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THE CONJURATION OF KRONG (/=P4l 3 Avhat) .
to be performed on the Day sacred unto SATURN

Typescript copy received from Kowal, July 12, 1955,

3
Procil, O procul este profani!
I invoke Kronos: Lord of the Ages!

Hail unto Thee, O Kronos. Even unto Thee:
O Thou Great One of the Night of Time!

Thou, the terrible and hosry One. The Dweller
in Eternity: That didst devour Thy Childrenl!

Thou. that sittest upon the Throne of Jehovah Elohim:
And Whose Darkness is concealed in the Heaven of Understnndins

Hesr me: O Thou Mighty God of the Sabbath!
Thou, that art established in the four quarters of the Univeraal
Thou, that sweepest the World with Thy Sickle: And with
Thy Tau. Cross cleavest the Gates of Matter! §
&

Hear me: O Thou Mighty Lord of Khem!

Thou, that hast the dreadful Horns of the Goat:
Ard concealest from Man Thy Holy Mysteries!

Thou, that exaltest Maat, hidden in a Robe of Sorrow : .
And rejoicest in them that endure and are just amons !enl

I am snoch Thy Prophet: Unto Whom Thou didst coumit L
- Thy Mysteries: the Subtleties of the Eoiy ‘gbal‘h! .

" Hesr me: SET: KRONOS: SATURNUS:
By whatever Name I call Thee: Thou art still uilent unta Et
For No-Man hath known Thy Name! e

Thou, that art upon the Frontires of the Abyss-"%;2 V
Thee: Thee: Thee: L
I invokel

”Thnu that sittest in the City of the Pyramiés:_ o
Thee: Thee: Theo: -
I anvokel i

Thou, that ard encamped upan the Graat Sca:.z[f7ﬁx7#-
Thee: Thee: Thee: e
I invoke! '

“  SHABBATHAI |

Unto the Ineffable Silencei s
Unto the Eighﬁ of Pan: G P
Unto the I{:terias of N.O.X.

Thither I lift up mine Eyea!

Holy, Holy, Holy art Thou, O Saladen;
-Lady of the City of the Pyramids:
mhou, that bearest tht cnp of Snﬁrnnant!




Hidly, Holy, Holy art Thou, O Chsos:
Peace of Eternity: Vhence Cosmos arose
And whither it must retuinl

ioly, Holy, Holy srt Thou, O Thou Oneness:
Crown of Truth Ineffeble,
shose “hite Prillisnce
“hineth at the Summit of bg& Highest Hesavenl Pt

Thee, I seek:
Jato thine Unity are milne eyes ever turned:
Though it be hidien from m¥m me by mine own blindness!

Yet it is written:
"Unto the persevering mortal the blessed Immorta.s are swift."

I invoie Alma, the bright and fertile dother,
by the Ritual of nilence.

(Pause) M\

I descend from the Palace Jf Un&arstand ng. -
I greet you, I embreace you, 0 chbildrén of “srth, that aspire
Unto the .dight, like ths little riowara.
hat turn to the Sunshene in Life's lovely Garden ee-

“he Continuous One of Heaven.
The Taters of the River of aAmrit,
The Cup of Intoxication!
+he Dew of Iumortality.
ibe Continulty of Lxistence,
The lLove that knoweth no Zymbol.
The Perfection of the Universe. _ -
The Uquaring of the Circie. o e
" The kntry into the Palace of the King's Bau&bter‘-k,ﬁ_:

And in the heart of the fphinx dances the Lord ndaaai,
in His gerlands of roses and gearla G

making glad tac concourse bhings;
7 yes, msxing glad the ccncourse of thinga. =

AMEN.




