
I suppose I’ve lived an interesting life.

I saw an interdimensional entity or two, one called a merkabah, the one ezekiel saw in chariots
of fire.
I lived through death, more times than I can count. It hurt everytime, but I am still here, more me
than I could have ever been before.
I lived in Spain with a retired CIA man, a former military general. At one point he pantomimed
shooting Cthulhu in the backyard. Mostly he watched war movies, emphasized the importance
of peripheral vision, and drank alcohol vigorously. At one point, after a considerable dose of
concentrated marajiuana, he bowed down to me and swore to serve me.
He died though a few months later. I’m not sure if it was the wrath of Cthulhu or the chronic
alcoholism.

I met an English man who married a Montgomery, a stud for the priory of scion bloodline.
He knew a load of spooks and I listened to him talk to some from the background on a discord
call. Not sure if he realized I was still there.

One time, me and god had an argument about whether humanity should be obliterated and
reset or if it should be saved, and I argued on behalf of humanity.

I watched probability implode in on itself when a lusty male friend challenged me to a game of
strip poker and lost every single hand he played.

I’m on file with the NSA as being a potential cult leader, due to my egregious internet persona
and blog discussing the occult, the psychology of influence, and the illuminati.

I’m sure some have lived more interesting lives than me, but I can’t complain. Some of it was
dark and horrible.
There were demons, there was psychosis, profuse insanity, things I will never truly know that
were real or illusions.
Inexplicable defiance of what should be possible, enough to make anybody question what is
real.

There have been numerous rapes in my life, sexual rapes yes, but the worse ones were rapists
of the mind, robbers who stole souls.
I’ve broken, I’ve been institutionalized, I haven’t hidden away my ugly humanity from myself. I’ve
borne witness to it, testified of the dust I am made of, just as real and sublime as the stars
behind my eyes.



I started to hear this quite often: that I’ve become a superhero. I take a lot of care to
nurse my own ego back into its proper scope. It’s not that I don’t take pride in my words or my
actions. But I’ve seen some incredible megalomania in my ventures across the esoteric
multiverse. I have seen what it does to people; hatred, anger, solipsism.

I guess there are some similarities to a superhero, because I do have an alter ego. In my
day to day life, I’m “Liath” - this isn’t really my name, but it has the same gematria value as my
name, so we’ll go with that (I’ll explain gematria later). But in the “other world”, I’m Caylus Ark.
I’m here to harmonize the archetypes, to liberate human consciousness, and to usher in the
new aeon prophesied by Aleister Crowley.


