Astral Travel for the television Viewer

As anybody who has not been out of the country for the last three months will be aware the political progressions in the magickal Eastern zones has allowed Increased freedoms and scope for travel in these new liberated country of white light.

Since the destructions of the wall of Chorizon it is now possible for nearly anyone to travel freely in the Astral Light.

Fully paid up subscribers to the hastily formed Satellite Astral B Satellite televisual company may however have The increased protection of increased service from a company that’s been in the Astral tours business for centuries.

Explore on your own the wonders of this mythical ancient’ realm.

The realm of the Gods was how one critic described this new inner land-Now freer than at any other time in recorded History.

Don’t miss this opportunity it may never be ‘repeated again.

Due to the obviously Increased demand for this journey of a lifetime it is now necessary to send a full description of aims. Direction of travel and duration before you leave to your local Astral Police PLC station. Where permission will be decided and safety as to the journey evaluated and ensured.

Please note that due to the few infiltrators that ruin it for the rest it is now no longer possible to state as destination any remotely political location. Nor any remotely political Aims on the police permission forms. (Please also note that the use of blood in filling out forms is no; longer required) Order your space in the white light NOW

The Astral purity society have stated that the ’Light is clear pure and punchy . . .. Hardly yet bullish and can make you a lot of money. For your continued enjoyment however please observe these simply rules:

No Drugs what so ever on the astral plane.
Please do not use offensive or Pagan language to the guides 

Subversive behaviour of any type will not be tolerated.

Although we have invested millions of dollars to ensure

Your enjoyment and safety please note that we can take no responsibilities for any encounters with the odd. Malignant Demon Incubi Succubi or Pagan Demi gods that exist beyond our control may be wandering in the Astral Plane TM. Remember also that although the zone is a “ Nature Reserve “ please observe the rules and avoid speaking to the wood spirits and water nynths who may tell you that they have some ancient knowledge. or some such trivia to pass on. 

We are doing all we can to eradicate these pests but as such they endure

Rewards are offered by the Astral Police for information leading to the arrest of any “ Unauthorised Astral Entities” These take may be any form but Validity of these entities can be tested by demanding to see their “Christo pass card as any forms of Pagan Origins are outlawed from the light.

We are here to ensure your complete enjoyment of this unspoilt ancient place in safety and air conditioned televisual sealed tube transporter
We also publish many guide books and manifest light plastic entities models which you may purchase in the foyer after “take off”.
Extract from a seized unofficial guidebook, which may

contain scenes viewers may find offensive.    

“Human eye terror cuts the madness in the Hawthorn wood surround then bites deep into the already sickening tree stump reality. That is used the magickal methods to gain access to the Astral plane. Decide to turn on the off beat and spinning around catch the red corpusels on the run laughting at the song of winters death ”

Seen by the crossroads propergander televisual, singing to the moon and the sun already dying down over the horizon .decide to cut the channel and order the Gods of chaos to their doom. Chuckling now at the funny “d” in’ the mixed type writing and re-hashing the lost devilary with the new found valid experience... sheltered from the hideous first word draft blacked out from the steel ribbons cut tendons.  Out there beyond the door of your own creation cuts  pure reality with the stone chisel will of the Magus.

The scene lies discoloured and figured by the rays of a gross and indeterminable mere machine that lacks its own reality until eaten and feasted on the minds of those unfortunate viewers. They then lack the inner viewing invention capacity to unlock the door of their own ‘creation and so lacking so turn once again to the box of destruction blaming all at once those that have the will To unlock and open the door created at their own bidding. 

Eventually it had to happen that as of now the Guards to this wall to the abyss have left their posts and now forgotten the passwords of their own creation. . .they leave the  door wide open to any and all that will enter and as such mass industrial tourism has taken over and any that can leave the screen for a short while unaccompanied by flesh may journey the Abyss without passwords , nor filtering .The guardians to the Astral have left their tedious jobs and sit idle now at the screen watching their own forms and creations sold back to them.

I wander along unaided and as I please alone the unofficial, routes unt1! I reach where I am aimed the Astral writings dept where the history of Humanities real history of Magickal development is located.

These-books detail the whole secrets of every system of magick, through the ages and it is a particularly obscure branch of Nordic Rune magick that I aim to research in these records.

The books in such a place are ripped and maggot riddled unread by the invading tourist and deserted by the new curators to a state of decay. You enter such a library of worm books and fall short in the growing haze as a thousand deaths heads word lines run out screaming to be read and not dead in the fading ink of centuries past.Meanwhile all forms of modem devilry sit about in comfortable.. leather televisual pc interviewers bound chairs,  parasitical television personalities that have taken the records section as their rest room off screen, cockroach cathode stars that burn brighter than the real stars obscured by the orange neon street lighting, glare harshly obliterating the rising falling dawn, and call their own tunes in three notes now one. 

Metaphysical monsters with feet up on the ancient as they rip pages out to wipe away limelight make-up off cracked faces, idly chiselling out their scripts across clear white light and quoting out of context the historical books manhandled and shat on by a thousand phoney resting Shakespeareans on screen.

The far travelled adept rips hair from head in frenzied anguish at the desolation of what was once the source of all magical knowledge. . .Frustration at the infiltrating television personalities idle yet to be written that”p6llute all areas of this world beyond doorways of own creation.

One last look at the wreckage of ripped paper learning picks up a book from the mash soaked in skin cream amidst the jeers of the actor personalities, a mob of madness reads to find the whole system rearranged in a non-linear form as according to contempory styles of modem literature... Abramerlin words scattered amongst voodoo possession rites in turn cut up with Enochian backwards transcribed spells .and a pinch of Egyptian Ra rituals chaotically mixed in. The television personalities jeer by calling the horror  expressed on the face of the occult scholar the face of a fila stein. . . can’t appreciate real art...
The script of last years “crossroads” episodes spliced in with an invocation to Hecate reading first up and down and: then across.  The long travelled frustrated scholar of ancient times adhered gives scream of pure desperate decent. Then  comes an idea and pulls the plug on the chattering hateful personalities pollution and they swirl screaming whirlpools of anti-matter as ants down the plug- hole.

As Ancient customs demand.

Unearthed in the slashed archives on the unofficial astral television channels. .a man was called to the market place to present his tax to the government.  The man was a law abiding/up holding citizen however will a great weakness for practical jokes so he took the largest apple he could find in the multitudes of those the possessed and took this to where his only son lie, relaxing in the shade of a tree.

He took out his curly blade knife and cut off the son’s: head-in one sharp slash, shouting as he did “ Bismallah’ ‘ as ancient customs demanded.

The son’s head was placed inside the centre of the large, apple and sealed up. The next day he went to the market place at the right time to present the apple as tax.

The Taxman received the apple with great joy for

this apple would feed a great many of the governments

servants . .and this he began to do as the great crowd

watched on hungery. .the Taxman discovered the son’s

head in the centre of the apple just as he had prepared

his curly blade to de-core it. . such was his suprise that

he cut off the joker man’s head with one slice.. shouting as he did “ Bismallah” as ancient customs called a day of feast throwing the sewered head into the crowr”-

d. .peeling the head and feeding each other the choic-

est pieces of flesh, .as the music began wildly.

The next week the Taxman was in another comer

of the empire when he was presented with an apple

twice the size of the first, .suspectinf foul play and

at the same time remembering the great feast they had

the other week the taxman took out hi.s knife and cut L; 

the apple in two with one blow. .however as the word

“Bismallah” fell from his lips he and the great crowd

realised that he had cut in two a small child the payee

had left there by mistake. Now in this part of the King

dom murder was seen as not ni’ce and nor Taxman. ..  and with this the taxman was seized and the Axeman summoned . .axeman drunk only half cut off tax head Taxman as ancient custom demands shout ‘Bismallah’ -Through small hole in large neck.                  , Q ... .and I was forced to document this unfortunate pract-

ice.. .The helpers brought in the mechanism through the darkened room while all the people assemble continued to do as before . .hardly taking any notice ata ell, .eating and drinking at the emense dinning table set before these plea---sent kings queens and d’gnetaries. .A loud mouthed rumour went around the table- someone obviously suspected that their hours of demon device observation had p aided off and that there was in fact some where around the table a real live. although disguised as a lordly gues an actual real TELEVISION PERSONALITY. ,’.;

The black shaped mechanism was being assembled in the

center of the room under the invisible cloak this’rumour had

thrown over it. Nobody really took any notice. The technic-

ians work siliently and with the minimum of effort as piece

by piece the goat became manifest.      , ...    “ ‘

“ Hey Gee haven’t I seen you some where on the box..? are

you on that toothpaste advert ? “

“ Well actually I was going to ask you the exact same thing’

“I hear there s a real Vie actual TELEVISION PERSONALITY in this very room. 

Unnoticed KX by many of the guests assembled a piece of falling blood hits a forehead of the be-jewelled muti-jawed duckess.. or duchess as they say in social cycles.. she gives out a nervous embaresed cough as this happens but this too is missed by many as the talk spirals around about the PERSONALITY that has chosen to light their circle.

Around nine the same evening word went around that we were to be graced by the presence of a reel live BLACK GOAT of course as you may guess many people were very sceptical at this piece of further information that had come across unannounced on the information screens. Why there must be absolutely millions of Christmas Charity Balls going on at this very moment right across the country. However the noise around the tables increased to excited murmures as all eyes came from the information screens to the centre of the room. The television Technicians caused our hopes to

be raised as they began to bring several objects of some technical use into the centre of the room.  But also the cause of several far fetched rumours was that one of the minor guests were stated as seeing the actual television presenter from the show “Realism” being hastily made up in the toilets in real life. . the minor guest left shortly a after that due to suffering of acute disillusionment or some technical disease like that.

….and they came with scissors, blaring out our names as they came..  and the constant spinning and dropping. .  .. . .cut into my head. .took out a piece.. .don’t know.. so fast. . a memory, .that I came back. .came to. .Just as they were wiping the red stained floor, .washing off the spots of blood on the bejewelled Duchesses head. .there on her frontal lobe. . .but I cant really be sure because the chairs and tables had been pushed to one side and we now all stood in a circle and we were now all calling out loud and fast. . , BLACK GOAT. . .BLACK GOAT.. .

l 

And to turn the page to find the old Gods come back from hiding under a thin veil of disguise to make unoffensive their form in the new dark age of Christianity.

Such a s when a traveller comes into a village pub to ask

directions and to sit a while to drink. The villagers see it

is Odin back from the underworld in disguise of-modern dress

although the design is over larger than that is realism a Hawthorn walking stick and dark over sized cloak and hat obscuring one eye and the faint smell of cinnamon: 

this being a corrispondent to the planet mercury : protector

of all travellers. The villagers in fear disbelief and confusion give the traveller beer in plenty for free. Walking where there are cars and modern implements of transportation a walker with a destination lacking conjures fear and mystification. The price of the beer sacrifice no where near out 

weighs the burden of doubt the simple ritual lifts-.

The mythical old gods return with vengence in unrelated out-

posts of the imagination. In certain fictional works their power characteristics return. They are the first know attempts at building block reality constructs,  and although the mass media have put their meddaling nose into the astral light more than once spreading distortions across its surface with television personalities and realistic social dramas so they-think.  The light remains clear and the images of the ancient ones comes through clear when ever an artist writer. . . Magickian having a mental block falls into free-fall chaos.             

Images of the cinnamon god come through in characteristic disguise a shape changer when ever possible, mutates into forms that will last through the dark ages. worm their ways into pulp fiction and soap opera banalities.  Riding thru the middle ages on a horse. In the form of death a skeleton with over sized hawthorn spear and dark cloak riding after country folk loitering by a cross roads. . .Two Ravens squawk over head rules the dead and the lost spirits chases the plague across Europe. with two wolves lurching at the dead. .riding out across the sky from Glastonbury Tor leading the dead souls out across on their play day of Huntingmoon, Halloween,  the break between the two worlds.

