of many symbols and
lips sweeter than health itself. | am a harlot for sur |
as ravish me, and a virgin with such as know me r |
For lo, | am loved of many, and | am a lover to ma |
and as many as come unto me as thegud do, have
entertainment.

.

Purge your streets, O ye sons of men, and wash your
houses clean; make yourselves holy, and put on
righteousness. Cast out your oldwwhpets, and burn
their clothes; abstain from the company of other
women that are defiled, that are sluttish, and not so |
handsome and beautiful as I, and then will | come a
dwell amongst you: and behold, I will bring forth
children unto you, and they sHae the Sons o
Comfort.

| will open my garments, and stand
naked before you, that your love may b
more enflamed toward me.

T Scryed by Kelley and Dee on May 23, 1587 and recordédtroe & faithful

relation of what passed for many years between Dr. John Dee and some :
Image, Fortitude, from the Caiyale Visconisforza Tarot , i%century.



Babalon 7

Al miss you. o

Al know. 0

A kiss on the I|ips, dl miss you too. I miss talking to you.
AMe too. 0O

Another gentle kiss.
Hands and legs entangled and petting.

Al |l ove you. o
Al | ove you. oo
The lovers.

Alchemical we dding.

Excess appears silly.

It's scientific.

The chemicals in the brain.

Let's open the pineal gland.

Synapses snhapping and twinkling melatonin and dope mine.
Stimulated by light and darkness.

The production of dreams

Let's open the third eye.

The breath of the dragon.

The serpent sprung.

| met Euphoria long ago. She came stumbling down the stairs. Her blue jeans hung low on her hips. We often lay under the
stars and gaze up in wonder.

Star crossed love.

Don't speak.

Gotta dress like a star fox hound.

Some times | forget when the weekend ends.

Gotta hang with Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars
She's like summer break.

She's a rocket queen.



Oh yeah.

Cool, devilish slickster.

The serpent climbs the tree.

Kundalini.

|l scream to the ancient alien gods, fiThere were those before
| burn like grunge. Like a beacon. The spirits ofthe Ark of the Covenansurround me.

by Seid



November 13, 2006

Jack Williamson RIP

2 Af AL Ya 2(yKday W 5A-ak9EIeEhadeshifting noiis a unique genrevarping
novel. It was an inspiration for the rocket scientist and occultist Jack Parsons, who thought it wz
GNHzi K RAA3IdAEASR a FAOUAZ2YD® LQY FYIT SR AGQ
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Jack Williamson
Father of American science fiction

Independent 13 November 2006

by John Clute

John Stewart Williamson, writer: born Bisbee, Arizona Territory 29 April 1908; married 1947 Blanche Slaton Harp (diech&985; o
stepdaughter); died Portales, New Mexica\ldve mber 2006.

It seems that there was never a time when Jack Williamson, who has died at 98 after an active career extending fronat®28 unti
last year, was not the father of American science fictitinyour father read science fictianthe editorand novelist Frederik Pohl
once wrote,fhe very likely counted Jack Willamson high among his favorite wraefghat now seems remarkable about this
statement is that it was made in 1953.

In fact Star Science Fiction Stories #2, the anthology of original stories Pohl was introducing, was anything but a vodunagial
the early 1950s series to which it belonged was widely seen as a vehicle for tbogwriters who had begun to transfothe



sciencefiction genre after the Second World War, and Williamson gained entry fhera sort of combination of revered old master
and bright new star

He had already rénvented his craft and his career more than once, and, almost magicalljtheveext 50 or more years, he
continued to fill the double role Pohl had assigned him: simply by surviving and remaining dauntingly active (he pubidéabéd(t
stories and two novels in the 21st century), he seemed somehow to guarantee the ihrmadyeshness of American genre science
fiction itself.

Jack Wiliamson had been there at the beginning (the very term science fiction was not invented until 1931), and higkdestth ma
the very least a symbolic terminus for the intimacy of the oldege@ver the decades, most of the professionals in the field had met
Williamson personally; there are few professionals now alive who had not read him as a child.

John Stewart Williamson was born in Arizona while it was still a Territory, and grew uprouyaanches and farms; his family
eventually migrated by covered wagon to New Mexico, where he lived the rest of his life. His home at Portales remaing a worki
ranch.

In New Mexico, however, his father became principal of the local school, and yotkg ldee so many boys attracted to science
fiction in subsequent decadeturned into a lonely, unsocialised, bookish child. By the age efi@@r generations of science fiction
writers also tended to start youndhe was a published author, his fistory, iThe Metal Me® appearing in Hugo Gernsbask
Amazing Stories in 1928. His first book, The Girl From Mars, a novella written with Miles J. Breuer, appeared the nextnyaar f
Gernsback firm. It was a very strange story; but the nascent gesuieonde fictiorr in which Williamson soon became a major figure
- was itself strange.

The densely packed 24 pages of this tale mix together cataclysmic super stienteimanoid civilisation of Mars blows itself up

with atomic bombs, and ray guns amgistant spheres of force and super intellects proliferate back on-Eanthwhat might be

called a catastrophic psychology: the behaviour of the human family at the centre of the tale is dysfunctional at ya Jaxsitresn

level (almost everyone isolently dead by page 24). The underlying message, almost certainly unintended by the young Williamson,
is that the future will be a region of deep stress: that it will be no easy task for an American to live on the cusprgf theewhole

world and faving to make something of it.

More than most of his contemporaries, Williamson had an instinct for this, never comprehensively articulated but patent. The
protagonists of his 1930s stories seem to sleepwalk into the triumphs and disasters they aréHeewvitad of the future is in their
faces, and it seems to blind them.



Williamson himself underwent psychoanalysis in the decade before the Second World War, and clearly had demons to subdue. His
early prolificness was indeed almost manic. Almost evengtleontained in the first six large volumes of his complete short stories

was published before writers like Isaac Asimov and Robert A. Heinlein entered the field in 1939 and began to transthrin it; an

their dozens, these stories exhibit an inner agiahat he never wholly escaped, and which he conspicuously exhibits even in a very
late tale like The Man from Somewhere (2005), whose title amusingly echoes his first book.

The story, in which Williamson is clearly paying homage to his early work, smglggams together time travel and black holes, and

a numbing depiction of family and cultural dysfunction, into a vision of the irreversibdedsstiruction of the human race. Under the

calm clear narrative voice Williamson invented as part of hisralsdion of science fictio new maturity after 1945 or so, this deep
agitation persists a sense that surface clarity must always wrestle with despair. Clarity as a fix for despair: this is not perhaps a bad
description of the effect of the best Americgcience fiction.

But there was more to Williamson than dread. In the 1930s, he began a series of exuberant and expansive space operesf the Leg
Space tales; in these stories his hero@sost notably the Falstafike Giles Habibula, according to nemporary polls the most
popular continuing character to appear in 1930s science fictiere in command of the action, and the future, and the universe.

The science may have been minimal, but a little later, in the early 1940s Seetee sequencegdhsstieatof genuine speculative
science, incorporating into ample action sequences a sophisticated take on the possibility and implicatiensmtiéarand other
iIssues alive in the physics of the time. Almost simultaneously, he published in Unkraogaizine the grim first version of Darker
Than You Think (1948), a quascientific but very dark treatment of werewolves as genetic throwbacks, an explanatory principle
which has fuelled seemingly innumerable horror novels ever since.

This novel would be i most famous, along with The Humanoids (1948), a tale in which he again uses word android in its modern
sense (he invented the modern usage in 1936; later, in a 1942 story, he coined the term and the concept of terrafasnalgo he w

the first to usehe term genetic engineering in fiction); under its calm surface, The Humanoids expresses, once again, an agitated sense
of tribulations to come; its examination of artificial beings, and of issues of Artificial Intelligence, is prescient.sagaéd, he

Humanoid Touch (1980), carries the speculation further.

These novels proclaim their smooth mastery of their form; by the late 1940s, Williamson seemed to have tamed his own personal
demons, and to have translated his personal and cultural anxietiag.into



It was not to last. Though he had married his childhood sweetheart, Blanche Slaton Harp, in 1947, by 1950 or so heitbergan to s
severe writdis block, from which he did not escape fully for at least two decades. Novels and stories did apeeiarcetiaboration
with the writer and academic James E. Gunn, whose example may have helped persuade him to return to higher education.

He had attended classes at the University of New Mexico in-B83&ithout graduating, but now took an MA at Easteem\Mexico
University (ENMU) in 1957, where he taught from 1960 until his retirement in 1977, remaining Professor Emeritus untihhis dea
1964 he took a PhD in English literature with the University of Colorado. His thesis was published as H.Grifietd progress
(1973), and he won the 1973 Pilgrim Award for his academic work.

His influence as a teacher was already extensive, and the growth of science fiction as an academic career choiceastontpaxt d
The annual Jack Williamson Lecturgsiseries, sponsored by ENMU, began in 1977, and continues. The Jack Williamson Science
Fiction Library at ENMU, endowed in 1982, contains nearly 30,000 books and journals.

By the late 1960s, his writg block had gone into remission. With Freddtéhl, he wrote the successful Starchild trilogy (1864,

which inventively combines space opera and xenobiological speculation; and he soon began to publish what many reaideiss think o
best work, releasing 19 novels between The Moon Children (19%2h& final tale, The Stonehenge Gate (2005). Notable titles
included Manseed (1982), an updated examination of genetic engineering, and Terraforming Earth (2001), the shorteronmagazine f
of which, iThe Ultimate Earth(2000), won both the Hugo and Ned éwards.

His later years were peppered with awards, including the Nebula Grand Master Award in 1975, the World Fantasy Life Athievemen
Award in 1994, induction into the Science Fiction Hall of Fame in 1996, and Grandmaster of the World Horror Coimv®€idn

Williamsoris last years were successful but not untroubled. As he recounts in the 2005 revision to his autobiograp iy @foldder
(1984), he lost his wife in 1985 in a moioar accident while he was at the wheel. But he remained otherwissdexglg active on
all fronts. He carried his era with him to the end.



| hight Don Quixote, | live on peyote,
marijuana, morphine and cocaine
| never know sadness, but only a madness
that burns at the heart and the brain.
| see each charwoman, ecs tatic, inhuman,
angelic, demonic, divine.
Each wagon a dragon, each beer mug a flagon
that brims with ambrosial wine.

- John Whiteside Parsons (1943)



