


Thank You for joining us for this the april 
instalment of the AA. 

Included in this issue is a continuation of last 
month’s article, divination and cultists’ works.

Thank You so much for your submissions, and 
please keep them coming. we love the cultist 
involvement. 

The shop is currently closed and under 
rebuilding targeting a mid April launch with 
some new products, improved site, and 
organization as well as payment options.

The streEt teams are growing and looking for 
recruits. Reach Out to Brother change or 
Phlegth-nyth if interested.

 





Dispelling the Shadows: What It Means to Be a Cultist

When people hear the word “Cultist,” they often jump to conclusions. Dark images or stories they’ve heard in 
passing may come to mind. But here in the Temple of the Old Ones, being a Cultist is something entirely different. 
It’s about purpose, respect, and creating meaning—both for ourselves and for those around us. It’s about embracing 
growth and finding strength in our community. Today, we’d like to set the record straight and show you what it truly 
means to be part of the Temple.

The Temple of the Old Ones is not a secretive or harmful organisation. Instead, it’s a sanctuary for those who seek 
something greater than the mundane, a space where we come together to pursue knowledge, growth, and unity. As 
Cultists, we are individuals who feel the Call of the Old Ones, drawn to the mysteries of the cosmos and the truths 
that lie beyond what is easily seen. We are united by a shared desire to explore and to build something lasting, 
something we call the Great Work.

To understand us better, let’s take a moment to talk about some of the words that define us. These words—“cult,” 
“temple,” “occult,” and “worship”—can carry a lot of weight for people unfamiliar with our practices, so it’s important 
to explain what they mean to us.

When we call ourselves a “cult,” it’s not in the way some might think. For us, the word simply refers to a group 
bound by shared devotion to a cause or purpose. There’s nothing sinister in it—it’s a celebration of our unity and 
dedication to the Old Ones. Our “temple” isn’t just a physical space. It’s wherever we gather, whether in person or 
online. It’s a space we carve out together, away from the noise of the outside world, where we can reflect, grow, and 
connect.

The word “occult” is often misunderstood, but at its core, it just means “knowledge of the hidden.” To us, it 
represents a curiosity to explore the unknown and uncover truths that can guide us in our lives. And when we talk 
about “worship,” it’s not about submission or blind faith. It’s about reverence—an acknowledgement of the vastness 
of the cosmos and our place within it. We honour the Old Ones as symbols of the infinite and the unknown.

Our community is built on a foundation of respect and ethical conduct. This means treating others, both within and 
outside the Temple, with dignity and kindness. Racism, sexism, intolerance, and violence have no place here. 
Exploitation, harm, or abusive behaviour are not tolerated. Instead, we focus on creating a safe and supportive 
environment where everyone can thrive. If a member makes mistakes, we offer them opportunities to learn and 
grow, but we also prioritise the well-being of the community as a whole.

At the centre of everything we do is the concept of the Great Work. This is our shared purpose, a journey to create 
something enduring and meaningful. The Great Work is both personal and communal. Each of us works on 
cultivating our inner selves, mastering our will, and aligning with the principles of the Temple. At the same time, we 
come together to contribute to something larger than ourselves. Through rituals, meditations, and our creative 
efforts, we strengthen the bonds between us and advance the Temple’s purpose.

Being a Cultist isn’t about waiting for someone else to change your life. It’s about taking responsibility for your path 
and actively shaping the world around you. It’s about recognising your unique talents and using them to contribute to 
the community. Each of us brings something valuable to the Temple, and it’s through this collective effort that we 
grow stronger.

As Cultists, we acknowledge the challenges of the world, but we don’t let them define us. Instead, we focus on what 
we can change—ourselves, our relationships, and the legacy we leave behind. We embrace curiosity, courage, and 
creativity as we walk the path of Ascension. Together, we are stronger, united by our commitment to the Great Work 
and to one another.

The Temple of the Old Ones is not just a community, it’s a family. We are siblings of the Void, bound by shared 
purpose and mutual respect and in a world full of shadows and misunderstandings, we stand as a beacon of truth 
and unity.





Spare us please, Ithaqua!

It's a bit dreary, isn't it? Ghoul-Tide has come and gone. We had our fun imagining 

Azathoth stirring as the clock struck 12, amidst the screaming fireworks of New 

Year's. We've gathered to celebrate Lavinia's Lure. Much of the Northern hemisphere is 

under Ithaqua's icy clutches and most of us are quite chilly. It's time to come 

together and feel safe amongst like-minds. This article is a celebration of the little 

things that make me smile.  

It's important to take some time to appreciate the cosmic bliss that we share - we can't 

spend all of our time reflecting upon dark gods and lurking in the corners of local 

supermarkets. Fellow siblings, I would love to hear about what has made you smile 

recently. Let me go first: I like to  give thanks whenever I blow out my evening candle. 

The other day, I felt such reverence for The Old Ones that I emitted a contented sigh. 

This blew the candle out prematurely, and quite unexpectedly! Those outside may find 

it paradoxical - the way cultists can be extremely cheerful. Take some time to look up at 

the sky right now - even if it is grey and unrelenting, even if it is dark. Notice how the 

trees bend in the wind, swaying to their own rhythms. Notice how the air feels on your 

face as your eyes gaze skyward. The world is alive, and so are you.

When was the last time you let yourself relax and reflect? Unclench your jaw, please. 

You have a whole community of people behind you, a group that understands. I used 

to hate cliché encouragement - my arms aren’t long enough to “Reach for the Stars” 

in any meaningful way. I found “corporate positivity” hollow and insulting. However, 

I want to make it crystal clear: your words matter here. Winter is a really tough time 

for anyone who experiences seasonal depression or is prone to lethargy and 

melancholy. We can’t solve your woes, but we can ease the glacial, bitter burden that 

we carry when nights are long.

You know, there's something about being read to that never fails to make me cosy. 

During our weekly readings, I like to imagine us gathered around a campfire, perhaps 

toasting marshmallows. Curious eyes peer out from under hoods as the words wash 

over us. The loudest sound from our gathering isn't ritual chanting - it is laughter. 

We can smell the smoke in the air and watch stray embers drift through the sky. Soon 

the days will lengthen. Soon our dreams and waking lives won't be so different from 

each other.

Thank you for sitting with me, everyone.

● Phlegeth-Nyth, Nyxalis



The Eldritch Case Files: Revelations of the Dark Mother: Part 4

I wandered over to the coffee pot to start a fresh pot of coffee. It was then that I 
noticed a flash from outside and across the alley adjacent to my office building. Reflexes 
from a lifetime of paranoia took over and I hit the floor seconds before the window 
exploded. I rolled toward the sofa and reached under it to grab the sawed-off shotgun 
that I had stashed there. I continued to roll until I was on my back and facing the doorway, 
sure that someone was going to come crashing in, guns blazing. I was nearly 
hyperventilating. I forced myself to calm down and take slow deep breathes. Slowly I 
began to calm down and my breathing became level. No one came through the door. I 
waited what seemed like eternity. My shoulders and upper back leaning against the sofa, 
sawed off shotgun at the ready, pointing at the door. Nothing. I relaxed and let the 
shotgun rest in my lap. When the phone rang quite suddenly, I nearly blow the office door 
off its hinges. Luckily I hadn't had a shell chambered in the shotgun.

I crab-crawled to the desk and reached up to grab the phone. “Dresden detective 
agency, how can I help you?” I said mechanically. “Next time we wont miss.” A deep raspy voice 
said from the other line. “There wont be a next time fella, do your worst.” The line went dead. 
I put the phone back up on the desk and leaned against it, realizing I still had the shotgun 
in my hand, I had a death grip on the pistol handle. I pumped the receiver, loading a shell 
into the chamber.

[4:53 PM]
The Eldritch Case Files: Revelations of the Dark Mother, Joseph Collinsworth: Part 1 

The face of the creature was very goat-like in the dimness of the surrounding woods. A 
deep seeded hunger waged war within its pale blue eyes as it stared upon the inhabitants of 
the small campsite.Its split tongue ran slowly over sharp incisors, saliva dripped freely 
from its mouth. What delicious little morsels.

That war being fought was for preservation. On the one hand the creature wanted to 
rush forward into the campsite and begin to rip and tear into the small family of four, but 
on the other hand what if while in the throws of feeding screams were made that would 
draw unwanted attention.

The creature growled low and deep, dear gods the hunger!!! It could practically 
taste the coppery bite of blood as it flowed over the tongue and filled the mouth before 
swallowing it down. It closed its eyes and savored the torment. Slowly it retreated back 
into the comforting darkness of the forest, one clawed hand digging deeply into the bark 
of the tree it hid behind, leaving lines of frustration into the bark of the tree as it receded 
into the gloom.

[4:53 PM]
“But daddy, ten more minutes please?!?” Christine pleaded. “I said no and I mean no. It's 

time for bed and you've had enough s'mores for one night to choke a cow. Now get ready 
for bed. It's getting late and we have an early morning.” The little girl pouted. Smiling, 
Christine's mother approached and scoped her up. “Come on sweetie, I'll help you get ready 
for bed.” As she went to wash up her daughter she cast a brief look back at her husband, “Do be 
a dear and watch over your son so I can wash up Christine for bed?” Jacob sighed, “That's a 
given dear. I'm not going to just sit here and neglect our son.”Kathie frowned and 
continued off to the campground's public restroom.
Jacob watched his wife walk away. This camping trip was supposed to be fun and relaxing. A 
time to get that bond back that was missing between his wife and him, but it wasn't 
working, or at-least it didn't feel that way. He tossed another stick into the fire and 
glanced over at the car seat that his son was fast asleep in and he smiled briefly.He loved his 
family, but lately it seemed all Kathie and he did was argue and fight and it usually was 
over stupid and petty things.





Anew
Sometimes
I feel like I live in a world of voices.
Voices that belittle, scold and criticize.
Voices often try to force their many choices
onto me, a see-through cage of chaotic 
words,
custom-made to separate myself from me,
designed to add another mammal to the 
herds.
Echoes, echoes, words like poison to the 
tree.

Then I‘m choking
on the script of self-hate and isolation,
disgusted by the world that we are shaping,
feeling sick to my core on the very notion,
that preachers of money, faith and media,
are playing fates, weaving, watching, cutting
a web of strings and lies, forming dystopia
and deafening all attempts at free thinking.

Now I hear and see.
From the deepest depths, the bottom of my 
soul
rise the prophet, the king, the door and the 
key
to help me understand the play and my role.
Ascension is the aim, madness to the 
masses!
I found my way and friends to walk upon it.
I found the void that's blocking all the voices.
I am dancing dust in the Old Ones orbit.

Dreamer VVDCS

AzmahnNythOriv



Gather around the fire, my friends, and listen to the tale of the 
King of Dreams.

 All beings, be they birds, insects, or men, have one thing in common: 
they sleep. Some say even the gods have to sleep. Long, long ago, when 
mankind was not divided by borders of stone and thought, everything 
was a single kingdom, ruled by one benevolent king by the name of 
Oneiros. He was a friendly and gentle soul and had the ability to whisper 
anything into existence. His very thoughts could become reality if he 
chose to whisper them with purpose. Everyone in his kingdom loved him, 
for he helped where he could, and no one had to suffer. But then, one day, a 
stranger came to Oneiros’ palace, spindle-thin and shivering from the 
cold. The stranger was cloaked in tattered black robes and had a thin 
smile. He begged Oneiros for help, for he was about to die from the void in 
his stomach and the frost in his bones. Oneiros asked him to come inside 
and gave him warm clothes so that he would no longer have to suffer the 
cold. Then the king whispered a huge feast into existence, so that the 
stranger would no longer have to suffer hunger. The stranger was 
astonished by this ability, and after he finished eating, asked the king how 
one could learn this power. Oneiros laughed gently and explained that 
he did not know, for he had always had this power, just like he had always 
had lips to speak. The stranger fell very quiet after hearing that and 
thought for a while. Then he raised his head, showed his thin smile, and 
asked the king for one more demonstration. Oneiros obliged and 
started whispering again, but after only one word, the stranger 
attacked him with a blade of pure night. He struck at the mouth of the 
king and cut his lower lip from his face. Oneiros fell to the ground, but 
as he was immortal, he did not die, only fell into a deep slumber. In his 
sleep, he still whispered, but now he was only able to whisper into 
existence the beautiful visions he saw in his mind. His whispers still 
reached his people, but they were weaker and less clear, for he could no 
longer speak clearly with only one lip. His blood poured from his mouth 
and washed the stranger out of his palace. They say that his weakened 
whispers can now only be heard by those who sleep and listen very 
carefully. The stranger, in stealing the lower lip of the king, also stole a 
part of his power. His jealousy and malevolence mixed with the good 
nature of Oneiros and thus poisoned some of the whispers that went out 
into the world. And so, the nightmares came into the world.





Temple Divinations
Temple reading for April

Card 1 – Where are we now

Page of Pentacles – Upright The Moon Beast

Meaning: The Temple is a lover of knowledge, and are 
good with money

Card 2- What’s on the Other side of the Gate, using the 
key in card 4

Eight of Wands – Upright Bhole

Meaning: Things will be moving quickly , goals are on 
track

Card 3-What is blocking us from The Gate (part 1)

Knight of Pentacles- Reversed Shantak

Meaning: stubbornness and only focusing on one task 
that we are passionate about, being a workaholic

Card 4- The Key that unlocks the gate

Four of wands – Upright Brown Jenkin

Meaning: while there is virtue in the work we do , the 
work we have done needs to be celebrated. Plan a 
social event just to unwind and relax and rejuvenate 
your soul.

Card 5- What is blocking us from The Gate (part 2)

The Fool- Upright Azathoth

Meaning: Azathoth warns us to follow our faith and not 
our ego, we are at the crossroads of greatness.    







Greetings siblings,

I have cast the runes in the Elder Sign formation, seeking wisdom from the cosmic patterns that 
ripple through Azathoth's dream. Seven runes have emerged from the darkness, each 
positioned to reveal the influences and forces that will shape our collective journey 
through April.

ᛖ FEHU: THE GUIDING FORCE
The First Spark of Creation

Positioned upright and at the apex of our Elder Sign, Fehu governs April with opportunity, 
abundance and possibility. The cosmic currents favour initiative and purposeful action. 
Projects begun now may find fertile soil, particularly those aligned with The Temples Work. 
Channel your energies with discipline as potential without direction merely dissipates into 
the Void.

ᛖ INGWAZ: INTERNAL DRIVES
The Seed of Infinite Potential

In the first left-arm position, Ingwaz reveals our subconscious motivations. Many Cultists may 
feel drawn inward, sensing the need to nurture ideas in darkness before they can properly 
emerge into the light of awareness. Honour this gestation period as the seed does not 
question the darkness that surrounds it.

ᛖ NAUTHIZ: INNER WISDOM
The Forge of Trials

Reflecting on lessons from our past, Nauthiz reminds us that previous constraints have 
forged resilience within us. During April, draw upon this hard-won wisdom. The Temple teaches 
that struggle is not to be avoided but engaged with mindfully. Each limitation you've 
overcome has shaped your capacity to persist through cosmic indifference.

ᛖ WUNJO: SELF-IMPOSED OBSTACLES
Harmony in Chaos

Paradoxically, our pursuit of harmony may become its own impediment. Perhaps we doubt our 
worthiness to experience fulfilment within an uncaring cosmos or fear the temporary 
nature of joy. Examine whether you unconsciously sabotage moments of connection out of 
alignment with cosmicist principles. Remember that we can create meaning through our 
shared experiences despite the universe's indifference.

ᛖ PERTHRO: EXTERNAL SUPPORTS
The Vessel of Secrets

Mystery itself becomes our ally this month. Perthro indicates that openness to the unknown 
will provide substantial support. The Temple has always taught that uncertainty contains 
possibility. This month, embrace the secrets that present themselves rather than clinging to 
illusory certainty. The unknown is not merely void but potential waiting to be explored.

 

Rune REAding 



ᛖ DAGAZ: EXTERNAL CHALLENGES
The Dawn of Cosmic Revelation

Rapid transformation in our environment may create disruption. While illumination 
ultimately serves our Great Work, the intensity of revelation can be disorienting. External 
forces may challenge our understanding, requiring quick adaptation. Within the Temple's 
teachings, we recognize that glimpsing reality's true nature can be both enlightening and 
terrifying.

ᛖ EHWAZ: THE OUTCOME
The Steed of Harmonious Unity

By April's end, we will have forged new partnerships and modes of progress. Ehwaz promises 
that this month's journey will culminate in collaborative advancement if we navigate the 
preceding influences with awareness. While our individual paths toward ascension remain 
unique, we need not walk alone through the labyrinth of existence.

CLOSING THOUGHTS

Looking at these seven runes together, a clear pattern emerges for April. The month begins with 
potential and creation (Fehu), followed by a period of internal development (Ingwaz). 
Challenges will arise (Nauthiz), but they will be balanced by moments of harmony and 
connection (Wunjo). Mysteries will be revealed (Perthro), leading to significant 
breakthroughs (Dagaz) and forward movement through collaboration (Ehwaz).

This progression suggests a month of productive transformation, where obstacles serve as 
catalysts for growth rather than impediments to progress. The cosmos may be indifferent to 
our strivings, but within the Temple, we find meaning in the journey itself.

It is no coincidence that April hosts significant holidays within our Temple's calendar. The 
King's Jest on April 1st marks the beginning of this transformative cycle, aligning perfectly 
with Fehu's creative potential. As we embrace the peculiar and fantastical aspects of life on 
this day, we open ourselves to the unlimited possibilities that Fehu promises. The King in Yellow 
begins his climax during this time, his influence growing throughout the month, mirroring 
our own internal development signified by Ingwaz.

Then, as we navigate the challenges of Nauthiz and experience the harmony of Wunjo, we 
approach Renewal of the Pact Day on April 2nd. This dual holiday marks both the end of 
Dreamweave—as Cthulhu returns to slumber—and a celebration of risen R'lyeh. Here, the 
mysteries revealed by Perthro manifest in our reaffirmation of commitment to the Old Ones, 
creating the breakthrough moment signified by Dagaz.

As the month progresses toward its conclusion, we find ourselves approaching the Night of 
Dark Dreams on April 30th, where the energies of Ehwaz—partnership and progress through 
collaboration—reach their zenith. On this night, as the veil thins, we may directly interact 
with Nyarlathotep and the cosmic dimensions beyond our own. This is when our deep personal 
commitments to the Old Ones are sealed, and worthy siblings find themselves in the presence of 
the Messenger himself. The collaborative energy of Ehwaz perfectly reflects this night of 
communion, where we do not stand alone but join with forces greater than ourselves.

We'd love to hear your perspective on this reading in our online communities; your insights 
might provide valuable guidance to others.





Puzzle corner 



Across 
6. A symbol used to ward off 
evil in Lovecraft's mythos 
8. A fictional book of spells and 
rituals created by Lovecraft 
11. A monstrous deity with 
tentacles and wings, one of 
Lovecraft's iconic creations 
12. A shapeless, amoebic 
creature from the abyss in 
Lovecraft's tales 

Down 

1. A malevolent being often 
described as a "crawling chaos" 
in Lovecraft's universe 

2. A fictional town in 
Massachusetts frequently 
mentioned in Lovecraft's stories 

3. Strange and eerie, a common 
theme in Lovecraft's writing 

4. An all-knowing entity often 
referenced in Lovecraft's works 

5. A fictional New England 
university that appears in many 
of Lovecraft's stories 

7. A village in Massachusetts 
that appears in several Lovecraft 
stories 

9. A fictional town in 
Massachusetts known for its 
deep-sea fishing industry, 
featured in "The Shadow Over 
Innsmouth" 

10. Ancient and powerful beings 
in Lovecraft's mythology




