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Chapter One.  Section 1.

Roscoe Forthright loves to spurt semen onto the breasts of beautiful young 
women.  And so do I.

I am Garabed Gregorian. I have known Roscoe Forthright for forty years.  Twenty 
years before his spiritual revelations, and long before he created his Lodges, and 
initiated the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright.  I became a Sacred Follower 
in 2011, and have enjoyed spurting semen into the mouths, and onto the breasts of 
seventeen female Followers.

Roscoe gathered his first three Followers, Gina Swan, Amber Riverwood and 
Sister Rosalee in Seattle in 2010.  They held meetings once a week in Roscoe's 
cabin in the woods, west of Port Angeles, Washington.  The first Lodge building 
was purchased in 2014, on Vancouver Island, British Columbia. The second 
Lodge, purchased in 2016, in Portland, Oregon, a large houseboat on the 
Willamette River. And, the third Lodge was purchased in Seattle in 2017. 
Between 2017 and 2021 there was rapid growth due to a multimillion dollar 
donation from Anon.Donor.  Anon.Donor is the Dutch computer scientist and 
software programmer who invented and built our proprietary, highly encrypted, 
zoom-like platform, Oneness2.  Public interest in Oneness2 brought over 500 new 
Followers into the new Lodges during the past three years. We currently operate 
57 Lodges in the U.S. and 15 international Lodges. 

Our public website, roscoeforthright.com was created in late Fall, 2020 for the 
purpose of public awareness and as a free video entertainment library.  99% of the 
short and long videos on our website were produced in our Lodges by Roscoe 
Forthright and myself.  (I often act as a cameraman, and have never appeared in 
the published videos.)  In 2020, just before the creation of the website Roscoe 
Forthright began to refer to his Followers as, The Sacred Followers of Roscoe 

Forthright, and the name is now used on our logo, and in all our Church 
literature.  Prior to 2020, Roscoe simply referred to us all as, “My curious, quirky 
audience. Those few people who seem to enjoy what I have to say.”  That is, he 
never considered us a 'congregation' or a group of religious followers.

To date, our roscoeforthright.com website has received 267, 849 views, with a 
larger number of total views of our video collection.  As a result, interest in our 
sex cult is higher than ever. This has created a communication problem, as none 
of us were prepared to respond to thousands of email questions. We have no 
Public Relations Department.  And we never use mass, generic emails to respond 
to inquiries. We believe each individual person deserves an individual response, 
to satisfy their specific requests. With the large volume, personal responses have 
become impossible.  
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This Journal itself, is an effort to address the many questions about our Lodges, 
and our religious beliefs, and our specific sex rituals.  I will devote an entire 
chapter of this book to the sex rituals, and an entire chapter to the public global 
masturbatory pleasure of our Oneness2 zoom platform.

At present, this is the best we can do, to satisfy the honest, sincere curiosity of the 
public.  As we move forward we will improve our ability to communicate with 
large numbers of people, and bring more Followers into our Lodges.  We hope all 
interested viewers will watch all our videos, and get an overview, a general 
understanding of the religion we practice.

 Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter One.  Section 2.

Not all sex cult leaders provide their followers with accurate and useful 
information.  Some sex cults are simply money-making enterprises, or sex slave 
camps for the leaders of the cult.  These moronic cults have truly given all cults a 
bad name. Sex cults, in general, are viewed by most people as creepy and abusive, 
to be avoided like Asian drug gangs and the Mafia.  Each reader will decide for 
themselves if our specific cult, in our specific locations, in our place and time, 
with our specific, beautiful, young, naked female Followers is worthy of your 
attention. The reader will decide if our sex cult offers valuable and useful ideas to 
our 21st Century civilization, specifically civilization as it exists in the United 
States, Canada, Australia, New Zealand and Europe.  English-speaking readers 
are the audience who knows us best.

Some readers currently believe no sex cult can possibly provide anything 
worthwhile to our civilization.  In their minds, sex cults, by their essential 
definition are nothing worth thinking about. Such readers will be happier 
if they stop reading this story, right now.  There is no reason for them to 
proceed.  For such readers, spiritual sex rituals, will remain outside their 
small , indoctrinated , limited  imaginations . This  is not  meant  to be an 
insult . Truthfully , what  appeals  to  any  reader  relies  much  on  the 
expansive  capacity  of  that  person 's imagination .  Closed , small , 
indoctrinated  imaginations  are  not  likely  to  accept  sex  rituals  as 
worthwhile .  If a person  has no capacity  to look further  than their  own 
nose, nothing I do, or say, or write is likely to convince them otherwise.
Let's get to it.  Having observed his own sexual desire for over fifty years,  
Roscoe Forthright thought about his own sexual desire, he held it up like            
an apple, to be examined from all angles. 
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 He bit hard into the apple, until his teeth reached the core.  Until his teeth 
crunched the seeds.  Doing all this, Roscoe reached several conclusions:   1.) 
Most people do not examine their sexuality further than the surface impression, 
and whatever current social or pop culture norms are fashionable.  2.) Most 
people define and interpret their sexuality as a physical need or craving, like 
eating this particular food, or preferring that particular drink. 3.) Few people 
consider sexual desire and sexual satisfaction as forms of spiritual worship, or 
spiritual exploration. 4.) Many people value the pleasure and psychological 
satisfaction of sex, without looking any further than those immediate, and short-
lived satisfactions.  Or worse, some small minds limit the value of sex to the 
production of babies.
5.)  Larger definitions of sexual behavior and sexual experiences, especially when 
the experience hints toward religious or spiritual experience... such larger 
definitions are mostly ignored, in favor of modern pop culture definitions, or 
creepy and small academic definitions, or narrow, mainstream Church definitions. 
Larger definitions are often not discussed at all, and considered an impossibility.

In other words, if the leaders of a civilization, the secular and religious teachers 
decide an idea is unimportant or impossible, the rest of us are expected to be 
bobble-heads, nodding up and down in agreement with whatever our prestigious 
elite have told us.  Often we let the prestigious elite define reality for us, in many 
regards, not just in regard to our sex lives.  When the leaders miss the point, or 
have it all wrong, because they have looked no further than their own noses, 
millions of people are misled to believe versions of reality, which are essentially 
and fundamentally inaccurate.

Thinking about all this, examining his own erect cock like a shiny new apple, 
Roscoe discovered, none, absolutely none of the books he read, nor the scholarly 
lectures he heard, nor the people he spoke with in private, provided an accurate, 
complete and useful view of his apple.  And he knew for a fact, his apple, his 
erect cock, was no different than millions of other apples and erect cocks. 
Therefore, some new definitions were required, some ideas other people had not 
considered.  

Self-exploration thereby being generalized to define a universal situation, a 
universal set of facts, to define the use of human sexuality as a meditative method 
to attain Oneness.  As in the Buddhist sense of Nirvana.  Or the Christian sense of 
touching the Mind of God. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter One.  Section 3.

Looking at other areas of human knowledge, in addition to our understanding of 
sexuality, we find definitions of reality vary from one decade to the next. 
Versions of reality fluctuate and are influenced by social, political or economic 
agendas of the most powerful people of each era.  This or that version of reality is 
pushed on millions of people, like a political propaganda, as in justifications for 
bombing Vietnam or bombing Iraq.  Often the pushed propaganda has one goal: 
to make rich people richer, or keep powerful people in those positions of power 
(economic or political or social power.)  In other words, popular views of reality 
are invented for purposes which have nothing to do with observable reality. The 
propaganda versions of reality have specific agendas which are only marginally 
related to accurate descriptions of reality.  This is entirely true of our diverse 
views of human sexuality, and the lack of serious study and serious interest in the 
potential of human sexuality as a spiritual tool.

Roscoe Forthright's only goal is to describe reality accurately.  His goal is honest 
and thorough understanding of our Universe, that is, to describe reality accurately.  
And a desire to share his spiritual discoveries with other people. Roscoe 
Forthright has developed an understanding of Oneness, perhaps another name for 
God, perhaps an expanded definition of God.  Roscoe replaces the word God, 
with the word Oneness.  He drops the personification, the “Omniscient Old Man 

With a Beard,” and the imagined idea of One Entity, a single Omnipotent, 
Omniscient Entity, physically separate from us, deliberately separate from all 
humans, and separate from all the rest of Creation.  “Oneness” suggests there is 
no One Entity separate from all humans.  Oneness suggests we are all contained 
within One Spiritual Entity, we are living cells within the body of God.  All 

observable things, both living and inanimate, are contained within a Single 

Conscious and Living Oneness.  “Oneness” thereby becomes a larger and more 
inclusive word, and slightly more specific than the word “God.”

Truthfully, many people have limited imaginations, and have trouble imagining 
any interaction with God, or an interaction with a Cosmic Oneness. In our place 
and time, spiritual imagination is scattered, and often limits itself to the doctrines 
of this or that established religion.  Even recent New Age movements of the 
1970s and 1980s, and the religious ideas of various neo-pagan and occult schools 
of thought.... often personify Oneness, or limit the God-concept to images which 
are easy to visualize.  In our view, in the view of the Sacred Followers of Roscoe 
Forthright, Oneness is felt.  It is not visualized, as an otherworldly landscape 
populated with angels or deities.  In our view, Oneness does not require 
visualization, so much as it requires expansion of awareness, the awareness of 
things we feel.  For this reason, we believe orgasms and music have the potential 
to stimulate spiritual experiences because they are immediately felt, rather than 
visualized, or stimulated by other non-sexual meditation techniques.
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Having personally experienced Oneness, by use of sexual rituals and sexual 
understanding, Roscoe knows his experienced reality is not imaginary.  His 
experienced reality is as tangible as a bowling ball, but far more difficult to 
describe.  Most everyone can imagine a bowling ball, and understand its weight 
and purpose by picking it up.  This is not so easy with spiritual reality.

Knowing sexuality to be a reliable spiritual conduit, our innate human ability to 
touch Oneness, Roscoe is ready to tell other people all about it.  He has developed 
rituals to help other people use their own bodies to touch Oneness, and use their 
own personal experience to define reality in new ways, larger ways, ways 
fundamentally different from the teachings of most established religions.   

I will close this section by mentioning the individuals, in addition to myself, who 
have been the principal Followers, and helped Roscoe refine his rituals.  The 
process of refining a sex ritual is like any other process of experimentation.  We 
try something out.  The girls suck cocks this way or that, or jack boys off with 
specific incantations, until the ritual is most effective, both for getting the boys 
and girls off, and creating a repeatable and consistent spiritual experience. The 
girls can be seen in many of our videos, having fun with Roscoe, having fun with 
each other, having multiple orgasms in multiple ways.  Many of the videos are 
designed to be fun entertainment, and some also contain voice-over literary 
content, to explain Roscoe's ideas on sex rituals, and on many other subjects.

From the start, we can see Amber Riverwood and Gina Swan sucking Roscoe's 
happy little cock.  Sister Rosalee also spends many cheerful minutes sucking 
Roscoe's cock.  Beth Darmstadt prefers to jack him off.  She loves to take 
Roscoe's cock in her hand and give it a good workout. Bea Seadottir prefers to 
watch Roscoe eat her pussy, and often watches Roscoe eat Amber's pussy.  Bea 
loves to use her big, bright yellow vibrator, The Yellow Submarine, and have 
multiple orgasms with Amber.  Roscoe prefers to lick the sweet-tasting vaginae of 
Amber, Rosalee and Bea, while Gina sucks his cock, and Beth squeezes his balls. 
This remains Roscoe's favorite position for spiritual orgasms, spurting his cream, 
while the five girls also have orgasms. 

As an example of his spiritual thinking, I will quote his favorite spiritual lesson. 
Roscoe says: 

“Most all heterosexual men will gain spiritual understanding, when they spurt 
semen into, onto or very close to beautiful naked women, as often as possible.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Two.  Introduction.

Every worthwhile cult has an insightful back-story. Before Roscoe explored his 
own spiritual sexuality, he was influenced by various religions and neo-pagan 
occult ideas. And he had prophetic visions. Three celestial visitations in particular 
shaped the development of Roscoe's ideas and his philosophy of Oneness.  After 
having conversations with Deities from Christian, Jewish, Islamic and Buddhist 
pantheons, a person is forced to revise their definitions of “Reality,” to include the 
new and shocking spiritual experiences.  The visitations fortified Roscoe's 
determination to discover accurate, and all-encompassing definitions of Reality. 
He wants to know the Truth.  Not the half-truths of previous religious and 
scientific thought; not the half-truths of major and minor philosophers. Roscoe 
wants an experiential truth, a truth immediately perceived and understood, 
without the complex linguistic and cultural twists of logic, which are mandatory 
in most religions and philosophies.

His several visitations included the Archangel Gabriel, from Christian, Jewish and 
Islamic traditions.  Also known in New Orleans during the 1930s, as the jazz 
trumpet player, Gaby Silverhorn. Roscoe's second visitation was the Tibetan God, 
Chakrasamavara.  His third visitation was with the Hindu God, Lord Shiva. Later, 
Roscoe met the Goat-God Pan, and spoke with him at length, as Pan pumped 
Amber, Gina, and Kate Wilkins from behind in the Celestial Realm, called Azoth.

Chapter Two.  Section 1.  Roscoe with Gaby Silverhorn

One morning Roscoe walked out into the woods, near his cabin in the forest of 
British Columbia. Overnight snow had fallen, over a half-meter deep in some 
places.  It crunched under his boots.  Roscoe walked a quarter kilometer down the 
gravel, then left the road heading into the forest along a bough-covered path, a 
favorite trail of deer. The path led to a large clearing, three basalt boulders, under 
old growth timber.  Coming around a cluster of young cedars, Roscoe stopped in 
surprise.  An elderly native aboriginal man was sitting on the lowest boulder.  He 
wore a new white parka, with the logo of the American ball team, the Cleveland 
Indians, the smiling Chief Wahoo. The elderly man wore shiny new hiking boots 
from Cabela's.  He was whittling an oak branch with a hunting knife.

Roscoe had not expected to see anyone in this isolated spot.  His closest 
neighbors lived over four miles away.  Roscoe approached the man and said hello. 
The man looked up at him with a charming, warm smile and said, “Hello, young 
man.  Beautiful day, is it not?”
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“Yes.” Roscoe replied, “I love the new fallen snow."                                       
The two persons sat quietly for a few moments.
Then, Roscoe said, “I am Roscoe Forthright, visiting from Washington State.     
My girl-friends have a cabin not far from here.  Do you live around here?”
The elderly man smiled and said,”Oh no, no not at all.  I am just passing through. 
I travel a lot.  And I have not been to Canada in many years.”
Roscoe asked, “What is your name?”
The man replied, “Oh, pardon me. Let me introduce myself. The people in this 
area call me Raven. In other places I go by other names. I am a trumpet player. 
When I lived in New Orleans, the folks called me, Gaby Silverhorn.  But to most 
people, in most places in Hebrew, Islamic and Christian traditions I am called 
Gabriel.

Roscoe assumed this was a joke.  He laughed and said, “You are an archangel! 
Like the old song, bringing down the walls of Jericho.”

“Well, yes...” the man replied, “That was me.  I caught Holy Hell from Jehovah 
over that one. I was simply playing my horn, as The Lord God Commanded, but I 
got carried away, improvised a bit too long, and caused unnecessary havoc.”

Roscoe was completely silent.  And the Archangel Gabriel said, “Don't look at me 
that way, young man. I am not crazy, and I am not anything special.  I am just an 
average Archangel taking a few days off to go fishing, and camping in the woods
.”  

The Archangel continued, “I will tell you something you probably do not know. 
Time and Space are useful, but they are illusions. A 20-year-old man and a 90-
year-old man can be equally alert, energetic and alive in their minds and spirits. 
But the 90-year-old man is less able to physically express his youthful and lively 
spirit. The body grows old, but spirit, mind and joyfulness are eternal.  Sometimes 
the body declines, the mind and spirit leave, exit to other realms, sometimes years 
before the physical body dies.  This fact of fluidity, the illusion of space and time 
allows me to travel.  My job and my Boss Jehovah, require me to travel across 
time, at times to places which are nonexistent, when viewed from 21st Century 
planet Earth.  I keep busy. There is always some disaster somewhere, some mess 
to clean up.  And believe me, humans are not the only beings who create colossal 
disasters.  Gods, goddesses, angels, archangels, demons and the djinn also fuck up
.  Willfully or accidentally cause damage to the Celestial Universe.  They make 
bad choices, back the wrong side in this war or in that spiritual struggle.  Lucifer 
is the most obvious example of betting on the wrong horse.

Some celestial beings remain aloof and blissfully distant, when they should be 
down on Earth, getting their hands dirty, getting good things done.  Getting rid  
of the vermin, and eliminating the sociopath political leaders who cause wars, 
and cause mass suffering for no good reason at all.  Celestial beings could 
intercede, but often they do not.
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Once in awhile, I get a few decades off from the Archangel business. From 1920 
to 1960 I led a quiet life in New Orleans, playing jazz in local clubs, boozing it 
up, getting laid.  Then, the Lord God gave me a job in Cuba.  You know, the 
Cuban Missile Crisis.  Those Russian rockets pointed at Washington D.C.  Your 
pathetic leaders came within hours of achieving Actual Armageddon.
And that is not the first time I have pulled humanity's ass out of the fire.

I should tell you, being 5000 years old, I have seen civilizations come and go. 
Leaders are often the last people to understand and accept reality, and adapt to 
new realities.  Leaders often cling to dead ideas, self-destructive ideas and self-
destructive ideologies.  I should tell you specifically, the Old Testament stories of 
God destroying nations are wildly exaggerated.  Most nations destroy themselves. 
God has nothing to do with it.  God is severe in defending Free Will.  Humans are 
given Free Will, and that includes the Free Will to destroy themselves. The Free 
Will of a man like Hitler or Stalin causes the death of tens of millions of people. 
All that suffering and death could have been avoided. Ordinary people who allow 
Hitlers and Stalins into positions of power are equally guilty as the brutal leaders. 
The citizens of the United States are responsible for piles of dead bodies, in 
Vietnam, in Cambodia, in the Iraq and Afghan wars, and in other places where 
their were no U.S. soldiers, but piles of U.S.-made munitions.  U.S. rockets and 
bombs blowing people up.  You might wish to blame your leaders, but you must 
also blame yourselves for putting those leaders in power.”

Gabriel paused for a long time. “I am sorry, my young friend Roscoe.  What past 
generations did is not your fault.  But your own young people, the people who 
now vote for leaders, are often equally taken in by outrageous lies.  They also 
have the capacity to vote for sociopath leaders who drop bombs and sell 
munitions.  After watching humanity for 5000 years, I can say I am deeply 
disappointed.  I did not intend to spout my anger at you.  I simply get angry about 
it all from time to time. Please, let's go for a walk.”

As Gabriel stood up, Roscoe noticed a slight shimmer, an iridescence in the 
air around the Angel. The Angel wore a furry winter hat with fuzzy ear-flaps.  
Snow crunched under the thick soles of his new boots.

The Angel smiled to himself, thinking about “thick souls.”  But he said nothing 
to Roscoe.  The Angel and Roscoe moved through the bushes and sapling fir 
trees to the edge of a small pool. The pool was open to the sky, though closely 
surrounded by tall, densely grown old cedars, giving the impression of an 
outdoor nature-made cathedral. The spring-fed pool was connected to a narrow 
stream, gurgling half a kilometer to a lake.

Roscoe saw sunlight gleam off the distant lake.  He was surprised to see 
freshwater flowing in the spot, in Canadian midwinter.  The warmth of the air 
within the forest cathedral told him this was a hot spring, and steam now swirled 
above the surface of the pool. Roscoe could see trout in the crystal clear water, 
moving slowly ten meters below the surface.  This sacred place stood bright in 
midday sunlight, with shadows of the cedars playing on the surface, as boughs 
swayed in a slight breeze.
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This church was silent, except for the gurgling water and three ravens talking to 
each other in the treetops.

Archangel Gabriel took off his fur coat, and lay it in the snow.  He wore an 
intricately patterned blue and white Norwegian sweater of wool.  He also took 
off the sweater and now stood in blue jeans and a black tee-shirt from Old Navy. 
Roscoe laughed out loud, seeing an Archangel wearing an Old Navy logo.
The Angel did not notice.  He raised his arms slowly, chest high.  The wand he 
had been whittling was pointed skyward in his right hand. Gabriel caste the sign 
of the pentacle over the waters, the Occult five-pointed star.  Next, he caste the 
six-pointed Star of David, and finally the four-armed Christian Cross.  He said 
nothing during these ritual gestures.  Archangels do not need to say anything. 
The Elemental Spirits, the Cosmos Itself is responsive to Invocations of 
Archangels. 

Roscoe realized, Gabriel was using the forest pool as a scrying pool, as 
soothsayers use a mirror or a crystal ball. Moments after Gabriel's invocation a 
mist formed over the entire pond, and in the mist a vision came into focus.  The 
image became a high-resolution wide-screen vision of ancient Egypt.  Roscoe 
knew this was not 21st Century Egypt, because the Great Pyramid of Giza was 
only half-built. Workmen were milling about, drinking beer, as if on an afternoon 
break.

Gabriel turned to Roscoe and said: “I will be going now. It was a pleasure to 
meet you, Roscoe. I hope we will meet again someday. You are a good fellow. 
An honest, intelligent man, with a good head on your shoulders. Unfortunately, 
you live in difficult times.  Your powerful people often work for personal gain, 
and do not care at all for the survival of your civilization. Don't let the bullshit, 
and endless propaganda of your leaders get you down. Remain creative, clever 
and cheerful.  Most every civilization rests heavily on mountains of bullshit, and 
yours is no exception.  At some point, 20 years from now, 80, 100 or 200 years 
from now, your civilization will cease to exist, or be entirely and completely un-
recognizable as a worthwhile civilization.  This happens to all civilizations. 
Yours is no exception. Your arrogant, irrational leaders think the gravy train 
goes on forever!  Feel grateful for your ability to see through cultural, social and 
political lies.  Enhance your capacity to view Actual Reality, the Actual Truth 
which exists.  This is the Reality you and I live in, entirely separate from the 
invented, fictitious and completely inaccurate version of reality, pushed by your 
government and corporate leaders. 

Here with you today, I can say with complete accuracy:  You and I exist within 
the Oneness, which is the Living, Joyful, Active Mind of God.  Most of your 
world leadership has no notion of this large and wondrous Reality.  They operate 
within their small defective imaginations, and make small and defective 
decisions.  Like World War I, and World War II and all the rest of your death-cult 
wars. Many of your current world leaders, in politics and in business are death-
cult apocalypse zombies.
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Today, in these woods my Boss, the Lord God Jehovah, wants you to know His 
Godly Personification is Laughable.  You exist within the Oneness of His Mind. 
All things exist and are spiritually interconnected Within the Oneness of the 
Living, Joyful Active Mind of God.  Oneness is a more accurate term for His 
Existence.  The word God, always contains fuzzy attributes of man-made gods.”

Archangel Gabriel shook Roscoe's right hand warmly.  Then turned facing the 
pool, and became a shimmering ball of golden light.  The shimmering ball which 
was once the native aboriginal man, mingled with the mist, and became 
indistinguishable from the mist around the far side of the pond.
A moment later, Roscoe saw Archangel Gabriel appear inside the vision of 
ancient Egypt.  Gabriel was dressed in the clothes of an Egyptian trader, with a 
long brown cloak.  In his hands he held the reins of a large camel.  With one hand 
he stroked the camel's head.  Standing there in ancient Egypt, Gabriel turned and 
looked up, directly at Roscoe.  He let go of the camel's reins and waved at 
Roscoe with both hands, smiling and laughing.  Then Gabriel turned away, 
leading the camel toward the unfinished Great Pyramid of Giza. 

Within ten minutes the vision of Egypt faded completely, leaving afternoon 
sunlight sparkling on the surface of the pool.  Roscoe sat in the snow looking at 
the pond above the hot-spring, the hot-spring which fed the pond, the pond which 
fed the stream, the stream which fed the shimmering lake.  This is how things 
flow from One Source.  Roscoe sat there quietly for twenty minutes, with joyful 
tears streaming over his cheeks.  Roscoe Forthright, the creator of 78 short porn 
films, the enthusiastic boinker of beautiful young women, the writer, composer 
and future leader of the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright sat quietly in the 
woods on Vancouver Island, British Columbia.  He knew he had just experienced 
a Biblical miracle, and spent the morning and early afternoon with Archangel 
Gabriel, the trumpet-player, Gaby Silverhorn.

Ѡ
  

Ѧ
   

Ѡ
  

Ѧ
  

Ѡ
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Chapter Two.  Section 2.

Roscoe Forthright and Kate Wilkins with Chakrasamavara

In total, over a period of three months, Roscoe probably shot semen into, onto, or 
very close to Kate eight or nine times.  He never concerns himself with accurate 
accounting of sploodge.  He got naked with her, and made videos with her twelve 
times, and not every video contains a cumshot.  

These two adult humans get along fabulously, with good humor, cheerfulness and 
no small amount of mutual love and tenderness.  Of course, there were no implied 
romantic commitments in their lusty relationship.  Roscoe remains, the 
filmmaker.  And Kate, the hot, young naked girl having orgasms. Roscoe only 
spoke briefly, in casual ways, about the serious intentions of his films, meaning: 
the furtherance of human spiritual knowledge through the medium of x-rated, 
heterosexual cinema. 

That noble intention is a bit much for most people to take-in.  And most people 
would simply roll their eyes to heaven, thinking, “Wonderful. Just what we all 
need. Another artistic genius and guru, wanting us to find God, Higher 
Consciousness and Spiritual Enlightenment through the popular ritual we call 
Fucking.  Masturbatory, oral, vaginal and even anal fucking.  Yeah, sure. That's 
just what we all need in 2021 in the United States of America, and on the World 
Wide Web!” 

Roscoe is aware, his religious philosophy is likely to be ignored, laughed at, and 
completely misunderstood by 95% of his viewers.  Which leads to interesting 
math, based on the tabulated views his 40 videos have received online: 1,043,821 
views in the past 4 years. That means, there are potentially 52,191 people who 
might honestly grasp what Roscoe is talking about, and want to know more about 
it. Of that open-minded and spiritually curious 5%, there may be a few hundred 
people, who have already been thinking and worshiping in ways similar to his 
own. With his tongue inside Kate's orgasmic vagina, Roscoe sincerely hopes Kate 
is among the 5% of people open to the idea of spiritual sexuality. Roscoe really, 
really hopes Kate may come, literally cum, to appreciate his spiritual ideas, and 
wish to know more about the whole, weird and lusty pagan philosophy.
 
To his great pleasure and surprise, as she is in the middle of an orgasm, sitting on 
Roscoe's face, Kate cries out: “Thank you, Great Horned-God! I want your Sacred 
Semen in my mouth!  I want your Thick Cosmic Cock, pounding my pussy from 
behind!” 

Roscoe said, “I can help you with that, young lady.  Please, bend over on your 
elbows and knees.” 

Kate laughed, said nothing, and changed her position to make her fanny ready for 
Roscoe's modest-sized, yet gloriously enthusiastic erection.

014



At this point things got hallucinogenic, even in Roscoe's estimation of reality. 
A glowing lime-colored orb became visible, surrounding the couple on all sides. 
Roscoe knelt and Kate lay on a queen-size mattress, raised up by a wooden 
platform, in the center of Roscoe's photography studio.  The room was about 
twenty feet wide, and the lime-colored orb filled the room. Roscoe and Kate were 
positioned in the center of the orb, as the light pulsed and changed colors in a 
repeated, slow sequence:  Lime, purple, turquoise, forest green, orange, golden 
yellow, shimmering silver, and dark red. It took almost a minute for the orb to 
cycle through these color changes. 

Surprised, but not distracted, Roscoe continued to pump Kate from behind, 
gripping her soft, round fanny firmly in his strong hands. Kate exhaled small and 
large moans at the apex of every thrust.  The orb was contracting around them, 
now only inches away from Kate's head and Roscoe's ass. Its texture was watery 
and translucent, perhaps an inch thick, and behind the first orb, a larger brighter 
orb appeared. The second sphere enclosed the first sphere. The second sphere also 
rotated through a series of colors, swirling behind the colors of the inner sphere. 
By now, this phenomenon became completely distracting to the lovers. Roscoe 
disengaged from copulation, and both humans sat on the edge of the bed, 
wondering what the hell was going on. Roscoe and Kate hear a clear, male voice, 
in plain, unaccented English, speak the following words: “I am Chakrasamvara. I 
arrive in swirling colors, as my True Form might shock and upset you. I wish to 
transmit One Divine Teaching.  You will listen now. Pay close attention to every 
word. Remember every word.”

Both humans sat alert in anticipation. But there is only silence and swirling colors 
for several minutes. Then the voice returns. To Roscoe it sounds over-dramatic, 
like the deep, resonant narration of some Bollywood epics. Too manly. 
Exaggerated. Over-acted. Nonetheless, he pays close attention. 

Chakrasamvara speaks: “Oneness is the worthy goal of your orgasms. The sacred 
cock and the sacred vagina exist to create Cosmic Joy, beyond the small gates of 
human joy. Properly perceived, each satisfying orgasm brings you closer to God, 
closer to Oneness with all other humans, with all other beings, with planets, stars, 
galaxies, and all beings within those galaxies.  To see only the small gates, to 
experience only the small joys, wastes many human lifetimes.  Only those who 
look further, advance the progress of human reality.  Do not waste your lifetime, 
filling it with small unimportant joys.” 

The god stopped talking.  And the double-swirling spheres faded slowly into non-
existence. 

Roscoe got up and went to his laptop, to Google-search: Chakrasamvara.  He was 
glad he said nothing to piss off this particular god.  Roscoe brought the laptop to 
Kate, to show her various high resolution images of Chakrasamvara (pronounced 
"Chakra-some-vahra".)  In the traditional mandalas, Chakrasamvara sits in a 
proud, militant pose, firmly embracing his partner, Vajravarahi.  
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Chakrasamvara is a powerful god (a wrathful deity or yidam) in Buddhism. In 
many traditional mandalas, Chakrasamvara's fully erect cock is held tightly inside 
Vajravarahi's vagina.  Often we only see the God's big blue balls.  Chakrasamvara 
often appears with godly blue skin, and his consort with pink, tan or red human 
skin. Her breasts are large, her nipples erect.  Both deities are sexually aroused, 
and ready for more action.  In Tibetan Buddhist teaching, their divine embrace is 
a metaphor for the union of great bliss and emptiness, which are one and the same 
essence, a Oneness, rather than a romantic couple having a good time. 
When looking at the detail of such mandalas, we notice the Blue God wears a 
garland of fifty moist human heads hanging about his neck, and he has a row of 
five skulls above his forehead.  Clearly, this is a god no one wishes to piss off. 

  
Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Two.  Section 3.  Roscoe with Lord Shiva

Roscoe measures the girls, and measures Capt Evil, so a seamstress will create 
four witch-cloaks in deep purple, green, black and dark brown. Red cords of red 
cotton rope will serve as belts for these cloaks. Each girl will also wear a red-
leather bondage collar, a studded dog-collar with dangling silver chains and silver 
nipple clips. (Roscoe is not certain if he will use the nipple clips in the ritual, but 
they add visual charm, especially for the BDSM crowd.)

Roscoe and Capt. Evil spend six days camping in the forest, walking eight to ten 
miles each day, scouting for the best location. Neither man has been camping 
since they were boy scouts. For Roscoe this was 45 years ago, in the woods of 
northern Michigan. For Capt. Evil this was only 8 years ago in Coeur d'Alene, 
Idaho. They discover they have retained many outdoor skills, pitching a tent, 
building a lean-to, fishing from shore, building a campfire and cooking on that 
fire. The younger man was a prankster, often inventing cheerful fun. He was 
assisted by his loyal scout troop. As their senior officer, he commanded respect, 
especially when he made the other boys laugh. Once, on being told a girl-scout 
troop was coming to visit, coming to stay overnight, Capt. Evil rallied his men. 
The boys decorated the girl's cabin with colorful bras and panties (stolen from the 
drawers of the boys older sisters.) On another occasion, the Capt. and his trusted 
lieutenants caught five chipmunks, and released them in the dining hall, at noon 
on Jamboree Day when all the Boy Scout big-shots and many astonished parents 
were having cherry and pumpkin pie.

Now, in his early 20's Capt. Evil retains the playful name given him as a leader of 
Boy Scouts. Between the ages of 15 and 21, the young man acquired many 
tattoos, which make the name, Capt. Evil even more appropriate. 
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When he began to appear in porn films, the nickname became the film persona, 
and hundreds of girls wet their panties, watching the handsome, slender young 
man with super-sexy tattoos pump females to orgasm! 

Having found a suitable location, Roscoe rents a cabin, stocks it with supplies and 
makes a quick trip to Seattle to gather the witch-robes, and the girls. His witches, 
Carolina, Beth and Kate are all eager for a road trip, a vacation in the woods, 
away from Covid, away Black Lives Matter and all the other current intense 
bullshit of living in a major city in the United States of America. They began 
shooting the following day.

We see a wide-view, a misty forest, firs, cedars, spruce, large maple and black 
cottonwood trees. Our attention focuses on the silhouette of a grove of giant 
cedars, towering in the half-lit sky. We hear rustlings, gentle wind in the boughs, 
crickets, frogs and other early morning forest sounds. Our view narrows, passes 
between the dark trees like a slow flying bird, to reveal a silent lake. We pause at 
the shore. A trout jumps, the splash echoes, and rings of concentric circles widen 
from where the fish had been. We hear the eerie, haunting voice of a loon, quiet at 
first, then filling the air over the lake, as if some evil will soon occur. A great 
horned owl, flaps quickly by, startled from high branches. A bullfrog begins to 
boom, as if at our feet, increasing our sense of dread. The fog over the lake now 
appears ominous, moving slowly, in thick billows toward the shore. The camera 
turns, as if running back into the woods, following a deer trail along a narrow 
gurgling stream. We hear panting, as if the cameraman is terrified, trying to 
escape some horrible menace. We reach a clearing, where the cameraman stops, 
leaning on a thick maple tree to catch his breath. We hear him growing calmer. 
We still hear the loon, far off, as background to the loud, gurgling stream.

Our view widens to take in the entire clearing. We see lush ferns four to six feet 
high, bright green moss and orange plate-size mushrooms cling to fallen cedar 
trees. The camera-man (myself, Garabed Gregorian) looks up.

Suddenly, we hear a strong gust of wind toss the high cedar branches. Two crows 
start up an angry conversation, raucous accusing each other of some awful social 
blunder. The argument continues as we peek past a tangle of blackberry vines and 
milk thistles. The crows grow silent. We hear only a solitary wood thrush some 
distance away. Under a canopy of fir and cedar trees we see three female witches 
hooded in green, black and dark brown ropes. The robes are open to the waist, 
revealing firm, pale white breasts. Each woman wears a red leather collar; silver 
chains dangle down between their breasts. The witches stand around a wide cedar 
stump, which rises chest-high from the mossy forest floor. The stump is six feet 
wide or more, and has been polished to a smooth finish, lacquered in clear 
varnish. On this high-gloss surface two three-foot high red candles burn to the left 
and right. This is their altar. This is the place of sacrifice.

A tall, slender man enters the scene. He pushes back the hood of his deep purple 
robe, to reveal a noble face, a head covered in thick red curls. His closely trimmed 
beard and mustache are also red. This is the High Priest of the Coven. He brings 
out a dagger and carves a pentagram, a small precise pentagram on the smooth 
surface of the altar. He then approaches the witch dressed in black. 
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He pulls back her hood, and grabs her thick auburn hair in one hand, dragging her 
with him to stand in front of the altar. He unties her belt, strips her naked and 
kisses her firmly on the mouth. His strong hands squeeze both her breasts as he 
kisses her. His hands move to her fanny, squeezing both cheeks as he continues 
kissing her. Pointing with his hand to the soft moss at his feet, the High Priest 
commands: “Kneel, Sister Witch! The Horned-God grows impatient!”  The nude 
woman goes down on her hands and knees, and the High Priest uses her round 
fanny as a stepping stone, raising himself up on top of the altar. 

He gestures for the girl to rise, which she does, putting on her black robe and 
returning to stand with the other girls behind the altar. The High Priest takes off 
his robe, spreading his feet wide, to stand nude in the center of the altar. The 
camera moves to a close-up of the man's feet, and moves slowly up his body, 
showing his ankles, the raven tattoo and skull tattoos on his shins, up to his knees. 
The camera comes to a full stop, as if in shock, the man's long dangling penis 
filling our vision. Nothing in the universe exists, we hear silence, awe-struck 
silence of eternity as we view the eight-inch soft phallus, with cedar trees to either 
side. We wonder what this beautiful flesh might look like fully erect!  Slowly, the 
camera continues up the man's flat belly, up to his muscular chest, up to his 
handsome, strong and kind face. 

The camera pulls back, allowing us to see the entire altar. The witches now stand 
with their hands pressed together before their chests, in the traditional gesture of 
Christian prayer. We understand from the documentary subtitles, “90% of 
Wiccans in the United States and Canada were raised as Catholics. Ritual appeals 
to them.”  The witch in black moves to the left of the altar. The witch in brown 
moves to the right. The witch in green moves to the front of the altar, facing the 
High Priest. All three girls strip to the waist, the red cord holding the fallen robes 
like long dresses falling to their feet. We notice their nipples are contracted and 
erect in the cool morning air. The witch in black lays cedar boughs on the altar in 
front of the High Priest. The witch in green moves close to the altar, and the High 
Priest kneels in front of her on the cedar boughs. The witch in green stands on her 
tiptoes, lifting herself up to take the High Priest's soft phallus into her mouth. She 
sucks it slowly, lovingly, clearly enjoying the warm, smooth flesh as it grows 
large and fills her mouth. Fully erect, the girl can barely get half of the cock into 
her mouth. She concentrates her attention on the glorious wide cockhead. The 
witches in black and brown now spread cedar boughs across the altar, being 
careful not to knock over the two large red candles.

“All three witches ascend the Altar of the Horned-God” (we see this in a subtitle) 
as the girls climb up, and remove their robes. They kneel around the High Priest, 
ready, expectant.

The High Priest is now standing and offers his full erection to the witches. They 
take turns sucking the Sacred Member. When they do not have the cock in their 
mouths, they kiss and caress his smooth-shaven balls, stroke his firm thighs and 
fanny. After some time the High Priest claps his hands loudly, the clapping echoes 
in the silent woods. The witches withdraw from him, and he sits between them, 
crossed-legged like a yogi. The witches then draw close, two laying their heads in 
his lap, one laying her head between his feet. 

018



The man's cock is still rigid, fully erect. His cock begins to shimmer and radiate a 
deep purple light, the cock itself gradually contains this purple color, the flesh-
tone altogether gone. The witches feel radiant warmth and energy emanating from 
the purple cock. They move they faces and mouths close to the pulsing purple 
cock, their eyes tearful in awe and admiration. Each girl closes one hand around it
, as if stacking hands on a warm, glowing purple baseball bat.

Now the cockhead vibrates sound, a resonant humming... OOMMMMM. The 
cockhead changes color to an azure blue, while the shaft remains deep purple. The 
Holy Phallus vibrates and throbs as the witches kiss it from all angles. At this 
moment the High Priest, the tattooed, handsome, muscular and healthy young 
man appears to be in seizure! His eyes roll up and back in his head. There is an 
ominous gurgle in his manly throat. His tongue lolls out, as if he had lost control 
of it. Something is not right. Some inner torment is shaking the young man. His 
limbs tremble. Not knowing what to do, the three girls in complete dismay, 
continue to kiss, stroke and suck the throbbing purple cock with the azure 
cockhead. They desperately hope the seizure will subside and pass.

At last, the crisis is over. The High Priest is serene. A smile spreads over his 
relaxed face. In a voice not his own, a rich tenor voice (not the soft bass voice of 
the young man) the witches hear the following words: “Remain calm, young 
ladies. The Lord Shiva now commands the body of your High Priest. He is still 
here, unharmed, watching you and loving you. Your ceremony, intended to 
summon the pagan god, has summoned me, Lord Shiva, the Destroyer of Worlds. 
Be not afraid. There is nothing in your minds or hearts which needs destroying. 
You are all noble Seekers of Truth. Unintentionally, you have performed the 
precise rites to bring me into Manifestation. I appear before you, to speak my 
mind, to speak in plain English, to be easily understood by people of the 21st 
Century. The Phallic Rite, sucking and stroking the Cosmic Cock, the sincerity of 
your intentions, even though you be actresses making a movie, your powerful 
sexual desire has brought you exactly what you desired.

You should be made aware, I am the pagan Horned-God, and I am also one-
hundred-fifty-seven thousand other Gods, on twenty thousand worlds. I span your 
known Universe. I precede and follow the creation of every planet capable of 
sustaining intelligent life. I create and I destroy. This is my Cosmic Nature. In the 
sacred literature of India, in the Vedas, nothing is as sacred, as holy as worshiping 
my erect phallus or images of my erect phallus.”

The Lord Vishnu laughs, “Truly, very few humans get to see my Living Cock in 
person. Consider yourselves blessed! In the past ten thousand years, only 512 men 
and women have seen my Living Cock, enjoyed the throbbing purple with the 
azure cockhead.”  The god is silent for a moment. “Only 43 human females have 
tasted my purple and azure skin, and tasted my lime-orange, sweet-flavored 
semen.” Lord Shiva smiles warmly.

Lord Shiva continues, “ It is no accident the creative energy and power of the 
Cosmos is Masculine, and the creative receiver, birth-mother and teacher is 
Feminine. Both the Sacred Cock and the Sacred Vagina are essential to the 
swirling of planets and galaxies, to keep everything in its orbit, to send comets 
as messengers across vast distances. 

019



To move the celestial bodies and move human minds, to keep human minds in 
balance, to move human minds away from methods and forms of self-delusion 
and self-destruction.  I will say clearly:  Your 20th Century was the most 
destructive era of human history, and many bad ideas from that century are still in 
play in the 21st Century. Self-delusion and self-destruction continue because tens 
of millions of people remain unaware, uneducated to the basic facts of their 
Cosmic Existence. Leaders of nations are especially arrogant and uninformed. 
Many seem to enjoy being uninformed, and listen to no one other than 
themselves. The minds and bodies of such men and women are separate from the 
Oneness, they know nothing about the Oneness. They may have heard of it in 
school or from the mouths and writings of a few saints, but they do not believe 
one word of it. Their vanities and egos blot out all rational thought and all 
learning regarding larger Cosmic Realities. They have had little education about 
Divine Truth. And they have no interest in such education. 

The religious beliefs of large, well-respected churches fall short. Your philosophic 
schools and modern science, all fall pathetically short of accurate descriptions of 
reality. The sciences do exceptionally well in describing physical reality, and 
some forms of energy transfer, but they miss 90% of the larger picture. This is the 
downside of creating and spreading dogmas, be they religious or scientific. What 
all humans need are accurate and useful definitions of reality, and not just 
physical, scientifically measurable reality. I come to teach you some basic facts, 
and hope you will share this knowledge with other people. Here is one eternal 
fact:  Each living human being is an essential, active cell in the living tissue of the 
Universe. Hundreds of years of suffering would not happen, millions of citizens 
would not die in wars and deprivation, if leaders of nations and large populations 
of people understood that one basic fact.”

Lord Shiva continues, “The Cosmos Itself relies on daily interaction between 
healthy, joyful living cells. When millions are killed for no good reason in wars, 
or other specific acts of violence, the Universe Itself is harmed and diminished. 
When a planet such as yours, continues to perpetuate self-destruction, the citizens 
learning nothing worthwhile at all, over centuries of war and slavery. When tens 
of millions of people are killed in wars, in specific acts of violence or neglect, the 
Universe Itself is harmed and diminished. When a planet such as yours continues 
to perpetuate self-destruction, to perpetuate arrogant, ignorant ideologies for the 
sake of enslaving people, your world causes damage to the creative and positive 
energy of your galaxy. In such cases, I step in, and annihilate the planet. If the 
disease has been particularly pernicious, I annihilate the whole star system, and 
sometimes the whole galaxy. Bad behavior by a handful of powerful humans, on 
one world, depletes and destroys the creative spiritual energy of other planets, 
even uninhabited planets. As Shiva the Destroyer, I am the Ultimate Solution to 
the bad behavior of your selfish, small-minded, uninspiring, short-sighted global 
leaders.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Two.  Section 4.

This opening scene of Roscoe Forthright's fake documentary was nothing at all 
what he had expected. He certainly would never have imagined Lord Shiva 
Himself would show up, and give an insightful lecture on the failings of world 
leaders! The film was well-received on x-rated streaming video services, as well 
as a few favorable reviews from obscure Eastern European and South American 
film festivals. The artsy critics labeled the film as being “cutting edge”, 
“prophetic” and “innovative and startling.” None of this mattered at all, because 
most TV and streaming viewers never read those reviews. By far Roscoe's 
audience continued to be 90% casual porn viewers, who simply wanted to jack-
off and get on with their lives. They were not looking for any form of spiritual 
salvation. None of the artsy critics mentioned what Lord Shiva had to say. The 
homosexual critics were more impressed by Shiva's pulsing purple and azure 
cock, and the young man playing that role. In particular, all audiences 
commented on the dazzling final moments, when Shiva leaves the body of the 
High Priest, and the young man's tan and pink, large, glistening erection sways in 
the bright morning sun.

The three witches kneel around him, their faces ecstatic and expectant, mouths 
open and tongues out, ready to receive the God's Semen. The High Priest gushes 
one, two, three, four.... bursts of cream onto their faces and into their mouths. 
The young man is full of joy, as each woman takes his still hard cock into their 
mouths, to suck away every last drop of sacred semen.

(Both the gay men, and all heterosexual reviewers commented on the powerful 
philosophic impact of that last scene.  Some said it changed their lives, making 
them want to take holy vows and read the Bhagavad Gita.)

Two weeks after shooting the film in the Olympic National Park, Lord Shiva 
showed up in Roscoe's film studio. He was wearing a flowery orange and yellow 
Hawaiian shirt and bright blue Bermuda shorts with pink flamingos. He said,         
“Roscoe, I do not believe I said everything I needed to say in your film. Could we 
please make more video? I wish to add some commentary to my previous sermon.” 
Roscoe was amazed by this 2nd Holy Visitation!  He fired-up his LED spot lights, 
and turned on his camera. Lord Shiva sat in a comfortable wicker chair  (still 
wearing his all-too-human bright eye-catching summer wear.) The Lord Shiva said: 
“I have previously used The Body Analogy, saying each human being is an 
essential cell in the living body of the Cosmos. In this comparison, we notice the 
the brain cell does not demean the skin cell, and the skin cell does not demean the 
busy blood cell. The blood cell being the clean-up crew, collecting and disposing 
the garbage from all parts of the body. The blood cell truly appreciates the cells 
lining the lower colon, the cells which make pooping possible and efficient.
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Every part of a healthy body appreciates the excellent and important work of all 
the other cells. In a healthy organism, full of creative vitality and pulsing with 
life, all the cells must work together in Oneness. 

When a brain cell, or an out-of-control immune system attempts to conquer and 
rule the other cells, to push them around in a dictatorial and aggressive way, the 
only result is revolt and various degrees of self-destruction. Likewise, when 
business or political leaders decide they are more important than other people, 
and their ideas, and their way of doing things are the only way, and they push that 
agenda on the rest of society, pushing self-destructive behaviors into the lives of 
tens of millions of people. The people have three choices: acquiesce to the 
dictatorial control, roll over and die, or revolt. Not one of these three choices is 
good for the society or the civilization. The body is fighting against itself. 
Individuals no longer see them selves as an integral part of the Oneness. And the 
leaders falsely believe they are in charge of the the Oneness, keeping it all 
together. They are, in reality, destroying the Oneness by misusing their power. 
When a sense of Oneness is gone, or never truly existed, the society murders itself 
in one hundred thousand different ways.  In my Cosmic role as Shiva the 
Destroyer, I am truly amazed by what humans did to each other, the planned and
deliberate violence of the 20th Century. Many of the failed philosophies of the   
20th Century have been dragged into the 21st Century, and are already causing 
horrors. The Communist Party of China enslaving its people, millions of citizens 
in the Mid- East, Africa, Mexico and Central America fleeing failed governments, 
hoping not to die, hoping to build some reasonable way of life elsewhere.

When such things occur, on such a global scale, I truly enjoy my work as Shiva 
the Destroyer. When small-minded people take over entire countries or entire 
planets, enslaving huge populations, I do not pretend to care. I annihilate the 
entire enterprise.  And let life start over elsewhere.” 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Three.   Section 1.   The zoom-platform, Oneness2

As the popularity of Oneness2 continued to explode exponentially, governments 
became desperate, still unable to hack or block the complex codes and processes 
invented by Anon.donor. Unfortunately for the leaders of governments, the stay-
at-home restrictions forced on entire populations during Covid, resulted in 
millions of people now being very comfortable at home, and comfortable having 
sex with people in distant places from the comfort of their own couches, chairs 
and beds.

Many people prefer to have online sex, rather than dealing with the stress and 
anxiety of messy, emotionally complicated in-person sex.

Oneness2 provides a spiritual option and a sexual option at the same time, for 
tens of thousands of men and women. The participants are not at all limited to 
young people. Many older men and women also enjoy masturbating with the 
younger people, they sometimes cloak their screens, being shy to be seen by the 
other participants. A few people have expressed concern about online sex 
predators, and Roscoe said, “I am sorry you feel nervousness on that subject. 
But, truthfully, because of our protocols no-one knows where other people live 
or work or play, unless that information is shared privately. I expect grown-ups 
to be cautious about who they allow into their lives. I assume no responsibility 
for that."

After the Forest Songs were published online, the followers of Roscoe Forthright 
grew in number, watching videos, reading blogs and eagerly awaiting any new 
morsel of wisdom from The Master.  Many began to ask good, intelligent 
questions, and sent messages through the contact form on Amber Riverwood's 
website.  Roscoe responded to the questions as best he could, but it became an 
impossible job, with over 1000 thoughtful questions each month.  At the time, 
Roscoe still remained reluctant to open a physical location, and hire secretaries, 
and have a robust website with a private web-server to handle all the traffic.  He 
continued to believe such commercial growth would impede spiritual progress, 
and be a deadly distraction, deadly to his own spiritual health.

In summer 2009, when questions from followers peaked at 2800 per month, a 
short message appeared:  Anon.donor: “Dear Master Roscoe,    I fully support 
your intentions to bring an understanding of Oneness to a large group of people. 
I believe I can help in that effort.  I have both the money and the software to 
provide your followers a zoom-like interface, allowing you to lecture to over 300 
people at the same time.  Please let me know if I can be useful to your 
evangelism.  Kindest regards.  A.D.”
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Amber convinced Roscoe to take this invitation seriously. She also hesitated to 
create any physical ashram, or even rent an office space. But, if technology 
might forward the cause, it was worth considering.  

Through emails and phone conversations, Anon.donor described a small unit, 
like a Roku stick, allowing followers in most places in the U.S. to sign-in to 
private, online, hacker-proof zoom-like meetings.  Followers would pay nothing 
at all, they would simply request the Oneness2 device, and it would be shipped 
to them.  All information would remain on a private server, under strict security, 
under a webmaster chosen by Roscoe.  Anon.donor offered to be webmaster.

And Roscoe said, “Yes, thank you.  I must be convinced our data will remain 
completely private, each individual follower being allowed to come and go at 
will, and never have their IP or any other personal data used outside the 
Oneness2 functionality.”   Anon.donor replied, “That has always been my 
intention.  I am funding this, and setting up a private network for you, 
specifically to prevent outsiders from having access to your personal information 
and to provide maximum protection for every user.  My software and hardware 
are unique in many ways, making eavesdroppers pause.  In fact, eavesdroppers 
will be severely punished for their attempts, having their own devices 
immobilized, turned into useless pieces of metal and plastic.”

Roscoe liked that idea very much. He now needed to trust Anon.donor, to be 
confident the man would do what he said he would do, with no hidden agendas. 
Roscoe, Amber and Gina met Anon.donor in Roscoe's film studio, and they got 
to work.   It became immediately clear this man had no hidden agendas.  He also 
brought, two million dollars in cash, and handed the suitcase to Roscoe.  “Here,” 
he said. “Open a business checking account, and I will send all billing through 
that account, so you can see exactly what is being purchased and where each 
dollar goes.”  I will make sure at least two people on your staff understand every 
detail of my security protocols, so they can double-check all server and website 
activity.  Please let me know if you require any further details.”

Roscoe agreed to give Oneness2 a three-month trial, before making any final 
decisions, before making any further business agreements with Anon.donor. 
The results were joyful and truly beyond Roscoe's expectations. Sitting in his 
living room, in Port Angeles, Washington, Roscoe may now lecture to and hold 

conversation with many devotees at the same time.  In smaller groups, the 
devotees can see and talk with each other.  For one event in mid-July 2020, 1043 
people signed-in to hear Roscoe recite the complete Forest Songs, and make 
commentary about those seminal sacred texts.  897 people listened to the entire 
two-hour lecture.  238 people asked if they could send donations. Roscoe replied 
to those requests with a short video, saying “I truly appreciate your generosity, 
but we are in need of no money.  Spend your money making yourself and your 
loved ones safe and happy.  I accept no donations from anyone accept our 
benefactor, Anon.donor, who continues to make Oneness2 possible, and provides 
that service to all of you.”
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Hundreds of vibrant and enthusiastic sexual rituals now take place in many large 
and small towns in the U.S., Canada, and many countries of Europe, and remain 
the direct result of Roscoe's evangelism on the platform of Oneness2.  

In some cases, an outsider might consider the online groups as online sex orgies, 
with a girl in Toronto masturbating, while four boys in Kansas City masturbate, 
while other females and males in Chicago, Denver, San Luis Obispo, Flagstaff, 
San Antonio, Green Bay, Minneapolis, Philadelphia, Boston, and Portland, 
Oregon also masturbate, some of the girls using vibrators and dildos.  An 
outsider might watch ten to fourteen people have orgasms simultaneously.

As there was never any money exchanged, and all persons involved were legally 
allowed to have sex with each other, government snoops could do little about 
these events, even when some very loud and politically powerful Christian 
fundamentalists complained.  The people who complained, of course, had never 
seen any of these events.  They had only heard about them.  Perhaps a son or 
daughter was caught participating in an event, and the parents were shocked, 
even when the son or daughter were old enough to make their own sexual 
choices.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Three.   Section 2.   Oneness2 banned in China and Saudi Arabia

The first problems occurred when Anon.donor's internet software circumvented 
the restrictions of the governments of Saudi Arabia, Iran, Japan, South Korea 
and China, allowing young, cheerful Mideastern and Asian men and women to 
participate in Roscoe's online multicultural, international masturbation sessions 
for world peace. The fact remains, when a man in the U.S. masturbates with a 
woman in Iran, political tensions mean nothing at all.  When a man in the U.S. 
comes with a girl in Afghanistan, he is not likely to want to blow up that girl or 
her family, or shoot bullets at her brothers and cousins.  After a man in Israel has 
has blissful, astonishing online orgasms with a woman in Palestine, he really has 
little motivation to blow up that girl or her family, or shoot bullets at her brothers 
and cousins. 

Nevertheless, government officials spent thousands of dollars attempting to 
shutdown Oneness2, and arrest anyone using the device or participating in what 
the governments called, “socially disruptive online pornography.”  No one, in 
any public office in democratic and socialist countries considered Roscoe's 
sermons and rituals on Oneness2 to be a religious expression, and therefore 
protected by laws of religious freedom and religious equality.  
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Group masturbation was simply too far from what any government leader could 
accept as a religious rite.  A few leaders in Sweden and Denmark commented, “
This Oneness2 does seem to promote world peace.”

Oneness2 stimulated the spiritual imaginations of ten to twenty thousand 
viewers during 2020, though it is difficult to define exact numbers.  The number 
of viewers of online videos is specific, and the number of participants in 
Oneness2 events is specific, but the exact percentage of viewers who initiated 
sex ritual practices for themselves during 2020 is unknown.  Roscoe and Anon.
donor can only measure the personal involvement of people by thousands of 
collected emails and chat-room messages.  All positive!  All enthusiastic!  

Those thousands of people now began to consider Roscoe Forthright's Forest 

Songs, and the Five Principal Rites as the basis for daily and weekly religious 
practices.  Existing big religions have  few rituals which are as immediate, 
personal, physically and emotionally satisfying as the sex rituals of Roscoe 
Forthright.  Many of these thousands of people honestly began to feel Oneness 
toward other devotees, and spent hours with each other online or in-person, 
enjoying their bodies and enjoying their new insights into personal relationships, 
and into the spiritual potential of shared orgasms.

The ongoing success of Roscoe's online Oneness2 group masturbation rituals led 
to the next logical question, a question asked by hundreds of people asking 
Roscoe in messages and emails:  “How do we safely organize local and regional 
sex rituals in our own communities, and grow our religious faith in-person? 
How do we establish local covens or churches using the Forest Songs and the 
Five Principal Rites? ”

Any lawyer would turn white and stammer at the horrendous potential for 
lawsuits and jail-time, for any response at all to such questions.  Providing an 
outline for local or regional sex orgies could be taken as pandering or 
prostitution. Even when no money changes hands, local authorities could easily 
bring charges of sexual misconduct, if anyone at all complains of non-consent. 
Also, there is a problem of minors being included in sex rituals. A pretty and 
willing girl might easily lie about her age. 

Age of consent in Washington State, Indiana and Iowa is 16; 17 in Texas; 18 in 
California; 13 in Japan, 14 in Austria, Bulgaria, Estonia, Germany, Hungary, 
Italy and Portugal.  
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Canadians knit-pick, allowing lower ages: in Canada, the age of consent is 16, 
but there are two close-in-age exemptions: sex with minors aged 14 to15 is 
permitted if the partner is less than five years older, and sex with minors aged 12 
to 13 is permitted if the partner is less than two years older.  

Presumably, a legal case could be made for a Canadian 12-year-old and a 
Canadian 14-year-old enjoying ritual sex, but that is asking for trouble. Roscoe 
clearly states, in many places, his rituals are for grown-ups, meaning men and 
women over 17 years old.  Even if he included that advice to local covens, some 
covens might not follow Roscoe's advice.  Roscoe, by instinct, does not care for 
the statutory fears created by, and perpetuated by lawyers. He decides to give 
his best advice, and allow people the freedom to do whatever they choose to do.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

The open-forum group-masturbation page is the most popular page on Oneness2. 
Everyone is welcome. The page serves as a friendly meat market, allowing 
people of all ages, genders and sexual preferences to browse, and communicate 
with each other. Literally thousands of people meet for the first time and enjoy 
sex with each other, every week on Oneness2. (As a comparison the largest 
group on meetup.com is Sacred Sexuality Austin with 3480 Sacred Sexual 
Beings as members. No other meetup group gets close to the variety and live 
video-page options of Oneness2.) 

Of course, puritan whackos, government regulators and government
snoops, and various large corporations, including Google and Facebook,
would love to get a piece of this action, or shut it down out of spite.
Anon.donor has worked in the algorithm labs of several government
agencies and major corporations, and knows precisely how to create
codes which drive the meddlers crazy. The codes are essentially
impossible to crack, and Oneness2 continues to reach Chinese,
Japanese, South Korean, Iranian and Saudi Arabian men and women,
regardless of government efforts and corporate efforts to block the
internet connections.  Why puritans, governments and corporations are so 
interested in thousands of citizens jacking-off or caressing their vaginae, remains 
an existential mystery.  Do governments and businesses truly have nothing
better to do with their time and money?
 

Let us consider the word 'existential', a classy word, misused by
many current politicians to make themselves sound classy. 
In the dictionary we read, "Existential relates to the philosophy of

 existentialism, which means, an intellectual philosophical theory or 
approach which emphasizes the existence of the individual person
as a free and responsible agent determining their own development
through acts of will." 
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Now that is a mouth-full.  And ---
quite meaningless in most people's lives.  As I have mentioned
elsewhere, Free Will in most places currently extends only as far as
ones bank account, and many people are so irresponsible, in so many
ways, it becomes ridiculous to believe large populations of people live
their lives in anything close to 'determining their own development
through acts of free will.'  Money and circumstances of birth, effect
people's lives far more than any fantasies about free will.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Three.  Section 3.   Beth Darmstadt fucks BigDickfromDenver

Here we return to the whole purpose of Oneness2:  

Oneness2 allows thousands of people to make actual, free, unrestrained, 
uncensored, and untrackable choices about who they wish to have sex with on 
any given day.  That is a basic choice of free will, which should be available to 
all people everywhere on our planet.  In most places those choices are controlled 
by money, or social, religious or political rules, rules which were not voted-on 
by any of the people upon which they are imposed.  In other words, millions of 
people live under the tyranny of rules created by other people, often a handful of 
people, often people long dead, who lived in previous centuries.

One basic freedom: who a person wishes to have sex with on any given day, 

makes Oneness2 a voice of Liberty, Equality and Fraternity in the 21st 
century, an outright revolt against the machinery of online ap-tracking, 
tracking of web- browsers and profiling based on such data. Government 
snoops, corporate snoops and blackmailers would all love to know who each 
one of us has sex with, and how often. Especially if it can be used against us, 
or to sell us something in one way or another.  
The goal of the upper-class control-freaks is to keep the economic slaves under 
control, to make us do what we are told to do, when we are told to do it.  To buy 
shit.  And buy more shit.  And believe in every new piece of shit which is offered 
to us.  Detailed information about our sex lives is handy information to have, 
when selling us shit, or when wishing to make some people squirm.
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To allow a reader's imagination a more precise understanding of how and why 
8000 to 12,000 people use Oneness2 every day.  Let us consider an example, 
an experience shared by most users on most days, when they get naked on 
Oneness2:

Laying on her bed on a Tuesday morning in late November, Beth Darmstadt was 
thinking about sex. She wanted to make her vagina wet and get off.  She did not 
want to do this alone, as that can be boring and not really very satisfying. 
Around 8am PST she opened her laptop, entered the web-address for Oneness2, 
then entered her password in the small text box.  As her account was verified, 
the logo of the Grand Lodge of the Followers of Roscoe Forthright appeared on 
her screen for ten seconds, followed by the logo of the Small Singing Bird for 
seven seconds.  Her preferences had now been retrieved, sending Beth directly 
to the open-forum-group-masturbation page.

On this page Beth saw 15 small video images, 15 live video feeds from 15 
different places.  Below each image was the name of the user providing the feed 
from their cell-phone, laptop, tablet or desktop. A few users had external high-
res cameras plugged into their devices, sending remarkably crisp images of 
erections and busy vaginae. Beth saw 8 men stroking their erections. Four girls 
were masturbating, two with vibrators, one with a dildo, and one using only her 
hands.  Also, there were two heterosexual couples having intercourse, and three 
gay boys were all snuggled together in one video-screen, sucking each other. 
Everyone looked happy, and having a good time.

Beth clicked on one of the girls, who seemed especially hot, with curly hair 
flying about as she tossed her head, at the peak of an orgasm. The girl now filled 
Beth's view-screen, and Beth turned-up the volume to her the girl moan and pant 
and sigh.  Beth enjoyed this for several minutes, then returned to the home page, 
to choose another live feed.

A man, who identified himself as “BigDickfromDenver” was caressing his balls 
with one hand and stroking his thick, beautiful erection with his other hand.  He 
had zoomed-in so his cock and balls filled the view-screen.  Beth clicked on this, 
to fill her own view-screen.  “Wow!  That is some wonderful piece of meat,” she 
said to herself.  She tapped the button which allowed BigDickfromDenver to see 
her.  And in a small text box, she typed, “Hi there, BigDick! I want you to see 
what you are doing for me!"  She attached two little icons, Heart. Heart.

On his couch in Denver, BigDick smiled. He stopped whacking his cock for a 
moment.  And wiped his hands off with a towel.

He typed back, “Hey girl!  Zowie!  You are beautiful!  Thank you! I didn't know 
if anyone would click over to me today.  Please keep going!  

Pull on your hard nipples again.  I love that, you are beautiful.  Miss-- 
BethMakesMeCum!”  Then, BigDick went back to work on his cock, getting it 
full up again, and showing the cockhead to Beth, close-up.   With one hand, he 
reached over and typed a few more words,”Hey Beth, turn-up your microphone 
so we can talk to each other.”
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Beth did that, and zoomed-out so BigDick could see her face and her breasts at 
the same time.  She said, “Hi, BigDick.  I'm Beth.  And I really like watching 
you.  I really want to see you spurt cream for me!”

BigDick:  “Well, sure thing, young lady.  I can do that. Give me a few minutes, 
though.  I am really enjoying this.  Can you show me your pussy... like open 
your pussy lips for me?”

Beth moved the camera down for a good pussy-shot, and opened her lips.  They 
were quite sticky, and puffed up.  She put two fingers inside and moaned for 
BigDick, and said, “Take all the time you want to. Whenever you are ready, just 
let me know and I will come with you.”

BigDick:  “Ohhh, sweetie.  That looks so good.  I wish I could eat you right now, 
put my tongue inside you.”

After some time, BigDick gushed a generous load of semen, shooting right into 
the camera.  Beth saw his cockhead swell, then enjoyed the thick, stream of 
cream bursting into the air, as BigDick moaned with pleasure. BigDick held his 
still hard cock in his hand for several moments, shaking it and sighing with his 
eyes closed.  He opened his eyes when he heard Beth having loud orgasms far 
away in Seattle. He truly enjoyed seeing Beth throw her head back, groaning, as 
her crotch bucked against her hand, three fingers buried in her pussy.

“Now, that is exactly what I needed,” laughed Beth.  She smiled at BigDick as 
she washed her hands and her pussy with a wet towel.

“Me, too!  Me, too!  If the MeToo Movement was more like this, they would get 
a lot more followers!  Oh, sorry.  I hope you are not one of those angry females.”

Beth laughed again, “Not me. I love big cocks! And I enjoy making big cocks 
come. I rarely turn down the offer to suck a nice cock!”

Sitting in Seattle and Denver, Beth and BigDick got comfortable in their own 
homes, and got to know each other. BigDick told Beth he preferred to be called, 
Richard.  So she addressed him as Richard. Beth put on her bright pink panties 
and said, “Thank you so much, Richard.  I feel so much better now.  I really 
didn't sleep well last night because I was so horny, and I knew getting-off by 
myself would not get the job done. I needed more than that. I needed to share the 
moment with someone, and I had no idea who that might be.”

Richard said, “I am glad to help.  Anytime you want to, I will be here for you. I 
want you to be happy and sleep well.”
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On that first meeting, Beth and Richard talked with each other for over an hour 
after they had sex. Over the following months, they both enjoyed sex with a 
variety of friendly people on Oneness2, and always chatted with each other 
afterward, wanting to share their joy, and give each other some tips about who 
they might enjoy watching online. They continued to have sex with each other 
online two or three times each month, and never lost enthusiasm for each other.

At the time of this writing, over 280,000 individual people have had sex with 
other people online using Oneness2.  90% of them have had similar experiences 
to Beth and Richard, meeting someone they truly enjoyed, and continuing to 
have sex with that person, while getting to know other people, and enjoying sex 
with many other people.  The quaint idea of sexual fidelity, or sexual exclusivity, 
serves no purpose here.  Oneness2 is a place for having fun, and also building 
loving relationships with a wide group of people from many different places, 
people in many different economic and social circumstances.  This kind of FREE 
online sex can be shared by anyone with some privacy, and a reliable internet 
connection.  In other words, tens of millions of people.

There are tens of millions of people who are open and ready to enjoy such 
pleasure, to have sex and also create some on-going friendships. The on-going 
friendships often become more valuable than the boom-boom quick thrills of sex 
with strangers.  Though there is nothing at all wrong with boom-boom quick sex 
with strangers!

With tens of thousands of happy strangers having sex with each other every day, 
Google and other larger corporations really, really, really wanted to make some 
money from Oneness2, and governments wanted to snoop on all the users, to 
collect racy dirt on political opponents and ruin people's lives. Anon.donor 
discovered there were well-paid hackers in twelve nations working hard 24 
hours each day to crack his codes. He smiled and laughed, but he knew at some 
point this would become a threat to the existence of the platform.

Anon.donor devised a simple solution. He traced the sources of each hack, and 
sent a mass message to all those individual people:  “Greetings!  I admire your 
efforts, and your creative energy. As a gift to you, Master Roscoe and I have 
selected 200 men and women, many conveniently close to your current location. 
These men and women have agreed to have in-person sex with you, in a secure 
place, close to your work, but inaccessible to your bosses. We are quite clever 
that way. If you want a good, sweet fuck, please let me know.  Most sincerely, 
with all good wishes, A.D.”

Of course, Anon.donor received eager responses from almost every single 
hacker.  Often, it was their arrogant, self-assured bosses responding, believing 
they could nail the incoming hookers, boys or girls, to the floor and beat 
information out of them. 

These arrogant bosses truly underestimated the reach and sophistication of 
Anon.donor.  
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Well-trained government operatives showed-up at the appointed time and place, 
and were captured in secure vaults, in the center of major cities, which could 
only be accessed by complex codes, or by high-yield explosives. The 200 men 
and women chosen by Anon.donor were martial-arts experts, most with military 
training.

Only 22 of the 486 hackers were smart enough to hide from their bosses, and 
therefore enjoyed marvelous sex with the girl or boy of their choice.  These 
hackers were not detained.  They all became avid Oneness2 users.  Anon.donor 
sent polite messages to the Kremlin, the Government of the United States, and 
high ranking members of the Chinese Communist Party: “I do apologize for the 
abduction of your agents. I will detain them only long enough for you to 
understand, the creators and users of Oneness2 will not be bullied by anyone. 
Many of your citizens enjoy our services, and will continue to enjoy our 
services. Go away. Leave us alone. You truly have more important things to do.”

The response of these governments was immediate. Clearly each one had a Plan 
B.  Plan B was attempting to identify, detain and coerce individual users of 
Oneness2, as a method of tarnishing the safety of Oneness2. Government agents 
would sign-up as users, to capture video and still images of other Oneness2 
users. With facial-recognition software and other means, the agents could often 
learn the real identities behind Oneness2 user-names.  In Russia and China, 
pulling unsuspecting people from their beds was easily done, with little blow-
back. Not so in the U.S.,  abductions by the U.S. Government on U.S. soil was 
immediately noticed and reported online, and even in some print media. 
Sometimes cell-phone videos of the raids were posted.

All governments were disappointed, because none of the incarcerated users 
knew anything at all about Anon.donor.  They simply used Oneness2 to get-off 
with attractive people. Other users in oppressive countries changed their online-
names, and cloaked their faces for awhile, until their fears subsided.  In 
democratic and socialist countries, Oneness2 users became a significant 
percentage of the voters, meaning Oneness in several nations could turn 

national and state elections.  The U.S. government really did not like this at all, 
but there was little they could do about it. Oneness2 was now too large, 
completely outside their control, with tens of thousands of voters in both the 
Republican and Democratic Parties, and thousands more independent voters.

Senators and Congressmen started to receive mountains of email, telling them to 
keep their hands off Oneness2, and make sure the snooping agencies stopped 
harassing Oneness2 users.  In some places, like Texas, California and 
Massachusetts voters were direct: “Dear Senator, if you do not provide adequate 
protection for Oneness2 and Oneness2 users, you will never be re-elected, not 
ever for the rest of your life. We can guarantee that.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Four.   Section 1.   Five Sacred Followers Speak

Bea Seadottir

Jack it for me. Take off those pants and get comfortable.  I am Bea Seadottir.  An 
Icelandic girl, raised in France, and living in British Columbia, in the woods, in 
Canada. In the Meditation Centers of Roscoe Forthright, I teach oral sex.  I teach 
fifty ways to suck, lick, kiss and caress miraculous erect cocks.

You.  You, wherever you are, watching this video.  If you are a boy.  Take out 
your smooth, soft cock. And jack it for me.  You are my novice. My initiate.  My 
student.  I will teach you a thing or two.  I wish to see your soft flesh grow full. 
Full and hard.  Ready to take into my mouth.   Squeeze your cock.  Stroke your 
cock. Slap that little fellow around.  As you watch Master Roscoe pump me 
from behind.  He loves to hold my soft fanny, and slap against me.  He loves to 
bury his aching cock inside my tight, warm, eager vagina.

In other videos, on our website, you will see my mouth full of cock.  Full of 
long, thick, eager, young cock.  Imagine your cock is that cock.  Imagine my 
mouth closed tight, closed tight around your cockhead.  Feel the suction of my 
mouth around your cockhead.  Imagine my tongue, making circles around your 
cockhead, while it is swollen, up full, held inside my mouth.  Imagine your 
whole cock in my mouth, aching and tingling in my mouth.

Are you still jacking it?  Are you still, full and hard for me?  Do not stop.  And, 
do not come.  Do not gush your beautiful, delicious, load of sacred semen.  Do 
not ejaculate, until I tell you to ejaculate. Hold it back.  Wait for me.  You will 
learn nothing at all, if you just whack it off.  Practice self-control. Practice 
restraint. Savor each moment of pleasure.  Make those moments last.  Focus 
your mind on the intense pleasure of your full cockhead.  Make the pleasure last 
longer, with self-control.

Now you are ready to see more of me.  Watch Amber use her dildo on me. 
Watch Roscoe eat my pussy.   Watch me spread my thighs over Roscoe's face. 
Watch me sit on his mouth, and hold his face snug into my wet, vaginal lips. 
That should give you some good ideas.  Something to think about whenever you 
want to smile.  Stroke your cock for me.  Take your balls in your other hand and 
caress them. Keep yourself fully erect for me.  That is what good students do. 
Good students get to come in my mouth.

Imagine more.  Imagine your shaft, tight inside my pussy, pumping me from 
behind, just like Roscoe pumps me from behind.  Now imagine, I stand over 
your face, holding your head in my hands.  Holding your mouth against my 
sweet-smelling, honey-tasting pussy lips.  You can lick me as long as you wish 
to lick me.  I will reach behind my fanny, and jack your cock with both of my 
hands as you lick me.  Imagine all this.  And jack it for me.
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This is the truth.  Using your imagination is the very first lesson in the sacred 
rites of Roscoe Forthright.  Your imagination gets the job done.  Even when 
there is no handy, friendly, human female in the room with you.  You can bring 
them, fully into your mind. Even when no cheerful, happy, eager, beautiful, 
human female is in the room, to suck you off.  Think about me.  Watch this 
video.  I will suck you off.  In your imagination.  If you come to our Meditation 
Centers, I may suck you off in person.  That is one of my jobs as a teacher of 
spiritual boys.  You will gush cream into my mouth.  You will gush cream on my 
smiling face.  You will gush another load of cream into my mouth.  And, I will 
swallow your semen.  I will swallow your cream, and lick every drop from your 
satisfied cock.

Now.  Come for me.  Ejaculate for me.  Shoot cream for me.  I love when you 
ejaculate for me.

Welcome to the Meditation Centers of Roscoe Forthright. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Beth Darmstadt

From darkness I bring forth my love.
From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy.
I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy,
for Master Roscoe Forthright.

My body is fully aroused for the Master.
My mind is fully aroused for the Master.
My spiritual being is fully aroused for the Master.
I offer my vaginal fluid and my orgasms,
and receive generous waves of joy,
and receive generous waves of pleasure.
From Roscoe Forthright I receive joy,
pleasure, practical advice and wisdom.

From darkness I bring forth my love.
From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy.
I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy,
for Master Roscoe Forthright.

The Master holds my breasts in strong hands,
pulls my nipples erect, and kisses me,
as my vagina tingles slippery wet.
Weed eases the tense fiction of unholy people,
the people who wish to make me a slave.
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Marilyn Monroe rides on my shoulder
to remind me of the absurd fiction,
which people call Western Civilization.
Our current civilization is a cluster-fuck
of lies perpetuated by people who wish
desperately to enslave us, to enslave
us all, all seven point six billion of us!
The handful of powerful people
consider the rest of us cattle.

To understand this, is the beginning of wisdom
. To understand this is the only way to preserve
free will, freedom of choice, and all freedoms
intelligent people require to live joyful lives.
We must understand the dangers,
before we can defend ourselves.

When the Master holds my breasts in strong hands,
pulls my nipples erect, and kisses me,
as my vagina tingles slippery wet,
I know dangers can be met,
defeated, and forgotten.

Eternal Truth exists.
Eternal Truth exist like the Rings of Saturn.
Evil and powerful people have no control
over the Rings of Saturn.
Evil and powerful people are noisy, and
will continue to tell ridiculous lies.

From darkness I rise into light,
my love, my joy, my orgasms,
practical advice and wisdom,
all lead me from darkness into light.
From darkness I bring forth my love.
From darkness I bring forth my vaginal joy.
I bring forth my love and my vaginal joy,
for Master Roscoe Forthright.

I take his holy semen into my mouth. And swallow.
I swallow because I am an intelligent woman,
with free will, freedom of choice,
and no patience for lies and fantasies,
and no patience for slave-owners.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Amber Riverwood

Jizz, jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz.  Master Roscoe allows us to 
use our naked, aroused sexual orgasms to worship the Oneness.  To 
worship the Grand Articifer of the Universe, to worship the ancient 
gods, the Lords of the Watchtowers, in the East, in the South, in the 
West and in the North. We worship the Creator and the Elementals 
made by the Creator.   All this, we worship with sacred jizz and the 
holy vaginal fluid.  The nectar of the lotus.  The liquid light kisses the 
diamond wand, the diamond wand held tight in the sacramental 
chalice.  The cock in the mouth, the cock in the vagina.  The vagina 
puffy and wet, the cock tingling, spurting holy cream.  Jizz,  jizz, 
beautiful sacred jizz.   All this, we worship with sacred jizz and the 
holy vaginal fluid.  

The nectar of the lotus.  The liquid light kisses the diamond wand, the 
diamond wand held tight in the sacramental chalice.  The cock in the 
mouth, the cock in the vagina.  The vagina puffy and wet, the cock 
tingling, spurting holy cream.  Jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz.  Jizz, 
jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 

Master Roscoe opens a door to the infinite.  Opens the door.

Master Roscoe reminds us of the failures of past centuries, and 
encourages us to grow a pair of balls, to grow a pair,

and invent new ways of life, ways of life not chained, gagged

and made worthless by the dogma of people long dead.

Jizz,  jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 

Master Roscoe jacks it with us.  We watch his sacred ejaculate splash 
the faces of beautiful women. We watch his sacred ejaculate burst 
upon their tongues. We watch his sacred ejaculate gush upon their 
erect nipples. Master Roscoe jacks it with us.  And we orgasm with 
him. The combined orgasmic joy of 598 sacred followers raises the 
spiritual awareness of all humankind. Jizz,  jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred 
jizz.   Master Roscoe jacks it with us. 

We love to see The Master's sacred ejaculate. The holy, white cream. 
The salty seed of holiness. Watch The Master's powerful hand 
squeeze and stroke the holy scepter. We see the Master's cock-head 
swell full, as he releases the sacred ejaculate.

Worship the cock-head and the sacred ejaculate. Worship the One-
ness.  Worship the cock. We masturbate with the Master, we 
masturbate for world peace.  Jizz,  jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz.
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Master Roscoe jacks it with us. 

Let us come together.  Let us come with each other. I will accept 
nothing less than Eternal Truth. I will accept nothing less than Free 
Will, nothing less than a life of joy, love, kindness and creation.    I
 accept  only  the  Oneness.

We masturbate with the Master, we masturbate for world peace. 
Jizz,  jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 

 Master Roscoe jacks it with us. 

Let us come together.  Let us come with each other. 490 vaginae, and 
108 erections orgasm at the same time. The orgasms of the Sacred 
Followers of Roscoe Forthright reach across all humankind, across all 
nations, across all man-made evil, the evil of aggressive religions, the 
evil of aggressive leaders of nations, the evil of greed made 
mandatory by economic slavery.

We masturbate with the Master, we masturbate for world peace.    
Jizz, jizz, jizz, beautiful sacred jizz. 

 Master Roscoe jacks it with us. 

I take the Master's semen into my mouth. I take the Master's holy 
ideas into my mind. I take my sacred life and my holy orgasms into 
my own hands. I allow no one to make me an economic slave. I allow 
no one to use my life, my mind, my energy nor my physical body to 
serve evil purposes, to serve the purposes of greed, of vanity, to serve 
the power of the self-obsessed.

I take the Master's semen into my mouth. And I swallow.
I swallow with immense joy, I swallow Free Will, the Freedom of 
Speech, the Freedom of Action, the Freedom of Human Joy made 
holy by personal choice, no longer a slave to failed religions, and 
failed ideologies, and the people who
push failed religions and failed ideologies.

I am a free human being. I take the Master's semen into my mouth. 
And I swallow. I swallow because I am a free human being. I love the 
salty taste of Truth. I will accept nothing less than Eternal Truth. I 
will accept nothing less than Free Will, nothing less than a life of joy, 
love, kindness and creation.  I accept only the Oneness.

I take the Master's semen into my mouth. And I swallow.
I swallow because I am a free human being.
I love the salty taste of Truth.
I accept only the Oneness.

I accept only the Oneness.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Sister Rosalee

5793 Beautiful Bursts of Semen

His love is for me,
His thick cock is for me.
His beautiful bursts of semen
and all his intense joy,
all this, my lover brings me.

When we are apart,
my sexual worship becomes digital.
God Bless iPhone technology!
Five hundred miles distant, I can see
my lover stroke his glorious erection,
enjoy him squeezing his balls,
as he moans and comes for me,
all this, my lover brings me.

And I save my best orgasms,
And I save my best joy,
And I save my cash,
And I save my ambitions,
And I save my best love,
to share with the man I love.

Do not imagine for one moment
he is the only man who comes for me.
Many boys shoot cream for me, lovely boys
in 40 nations. Google says I have
5793 followers in 40 nations.
Each boy jacking his happy cock,
gushing his cream, watching my videos.
Each boy uses his imagination.
And I am all for that!

These lovely boys, all 5793 of them,
need and deserve exquisite orgasms,
just as much as my own sweet lover.
And I am glad to help.

With all these facts in mind, I encourage
each one of my followers, and all the homosexual men
who have no need to follow me...
I encourage them all to find cheerful and willing,
conveniently located, generous and responsible
lovers, close to home, in their own towns.
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Even for my most ardent and eager followers,
I am not, and never will be, their only option
for tenderness and joy. I help them through
the rough spots.

When the boys are too shy.
When local girls
are less than generous.
When the civilization we live in
has turns my lovely followers
into mind-eating zombies---
I bring them back.
I resurrect them, like Jesus.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Gina Swan

Many of you have seen big cocks in my mouth, in my pussy and tight up inside 
my cute, puckered little anus. 

Those are wonderful places for big cocks.... warm, friendly places for thick, 
aching cocks to pump and pound, and gush sticky rivers of glorious semen.   

All that is lovely.  But it is not enough.  Porn can be fun to watch, but it is never 
enough.  It is a fantasy, and most of it happens elsewhere, far from where you 
live, between people you will never meet.  Porn will never be enough, because 
your own cock and your own pussy remain in your own neighborhood.  Porn 
exists because people are not happy at home, in their own neighborhoods.

Perhaps local girls are less than generous, or boys are too shy.  Warm, welcoming, 
cheerful, hungry bodies exist most everywhere.  But not everyone is making the 
best use of what they have.  Roscoe suggests porn is great for learning a thing or 
two, positions you may never have imagined, and group sex scenes which your 
Sunday school teacher never mentioned.  The fact is, everything truly important 
happens within fifty square miles of where you live.  Including your sexual 
opportunities.   Fantasies exist in other places, far off, where you imagine there 
are girls more attractive and more slutty than your local girls.  The truth is, there 
are many local girls who might enjoy sucking your cock and swallowing your 
cream.  They will giggle and laugh and smile and kiss you, and do that more than 
once.
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Of course, some neighborhoods are ugly and hopelessly bleak.  With drug gangs 
or stuffy Christian Country Clubs, with little or no worthwhile sexual 
opportunities.  Roscoe suggests people leave the unhappy places, or make 
specific changes in the local environment, to make the place more fun and more 
satisfying.  Other people, people elsewhere will continue to make porn, and all 
other forms of entertainment, but no entertainment will solve the basic problems 
of the place in which you live.   Distractions, even effective and sexy distractions, 
never substitute for useful and joyful changes in your own life.

I would guess, more than 10,000  adult males over 18 years old would love for 
me to suck their cocks. Those boys would love to shoot semen on my face.  Or 
shoot semen into my mouth and watch me swallow their come.  Of course, that is 
never going to happen.  But they really enjoy thinking about those things, and I 
am happy to help.  I might suggest, each one of those boys look around their own 
neighborhood, and consider the possibility, one or more local heterosexual 
females might really enjoy sucking cocks, and be open to hours and hours of 
healthy fun.  

I really don't know why we never see local oral sex reports on the Evening News. 
Tens of thousands of beautiful human females take tens of thousands of bursts of 
semen into their mouths EVERY SINGLE DAY.  And we never hear about that on 
CNN or FOX or the Evening News from NBC, CBS or ABC.  And, the fact is: 
joyfully, cheerfully swallowed semen is soooooo much more interesting than 
anything Vladimir Putin, Joe Biden or Xi Jin-Ping will say today, or any day.

 Those goofy old men have agendas, and push the agendas, and each one will 
remain a rat bastard, pushing their agendas until they are safely nailed into their 
coffins. Nothing they think or do or say is as worthwhile as ten to forty thousand 
friendly, cheerful, willing and orgasmic women swallowing semen.  And I would 
rather hear about blowjobs than about Israelis and Palestinians blowing each 
other up.

And I have not even mentioned all the homosexual boys who swallow semen 
every day.  Why do we not hear that report, along with the Weather and Sports?  

An attractive woman in a demure business suit, wearing thick glasses could tell us 
the statistics on the Evening News:  "Today, in Denver 178 boys ejaculated into 
male or female mouths.  95.4% of these mouths were excited and joyful about it, 
and swallowed the incoming semen.  Nationally, the percentage of joyful people 
swallowing semen is much lower than in Denver.  Across the United States in the 
past 24 hours, only 43% of males and females who sucked cocks did so joyfully, 
willingly and cheerfully, and joyfully, willingly and cheerfully received bursts of 
semen, and swallowed that semen. 

KUDOS, DENVER!!   We are by far the happiest cock-sucking place in the 
United States of America!!"

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Rosoce speaks with Kate Wilkins

I ingest my joy slowly.  Like eating a woman's pussy.  There is 
no need to rush.  I savor the flavor.  I savor the texture of each 
pubic lip, and the texture inside.  It is much like a leisurely 
breakfast.  Sitting in warm sunlight, in a quiet room.  On my 
plate are slices of Bosc pear, slices of Munster and Havarti 
cheese.  Two soft-boiled eggs without shells.  Two slices of 
sourdough toast, spread with rosemary olive oil.  Next to my 
plate is a hot mug of Ethiopian coffee, spiced with Arabic 
spice and cinnamon. I nibble.  I take small bites.  I crush small 
chunks of pear between my teeth, and let the juicy pulp linger 
on my tongue.  I close my eyes and concentrate my mind to 
the sweet flavor of pear, and on the warm sunlight on my 
closed eyelids.  Likewise, I take a bite of Havarti cheese, and 
let it dissolve on my tongue.  I sip spiced coffee, and hold the 
flavors of cheese and spiced coffee on my tongue. I take a bite 
of toast, enjoying the crunch, and the softness soaked with oil. 
I close my eyes, and enjoy each flavor and each texture.

When my mouth is on a woman's mouth, or on a woman's 
vagina, I ingest my joy slowly.  Just like eating a slow 
breakfast in quiet sunlight.   My tongue moves in slow circles, 
around the outer edge of your vaginal lips.  With lips and teeth, 
I nibble your lips, suck them into my mouth, and lay my 
tongue flat on your warm lips.  I savor the flavor of your 
viscous fluid, as if the fluid was Arabic spiced coffee, mixed 
with the flavor and texture of soft bread soaked with rosemary 
olive oil.  I swallow your fluid, as I would swallow bread, 
cheese, Bosc pears and olive oil.  The sensual pleasure does 
not end with taste.   I savor the clean, fresh, uniquely personal 
scent of you.  There are no scientific studies on how to change 
or improve the taste of a vagina. Some females rely on 
pineapple, kiwi, blueberries, mangoes, and cucumbers to keep 
their cleanly scrubbed vaginae tasting sweet.  Soap and water, 
and your own vaginal juices provide all the fresh taste and 
flavor I require.

When I spurt semen into your mouth.  I want your pleasure to 
equal the pleasure I have licking your pussy. Move your 
tongue over the texture of my full cockhead.  Notice the 
roughness, notice the smoothness, the warmth, and the salty 
flavor as one drop of semen seeps from my small orifice.
Likewise, allow your fingertips to explore, to savor the texture 
of my smooth-shaven balls. Enjoy the weight and firmness of 
my balls, as you squeeze them and caress them. 
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Squeeze my balls, slowly, deliberately, with my full cock in 
your mouth.  Now, prepare yourself.  You hear my panting 
breath.  You know I will come soon. Open your eyes to see me 
smiling down at you.  Then close your eyes, as my eyes were 
closed in sunlight.   Concentrate your mind on the full swell of 
my cockhead.  You can feel the moment of orgasm, the sacred 
moment before semen gushes into your mouth, hot bursts into 
the back of your throat.  You almost gag, in surprise. The load 
of salty, viscous semen spreads over,  over your tongue.  You 
lick my still full cock-head, with my semen coating your 
tongue.   You suck my still full cock-head as you swallow my 
semen. Swallow every drop of semen.  Lick and suck every 
drop of semen from my tingling cock.

Consider this the first meal of your day.  A hearty, nutritious 
breakfast.  I will make coffee later. I will bring you Bosc pears, 
munster, havarti, and cheddar cheeses, later.  The sensual 
pleasure does not end with taste.  I savor the sound of your 
moans, your sighs and your whispers, as you prepare to 
orgasm.  As my tongue darts and swirls in and around your 
pubic folds.  As your mind fills with pleasure, for the full 
length of your arousal.  I enjoy the sounds of your wet pussy, 
and the sound of your moans, your sighs and your whispers. 
Think about all these joyful things, as you watch me stroke my 
erection for you.  As I am fully aroused for you.  For you, my 
beautiful angel.  For you, my beautiful love.  Here.  Here and 
now.  My rush of thick cream is for you.  Come with me. 
Come for me. Come. Come.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Five.  Section 1.     Roscoe on Sex Rituals

The Tachikawa-ryu school of Tibetan Buddhism worked in Japan, around 1100 
C.E.  The Sutra of Sacred Bliss and several skull rituals were entirely sexual, and 
very specific about which sex organs to use in which way.  The monks spent 
much time discussing drinking vaginal fluids and drinking semen.  Boys drank 
vaginal fluid and girls drank semen. The school was specifically heterosexual.  

In my modern sex rituals, for the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, I have 
deliberately watered-down the original Tantric rituals.  I wish to make the rituals 
attractive to young people in the 21st Century.  Most modern young people will 
have no wish to drink menstrual blood.  And few young people will wish to 
“spread vaginal fluid and semen 114 times over a skull.”  The old rituals are 
specific like that. Even studly modern 18-year-olds, might consider 114 
ejaculations extreme, and modern young women would get bored touching 
themselves over and over again, just to spread pussy-juice 114 times over a skull.

I deliberately make our sex rituals practical and fun.  Easy to perform.  One or 
two cumshots on a skull is more than enough to raise up some spiritual energy. 
Truthfully, I think the old Japanese monks exaggerated the amounts of vaginal 
fluid and semen they used in those old rituals.  Their use of menstrual blood 
remains a mystery to me. That seems completely unappealing for ritual purposes. 
It moves into the realm of fetishes, like drinking pee and eating feces. Not my cup 
of tea.

Chandogya Upanishad.  Verse 13  (ca.1200 CE)

“One summons, that is the syllable Om.  He makes a 
request, that is a prastava.  Along with the woman, he lies 
down, that is the udgiha. He lies on the woman, that is the 
pratihara. He comes to the end, that is the nidhana. He 
comes to the finish, that is the nidhana. This is the 
Vamadevya chant woven on sex intercourse.”

Tantric Buddhist texts can be a bit shocking when judged by the standard beliefs 
of 21st Century North America.  A study of the Niruttara Tantra makes it clear that 
also very young girls (a relative definition depending on a given social context) 
practiced sexual union. It is important to realize at this point that many non-
European cultures also allowed marriage at a very young age.  Even in 1989, the 
average age for marriage in Bangladesh was 11.6 years, and in Pakistan 15.3 
years. 
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The text states that such a woman (i.e. one who practices Kularcana, ritual sex), 
should choose Shiva as 'her husband'; yet we know of course that Shiva is the 
designation for any man in a Tantric ritual, just as any woman becomes the 
Shakti.  Depending on their age, the young women are associated with a number 
of powerful goddesses: 

age 12: Bhairavi 
age 13: Unmukhi 
age 14: Sodasi   
age 15: Tara  
age 16: Kali 

Roscoe never suggests the inclusion of under-age females in sexual rituals. 
All the females need to be grown-ups, entirely aware of what they are 
doing, and must have some years of previous experience with erect cocks. 

Roscoe is also inspired by Japanese traditions of sex rituals as with the 
Tachikawa  Sacred  Texts.

An important sacred text of the Japanese Tachikawa school is the Sutra of Secret  

Bliss (ca. 1100), the full title of which is Sutra Proclaiming the Secret Method 

Enabling a Man and a Woman to Experience the Bliss of Buddhahood in this Very 

Body.  This sutra contains the school's general teachings concerning sexuality and 
its role in reaching enlightenment. 

In the text, the human genitals, male and female, are named, classified and 
described in great detail. 

Apart from such specific terminology, this and other texts clearly demonstrate the 
deeply sexual orientation of the Tachikawa adepts in their choice of words related 
to sexuality. 

Not only do they use flowery, romantic and secret language for the genitals, but 
also for the various sexual positions, secretions, and parts of the body: 

Assembly of Dragon Flowers   = male ejaculate 
Diamond Lacquer                     = female love juices 
Fulfillment of All Vows            = one of 48 ritual sex positions 
Magical Jewel of the Dharma   = clitoris 
Lions Roar                                = orgasmic utterances 

The Sutra of Secret Bliss and most other texts of the school, for example the Yugik

yo (Yoga Sutra), Yoshinshu, Sangai Isshinki and Hokyoshu Sangen Menju, date 
back to the 12th and 13th century; after which the school was outlawed and had to 
go underground. 

Clearly, over the past 900 years, exploring religious thoughts with sex rituals has 
always been problematic, and often socially unacceptable.
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Roscoe considers further the details of Tachikawa-ryu. 

What is known is the school was founded in about 1113 by the Shingon monk 
Ninkan. Ninkan was an instrumental figure not only on the formation of 
Tachikawa-ryu but in Shingonshu as well. In about 1113, Ninkan was exiled from 
Koyasan to the province of Izu after getting caught on the wrong side of a 
political dispute. In Izu he met an Onmyoji master from Tachikawa of Musashi 
Province, named Kenren.

Tachikawa-ryu must have been largely created within the few months, as Ninkan 
was exiled and committed suicide. Many historians believe he is mentioned 
simply as an apocryphal figure. Regardless, he would have had to draw on ideas 
already prevalent in Japanese society and within the orthodox branches of 
Shingon-shū (Shingon Buddhism) at the time, as there simply was not enough 
time for him to develop an entirely new branch and ideology before he died. 
Ninkan committed suicide less than a year later in 1114 by throwing himself off a 
cliff in protest, and it was left to Kenren to propagate the school. 

The union of male and female principals is seen as the source of all phenomena, 
expressed as the union of the godhead (male/Shiva) with his divinity or consort 
(female/Shakti) who represents the source of his power and wisdom. In 
Tachikawa-ryu ritual sex is the primary hōben (skillful means) to enlightenment. 
Rites and rituals such as the famous Skull Ritual and the Horse Penis Ritual were 
initiations that involved the union of male (hōben, skillful or expedient means) 
with female (wisdom) to enact union with deity and sacred consort. These types 
of rituals aim to create and identify the practitioner with the deity or Emperor at 
the center of the mandala, which is the center of all tantric practice and theory. 

Rishu-kyo is the Buddhist scriptures of Esoteric Buddhism, which are listed as 
Part Six of Kongocho-kyo or Vajrasekhara Sutra.  

The Rishu-kyo text includes such phrases as:

“The physical contact between man and woman is a clean mental state of Bosatsu. 
Looking at the other sex with desire is a clean mental state of Bosatsu.  Being 
satisfied and the mind lit up with joy is a clean mental state of Bosatsu. “

"Sexual intercourse between a man and a woman is the supreme buddha activity. 
Sex is the source of intense pleasure, the root of creation, necessary for every 
living being, and a natural act of regeneration. To be united as a man and woman 
is to be united with Buddha." 

045



Our current major religions rarely speak of sexual intercourse in such beautiful 
and spiritual ways.  Our current society is a bit immature regarding the potential 
of human sexuality.

 Sutra of Secret Bliss  includes these thoughts. Tachikawa adepts are convinced 
that the loss of self, of ego, which occurs during sexual play can lead toward 
spiritual enlightenment.

“The sound AH represents the Womb Realm, Mother, great compassion, and the 
red lotus. The sound UN [hūṃ] represents the Diamond Realm(vajra); Kongo-kai, 
father (yang/yo), wisdom, and the white stupa.  AH/UN (the alpha and omega) 
represents is female/male (non-duality, paradox), yin yang, ocean/mountain, 
mercy/charity, emptiness/form.  The red seed from the female and the white seed 
from the male bring human beings into existence. The unity and integration of 
AH/UN creates and sustains the universe. This is the truth, not falsehood. “ 
Very close to OMM. Or, AUM.

The Buddha couple should bathe together in a curative hot spring without 
physical contact. The couple must be in perfect accord in body, mind, and speech. 
The couple must be in a bright, positive mood, free of gloom, despair, or 
unhappiness. The man is venerated as Fudo Myo-O; the woman is venerated and 
embodies Aizen myo-O. The holy couple faces each other and they make the three 
prostrations. 

The rite begins with vows: 

1) We trust in the teachings of the Tachikawa-ryu.
2) We vow to cooperate and come together in mutual accord in the body and mind 
at all times. 

3) We vow to try not to argue or fight.
4) We vow to try and avoid competing, making un-constructive criticisms, or 
blame each other. 

5) We vow to try not to over indulge in food or drink 

Reciting: 

Male: "I aspire to enter the Womb Realm.” 

Female: "I aspire to receive the Diamond Realm (vajra)." 

The room must be spotless and absolutely clean, well secluded, with a small altar. 
The secret Buddha image is kept veiled, not to be uncovered until after the rites 
are performed. Kuden (secret oral teaching), the instructions regarding the 
Buddha image are only transmitted orally and never written down. Fresh flowers 
are placed on the altar, together with appropriate seasonal offerings from the 
mountains and the sea. Kindle fragrant incense. Light the room with five candles. 
(The candles are the five colors of the elements and are placed in the appropriate 
direction: fire-red, south; water-black, north; wood-green/blue, east; earth-yellow, 
south; void-white, west.) 
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The Buddha image is one's own body. Therefore, the man and woman shed their 
robes in the corner (southwest) and face each other completely naked and 
adorned. The Rites are to begin at midnight. The man crosses his legs in the full 
lotus position and the woman sits on the top of the man and lets his jeweled jade 
stem enter her mysterious gate. (This posture is the position of many esoteric 
deities and their consorts, in particular that of Shiva and Shakti).

During the sexual congress of the two roots of existence (A/Un), the breath 
should be harmonized in an A (inhale) and Un (exhale) rhythm. The man should 
keep his vajra pressed against the woman's womb as they meditate together, 
blending the male/female components of the five elements (Godai): earth, water, 
fire, wood, and air/void.  If done properly, this blending of the elements will form 
a five-colored rainbow: yellow, blue, red, green, and white. The mother/father 
buddha posture is best, but other postures and mantra are allowed. (Goku-I Kuden 
Ari: secret oral instructions and essential teachings are given but unknown at this 
time.) 

However, at the break of dawn when the rooster crows, the Buddha couple should 
be in the mother/father posture. At that time, the Buddha couple should come to a 
mutual instant of universal bliss; that is the moment of universal truth, a state of 
pure ecstasy, an unobstructed integration of emptiness and form. This is the realm 
of Dainichi Nyorai (Vairocana), the Cosmic Buddha where myriad elements exist 
in perfect equilibrium."

The moment of orgasm, called the Lion's Roar, is a moment of spiritual 
revelation. For both the man and the woman, their orgasmic moans are 
the Lion's Roar.

Some explanations are necessary.  The 'a' is said to be present in each consonant, 
and to be the mother of all of the letters. If you open your mouth and breathe out 
the sound is 'a'.  In Sanskrit if you add 'a' as a prefix it makes a word have the 
opposite meaning:  Vidya is knowledge; Avidyā is ignorance.  So 'a' came to 
represent the essence of the Prajñāpāramitā or Perfect Wisdom tradition. This idea 
was explicitly expressed in the Sutra of the Perfection of Wisdom in One Letter, 
that letter being 'a'.  In Buddhism, phenomena are said to neither absolutely exist, 
nor non-exist, they arise in dependence on conditions, and cease when those 
conditions cease. This is similar to a Hindu aphorism about reality which says: 
“Not this, not this.”  Conceptual categories such as existence and non-existence 
are not able to encompass the true nature of phenomena. 

Un (hūṃ) The various aspects take in all Truths, all teachings, all practices, and 
all attainments.  It summarizes the two basic false views of nihilism and 
eternalism, and shows them to be false.  The Truth of things is that they are 
neither real nor unreal, these categories do not apply, this is a restatement of the 
Buddha’s fundamental insight into the nature of phenomena. 

The role of the man as Fudo Myo-O, and the woman as Aizen Myo-O Rāgarāja is 
esoterically symbolic of the man and woman in unbreakable union and 
irrevocably stained with love/passion. 
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    The Lion's Roar stains one red with love and passion.

This sums up the central tenets of all Tachikawa-ryu teachings: Buddhahood, 
infinite compassion, wisdom and liberation can be obtained through controlled, 
ritual sexuality between motivated and experienced partners.  The Tachikawa 
adepts are convinced that the loss of self, of ego, which occurs during sexual play 
can lead toward enlightenment (an unbaised objective understanding) and that the 
moment of orgasm, called the Lion's Roar, is a moment of spiritual revelation. 

Of course, this kind of sex ritual worship was far outside acceptable social norms. 
Just as it is in our prissy liberal culture today.  In the 21st Century, for all practical 
purposes Tachikawa-ryu is extinct.  It was outlawed in the 13th century by the 
Japanese authorities, and almost all its writings were either burned, or sealed 
away at Koya-san and related monasteries.  However, there have been claims that 
the school continued covertly until at least 1689, perhaps continuing even 
into the 1970s.

Roscoe feels a spiritual kinship with the ideas and rituals of the Tachikawa School 
of esoteric Buddhism. The Sutra of Secret Bliss is very close to his own beliefs 
about the spiritual power of fucking.  Roscoe reached his philosophy without any 
knowledge of esoteric Buddhism, beyond a few images of Chakrasamvara 
boinking his girl.  (This should teach us exactly how powerful an image can be.) 
Roscoe had observed his own mind during sex with his eight lovers, and realized 
more was going on.  This was not only a zesty pleasure, this was a gate to spiritual 
realms.  This was a spiritual experience.

Feeling evangelical zeal, Roscoe wants to share his spiritual revelations with the 
world, and being a erotic filmmaker, the most viable means of communication is 
video, x-rated heterosexual videos, showing just how lovely the sacred Lion's  

Roar can be, for both boys and girls!    Roscoe has no intention to be driven to 
suicide, like the unfortunate  Shingon monk, Ninkan.  Roscoe is careful, to make 
sure his cash flow, and his home, and all other physical necessities are outside the 
reach of people who would suppress him, or drive him to self-destruction.  Our 
social and political leaders are no less violent than the leaders in Japan in 1114. 
One thousand years later, powerful people still behave the same.  Knowing this, 
Roscoe is a cautious evangelist.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

048



Every evangelist needs to make a plan.  Roscoe knows what gospel he wishes to 
preach. He knows what audience he wishes to reach, the big audience of horny 
heterosexual boys, and lesbian or bisexual females online.  But, he is uncertain on 
the specifics.  Only a few superficial ideas can be communicated with videos of 
boys and girls fucking, even when the fucking is friendly, joyful and pleasant to 
watch.  At present, the videos serve as great advertizing, drawing thousands of 
viewers. 

Promotion and advertizing is the key.  Much can be learned from the website: 
https://www.roscoeforthright.com/

It remains uncertain what percentage of Roscoe's viewers are open to and 
interested in more serious-minded knowledge about sex rituals, and the beneficial 
spiritual effects of sex rituals.  It remains uncertain how to present deeper, more 
thoughtful content, without losing the larger audience.  Truthfully, only a fraction 
of the audience will notice much of anything, beyond the pant-pant, moan-moan 
of the girls, and the spurt-spurt-spurt of Roscoe and Capt. Evil.  To be understood 
as a religious event, the Lion's Roar needs further explanation.  Spoken or written 
words are essential to such teaching.  Otherwise, the orgasms remain just plain 
old, ordinary orgasms, as seen in tens of thousands of porn videos.  And 
experienced in millions of beds and cars, pickup trucks and dingy motel rooms, 
worldwide.

Also, there remain questions of doctrine, and specific rituals, and on-going 
religious education. For a sexual-ritual-philosophy to catch on, and take root in 
people's lives, there needs to be written doctrine and a few standard rituals to 
perform. Roscoe is not at all ready to establish expensive physical locations, with 
disciples, big bank accounts, and all that.  He has seen the vast mistakes of 
Bhagwan Shree Rajneesh, and other gurus who came and went.  Within a few 
decades most of the gurus of the 1970s and 1980s no longer held any sway, or 
were even remotely comprehensible.  By the 1990s, spiritual gurus were mostly 
replaced by fitness and exercise gurus!  And the swaggering Christian 
televangelists, Joel Osteen, Joyce Meyer and T. D. Jakes. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Roscoe knows he holds no appeal for the mega-church audience.  He is also 
aware, he has a porn viewership nearly as large as an average Sunday for any 
mega-church.  And this makes Roscoe's imagination swirl with good possibilities! 
What if, that huge audience could be taught a few good religious lessons, along 
with the cheerful jacking-off?!
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Chapter Five.  Section 2.

Five Principal Rites of Roscoe Forthright 

1. Blessing of the Sacred Phallus

2. Blessing of the Sacred Vagina 

3. Fulfillment of All Vows  (any position of sexual union)

4. Drinking the Nectar (oral sex with a vagina)

5. Drinking the Cream (oral sex with a phallus)

We will examine these rites in reverse sequence. Rites no. 5 and no. 4 are linked 
directly to Tantric Buddhism, the text Abhinavagupta: The Kula Ritual, in  

Chapter 29 of the Tantrāloka. (ca. 1000 CE):

“Therefore, understanding the supremacy of the offering chalice, he should be 
without doubt or inhibition with regard to these substances that have been taught 
[for worship] here by Śiva, for inhibition would defile [the rite]. “

In other words, if one feels any inhibition in consuming the “products of bliss” 
(sexual fluids: semen or vaginal fluid), one cannot perform the rite.  Roscoe also 
includes this understanding.  The participants must be entirely OK with what they 
are doing, when licking a vagina or sucking an erect cock.  We live just over one 

thousand years after the mystic and  philosopher Abhinavagupta wrote and spoke 
the ideas in Chapter 29. The ideas, therefore, are nothing new at all.  Roscoe's 
philosophy is simply a re-birth of very old ideas, presented in modern internet 
ways, high resolution video and audio, with attractive well-fed American and 
Canadian females!

Ritual no. 5     Drinking the Sacred Cream

Within a clean, quiet place the worshipful couple bathes and sets their daily 
concerns outside the door.  The woman speaks:  “I am ready to receive your joy in 
my mouth.”  Kneeling or laying next the man, she takes his soft phallus into her 
mouth, to lick and suck until the sacred organ is fully erect.  The man speaks: 
“When I am in Oneness, I am ready to offer my love, to offer my sacred cream.” 
The couple continues in loving embrace until the man is ready to orgasm. (Any 
variety of sexual play is acceptable to reach the cusp of orgasm.)   The man 
speaks: “I am ready to come for you.”  With full joy smiling the woman takes the 
erect phallus, or simply the cockhead, into her mouth, sucking as the man 
ejaculates.  She holds him tenderly in her mouth for several moments after his 
orgasm, to suck and lick his satisfied flesh.
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The woman holds semen in her mouth for several moments, savoring the 
texture and salty flavor.  Then she swallows.

The ritual complete.  The man washes the face of his lover with a warm cloth, and 
kisses her.  If they wish, the couple may whisper and sigh endearments, and 
continue their love-play, allowing the woman also to reach a satisfying orgasm.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Ritual no. 4     Drinking the Nectar   

Within a clean, quiet place the worshipful couple bathes and sets their daily 
concerns outside the door.  The man speaks:  “I am ready to receive your joy in 
my mouth.”  Kneeling or laying next the woman, he takes vaginal folds into his 
mouth, to lick and suck her sacred organ.  He inserts his tongue inside her, to 
make slow circles, to flick up and tease her clitoris.  The woman speaks: “When I 
am in Oneness, I am ready to offer my love, to offer my sacred nectar.”  The 
happy couple continue a loving embrace until the woman reaches orgasm. The 
man holds her fluid in his mouth for several moments, savoring the texture and 
aromatic flavor.  Then he swallows.

The ritual complete.  The man washes the vaginal area of his lover with a warm 
cloth, he washes his own mouth, then kisses her.  If they wish, the couple may 
whisper and sigh endearments and continue their love-play, allowing the man also 
to reach a satisfying orgasm.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Ritual no. 3     Fulfillment of All Vows       

[ The Sutra of Secret Bliss lists 48 ritual positions!  People were very creative 
1000 years ago! ]  Within a clean, quiet place the worshipful couple may choose 
whichever position most pleases them.  They may vary positions from week to 
week, to encourage exploration and creative action.  The man says: "I aspire to 
enter the Womb Realm.”  The woman replies: "I aspire to receive the Diamond 
Realm." 

Both man and woman enjoy love-play until they are both fully aroused. Then, 
with his erection held lovingly within her vagina, both the man and woman pay 
close attention to each small response, the shaft barely moving, the vaginal 
muscles squeezing lightly.  The goal is to keep both man and woman on the cusp 
of orgasm as long as possible. 

051



The goal requires both partners to be alert and responsive, the woman knowing 
exactly how tightly to squeeze the phallus inside her, the man knowing when to 
thrust, and when to pause from thrusting. Practice is required to accomplish these 
goals effectively.  For this reason, the Fulfillment of All Vows should occur at least 
once each week, when both partners are in good health, and in a good mood.*

Sex-play may continue until both the man and woman attain satisfying orgasms. 
There are infinite variations to this ritual.  The worshipful couple are encouraged 
to experiment and find what most pleases them.

* [We stress, all five rituals require both partners to be in a good mood. Unlike 
secular sex, the rituals are not designed as entertainment or stress relief, or for the 
purpose of creating a good mood. The good mood must be established in one way 
or another before they enter the ritual space.  There will be little spiritual value 
without mutual cheerfulness.]

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Ritual no. 2     Blessing of the Sacred Vagina   

The Sacred Vagina may be blessed and worshiped in most any location. Privacy is 
usually preferable, but even in an elevator, or on a crowded bus, a worshipful man 
may touch the moist lips of his beloved.  This simple action serves as a 
momentary, joyful blessing.

For more satisfying results, a longer ritual is encouraged. Within a clean, quiet 
place the worshipful woman chooses a position, sitting, laying down or standing, 
to make her vagina easily accessible to her lover.  The man says: "I aspire to 
worship the Cosmic Yoni within you.”   He kisses the vaginal lips of the woman. 
With caresses he brings forth her sacred vaginal fluid.  Additional lubrication may 
be used if needed.  With fingers, the man caresses, at times inserting fingers fully 
inside the vagina.  The woman will tell the man exactly what motions best please 
her.  He will follow those instructions. In this manner, sex-play may continue until 
the woman attains satisfying orgasm. The woman may also finger her own vagina 
if she wishes.  A vibrator or dildo may also be used if she wishes.  The goal of this 
ritual is a sustained, full and satisfying orgasm for the woman.

The ritual being complete, if they wish, the couple may whisper and sigh 
endearments and continue their love-play, allowing the man also to reach a 
full and satisfying orgasm.
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Ritual no. 1      Blessing of the Sacred Phallus

The Sacred Phallus may be blessed and worshiped in most any location. Privacy 
is usually preferable, but even in an elevator, or on a crowded bus, a worshipful 
woman may grasp and stroke the full erection of her beloved.  This simple action 
serves as a momentary, joyful blessing.

For more satisfying results, a longer ritual is encouraged. Within a clean, quiet 
place the worshipful man chooses a position, sitting, laying down or standing, to 
make his phallus easily accessible to his lover.  The woman says: "I aspire to 
worship the Cosmic Phallus within your own beautiful cock.”  She kisses and 
caresses the phallus until it rises joyfully erect. With caresses of her fingers, 
hands, mouth and tongue, she enjoys his warm flesh.  She may also rub her 
breasts or fanny or thighs against the man's erection. Additional lubrication may 
be used if needed. The man will tell the woman exactly what motions best please 
him.  She will follow those instructions. In this manner, sex-play may continue 
until the man attains a full, satisfying orgasm. The woman may also finger her 
own vagina as she caresses her lover.  A vibrator or dildo may also be used if she 
wishes.  The goal of this ritual is a sustained, full and satisfying orgasm for the 
man.

The ritual being complete, if they wish, the couple may whisper and sigh 
endearments and continue their love-play, allowing the woman also to reach a full 
and satisfying orgasm.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Five.  Section 3.   Conclusions

Using sex as part of a religious ritual is important for only one reason: It works. 
Our orgasms focus our minds, drawing our minds completely into a few specific 
moments of time. Really good orgasms can concentrate our full mental energy, 
and much of our spiritual energy into 5 to 10 seconds of time.  And orgasms feel 
so good.  We want to have more than one, on many occasions, across many years 
of our lifetimes.  Really good orgasms are so much more interesting than 
repeating scripted Christian prayers, or mumbling mantras in Sanskrit, or using 
language and repetition as the primary action of meditation.  A hard cock or a 
wet vagina are so much more fun.
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Gushing semen, wet vaginae and many kinds of music require no back-story and 
no religious doctrine, and no scientific explanation.  Orgasms and music often 
speak for themselves.  The experience is its own explanation, and the experience 
is immediately understood as valuable and worthwhile.  Little more is required. 
Spoken or written language is not needed to enhance or understand the experience 
of music or orgasms.

The purpose of creating sex rituals, and using sex rituals is to gain deliberate 
control over our minds and bodies.  Most of us gain some control after 5 or 6 
years of fucking, but many people never make an effort to learn specific 
techniques of sexual self-control.  A good sex ritual also helps people gain control 
over their own minds, over their own thought processes. In this way it is very 
much like other forms of meditation.  Sex rituals help us make the most of our 
sexual experiences.  And can also train our minds to be self-disciplined and self-
controlled in other areas of our lives.  Especially in how we perceive ourselves 
and the world around us.  In other words, sex rituals can enhance our ability to 
observe reality, and use our minds more effectively.

Ultimately, the goal for many people is spiritual experience, the ultimate spiritual 
experience, which is touching the Universal Oneness.  In Christian terms, 
touching the Mind of God.   A direct contact with God.   But those concepts, and 
those interpretations of reality are not for everyone.  Many people will be unable 
to make the leap from their physical body, even at the moment of orgasm... they 
will be unable to make the spiritual leap from their physical body to Oneness with 
God.

Truthfully, many people have limited imaginations, and have trouble imagining 
any interaction with God, or an interaction with a Cosmic Oneness.  In our place 
and time, spiritual imagination is scattered, and often limits itself to the doctrines 
of this or that established religion.  Even recent New Age movements of the 1970s 
and 1980s, and the religious ideas of various neo-pagan and occult schools of 
thought.... often personify Oneness, or limit the God-concept to images which are 
easy to visualize.  In my view, Oneness is felt.  It is not visualized, as an 
otherworldly landscape populated with angels or deities.  In my view, Oneness 
does not require visualization, so much as it requires expansion of awareness, the 
awareness of things we feel.   For this reason, I believe orgasms and music have 
the potential to stimulate spiritual experiences because they are immediately felt, 
rather than visualized, or stimulated by other non-sexual meditation techniques.

It is not my job to talk people into accepting these religious ideas, nor these forms 
of sexual meditation.  I have no desire to convince anyone to accept any spiritual 
world-view which does not appeal to them.   Or act out rituals they truly do not 
care about or understand.  I never say:  “Eat this bread, the body of Christ.  Drink 
this wine, the blood of Christ.”   The closest I get to those kind of sacraments is 
something much easier to understand...  I might tell the beautiful young woman to 
swallow my sacred semen.  And she will smile or laugh, and swallow.  That kind 
of sacred ritual is much more fun, and requires no religious doctrines. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Six.  Section 1.   Novices speak about religious fucking

Kate Wilkins

Kate Wilkins was born in Ipswich, U.K. An energetic British girl with red hair, 
her curly red pubic mound a meaningful inheritance from some lusty Celt 
ravishing a milk-white Anglo-Saxon. (Roscoe intends to make her Sacred Celtic 
Mound famous across the U.S., Canada and much of the European Union, as an 
internet-porn tourist destination.) Kate trained as a scuba diver and as a yoga 
teacher, moving between those two careers every few months, not completely 
satisfied with either. Often she would take extended vacations, and end up 
modeling, or shooting x-rated videos in exotic places, laying on the beach 
drinking Mint Juleps.

Roscoe met Kate at a nude beach in Marin County, north from San Francisco . 
Roscoe sat perched on a large rock, overlooking the beach. He was creating a 
sculpture fr o  m  native  blue  clay,  found  in  abundance  near  this  beach.  His  
sculpture was a giant erect cock. Kate looked up at Roscoe, over the top of her 
sunglasses, as he was putting the finishing touches on his masterpiece. He was 
bathing the smooth blue surface of the three-foot arching erection with water, 
making it shiny in bright sunlight. Kate said, “You gotta be kiddin' me.” They 
both smiled and laughed. Roscoe said, “It seems like the most appropriate 
response to the artistic situation.”  Later in the day, laying on the beach together
,

 
they overheard an angry lesbian woman say, “That is just disgusting! Horny 

men, dragging their cocks into our peaceful place.”  They knew she was a 
lesbian, because the girl next to her bent down and kissed the angry woman's 
vagina. The pussy-kisser said, with a nasty smile, “If that cock is still there  
tomorrow, I will smash it with my own fists! I will annihilate that obscenity!” 
Truly, Roscoe never intended to offend anyone. How can a large, friendly blue 
cock be an obscenity?  In his mind he was creating a big, lovely work of art, to 
be enjoyed by all, even lesbians. Some people take their militant homosexuality 
far too seriously. Give it a rest.

Having shared that social and artistic experience, Kate and Roscoe continue to 
have a pleasant, teasing, friendly relationship. Roscoe's first film with Carolina, 
Beth and Kate began on May 5th, 2021. Carolina arrived promptly at 11am. Beth 
and Kate arrived together at 11:08. Roscoe chooses his actresses carefully. 
Hiring beautiful, cheerful females who show up on time, ready to work. Having 
shot erotic films for over eight years, Roscoe has no patience for Kratom-Weed-
MDMA-Heroin-Crystal Meth-Flying High females. Lazy, loud, and always late. 
No woman has a physical beauty nor a professional cock-sucking technique 
worth the trouble high females cause, or the hours and hours of life high females 
waste. Such females are too annoying to bother with. By 11:15am Roscoe has 
his set lit. He places Carolina and Kate on a firm black leather couch, in front of 
a black cloth backdrop. The girls are nude, on their knees, bent over resting their 
weight on elbows, facing each other. Their crescent moon fannies are high in the 
air, white and inviting. The cameras are on. High resolution video and audio 
record every moment, as Beth enters the scene. Beth is nude, except for a scarlet 
G -string nestled tight between muscular butt-cheeks, and a brown fedora. 
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This fedora is a German-style hunting cap with a pheasant feather and a silver 
edelweiss pin adorning a wide black hat-band. Beth carries a red leather riding 
crop, the Sacred Red Riding Crop of the Little Sisters of Divine Grace, and the 
most loved ritual tool of Amber Riverwood's Canadian Coven. The spanking end 
of this crop was very popular in early Roscoe Forthright films, leaving happy 
pink and red blotches on numerous, warm young female fannies!

Beth stands behind the couch, looking down to Carolina and Kate, she caresses 
their crescent moon fannies with the leather heart. The girls rise up on 
outstretched arms, hands flat on the couch, their mouths slowly moved together 
in an languorous open-mouth kiss. We notice a red dragon spirals up Kate's right 
arm, and a vine, leaf and stem patterns in shades of green spirals up Carolina's 
left arm. Both tattoos are in stunning colors in contrast to the very white skin of 
each girl. The kissing continues until Beth slaps the whip firmly into the palm of 
her hand, and commands, “Assume the position of ritual discipline!” Carolina 
and Kate immediately return to their first position, fannies raised high. Beth 
begins to spank the girls, in deliberate, powerful, large strokes. Alternating left 
and right. The heart-whip whistles through the air. SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  Left. 
Right. Left.  SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  Right. Left. Right. Alternating one fanny to 
the other, stinging both full moons! Carolina and Kate gasp or moan at each 
sharp impact. Pink blotches appear and welt up, turning red under the bright 
lights. Beth pauses a long eight seconds between each set of six strikes, and 
continues to scourge the girls bottoms for two ecstatic, erotic minutes. Roscoe's 
cock gets hard in his jeans as he watches.

Carolina and Kate change positions, now pressing their wet, tingling pussies 
together in the center of the couch, as they lay on their backs. The girls softly 
bounce their vaginae together, legs entwined. We hear the sticky moisture of 
pubic lips, pressing together and releasing, like loud, wet kisses. Beth moves to 
the right end of the couch, kneeling to kiss Kate. Then moves to the left end of 
the couch to kiss Carolina. As she kisses Carolina, Beth reaches to hold 
Carolina's large breasts, moving her hand from one to the other, teasing dark 
brown, erect nipples. Roscoe enters the scene fully clothed. He wears blue jeans, 
a green and blue checkered flannel shirt, and his feet are bare on the hardwood 
floor. Roscoe hands Beth a two-headed shiny black dildo, perhaps 2 ½ feet long, 
thick and firm smooth black silicone. Beth inserts one end into Kate's vagina, 
and one end into Carolina's vagina. Beth holds tight to the middle of the dildo, as 
the girls pump slowly toward each other. Both vaginae full of black cock, with 
Beth's hand between them. Their thrusts become more urgent and powerful, the 
girls moaning and twisting against the dildo. Beth is now standing between the 
orgasmic girls, bent over, still holding the dildo tightly, keeping it stationary 
between orgasmic thrusts. Beth 's firm round fanny fills the camera center, with 
Carolina and Kate's ecstatic faces and heaving, bouncing breasts on the left and 
right.

A second camera, shows us a further view, Beth to the left, and Roscoe standing 
to the right.  In a close-up we see Roscoe, now nude from waist to mid-thigh. He 
is joyfully, vigorously jacking his fully erect cock. The cock is shiny with lube 
and points to Beth's ass in the distance. It appears to rub against Beth's beautiful 
round ass. 
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One large drop of semen oozes out the tip of Roscoe's cock, and he spreads the 
droplet down over his erection. Now Roscoe holds his cock gently, no longer 
stroking, simply bouncing the full erection in his hand. Being on the cusp of 
orgasm, he keeps the cock fully erect without pushing it over the edge. From 
time to time he jerks it slightly, another way to keep it fully hard, without 
making it come. We hear him moaning and sighing. We hear the loud orgasmic 
cries of Carolina and Kate echo in the quiet room. Moments after the girls 
complete their orgasms, Roscoe points his cock toward Beth's fanny. The close-
up camera allows us to see Roscoe's full, aching, wide cockhead and Beth's ass 
at the same time.

At last, Roscoe strokes the cock one last time, and semen gushes, bursting into 
air.  A long and loud sustained moan roars from Roscoe's throat. Beth turns 
quickly, rushes across the room and takes Roscoe's still hard cock into her 
mouth. We see a close-up of Beth sucking and licking his last drops of semen, 
as Roscoe continues to moan.

Do all these intimate details matter?  Is any scripted , stylized sex scene worthy 
of our attention? Do such videos contain anything of lasting value, something 
greater than pleasant images to watch while we are jacking-off? Would 
unscripted, spontaneous sex scenes serve the same purposes, when the people 
are attractive and pleasant to watch? Here we come to understand Roscoe's 
artistic intentions, his own personal motivations, his reasons for making art. The 
whole purpose of any artist intentions, his own personal motivations, his reasons 
for making art. The whole purpose of any artistic action is to advance his own 
artistic and spiritual imagination.  And, in doing so effectively, advance the 
imaginations of viewers, readers or listeners.  Several forms of art gather into his 
film-making: Music, rock, jazz and classical, often original music composed 
specifically for his films. Visual art, drawings, paintings, prints from historical 
manuscripts, and of course the still images and video images of beautiful naked 
women having sex.

Written art, the adventurous story-telling, as in this book, written rituals, the 
spoken word in his films, the scripts of scenes, and what the girls read out loud, 
or say. These forms of art create and offer descriptions of reality substantially 
different from the descriptions of reality offered by scientists, politicians and 
computer and television programmers.  Roscoe's intention is to use Beauty, 
Sexual Desire, Spiritual Imagination and Joy to communicate his spiritual 
experience. To help people get closer to Oneness. Beauty is essential. Music is 
essential. Plainness, ugliness, silence and mechanical noises have value only as a 
backdrop to more interesting things. Roscoe finds the narratives and descriptions 
of reality offered by big-shot famous people, big-shot politicians, big-shot 
filmmakers, big-shot famous people of many kinds to be inadequate.  

The authorized versions of reality, as offered by big-shots of many kinds, form 
the core of Pop Culture versions of reality, which are, in fact, the most widely 
accepted views of reality.  Reality as described by these people is often 
horrifying, inaccurate and shockingly self-destructive. Many portions of the 
widely-accepted narratives of the 21st Century are quite simply inaccurate to 
Roscoe's own personal experience, and inaccurate to his spiritual experience.
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There are religious and spiritual meanings to each element of the sex scene 
described above. 

Beth, Carolina and Kate have been participants in a pagan religious ceremony, 
for the purpose of stimulating the imaginations of otherwise unimaginative 
people. Beth's scarlet G-string, her fedora and the Sacred Red Riding Crop are 
all symbols of authority. She is the High Priestess. She is in charge of this 
religious ritual. We can compare Beth's symbols of power and authority to the  
equipment of Bishops in Catholic and Orthodox Churches. Her fedora is the 
pointed mitre hat, Her red riding crop is the crosier (the fancy staff or shepherd 
crook.) The riding crop also serves as the scourge of old monastic traditions. 
Both the scourge and the crook are often seen in ancient Egyptian images of 
Osiris. Also, the scourge has modern overtones of BDSM  dominants and  
submissives. Beth's only sacramental garment is the scarlet G-string, which we  
might compare to a Catholic priest's red stole. With these symbols of spiritual 
authority, Beth is ready to instruct her witches. For that is who the girls 
represent

 
in this video, witches in a pagan coven, bent over to receive holy 

instruction.
 

Our imaginations extend further, when we understand the sacred 
purpose of the

 
Double-Headed Black Dildo. The dildo serves the same ritual 

purpose as bread
 

and wine serve in the ceremony of Eucharist, the Holy 
Communion. Bread and

 
wine are taken inside the human body, the actual body, 

blood, soul and divinity
 

of Christ, or the spirit of Christ, taken inside the human 
body. In either case,

 
Sacred Jesus goes inside the human body, just as the Sacred 

Dildo goes inside
 

the body.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Bill Nordquist

I am Bill Nordquist. I became a Follower of Roscoe Forthright last weekend. In 
Zebulon, North Carolina. These are smart and cautious people. Roscoe and two 
local girls (members of the local Roscoe Forthright Lodge) met me at McLean's 
Ole Time Cafe at 11am. Friday April 2nd, 2021. The four of us had coffee. 
Roscoe ordered Meatloaf, a great lunch for $8.89! And I had Sisco Chicken. 
With Sawmill gravy! I think the girls had salads.

They wanted to check me out, to make sure I was not some looney-tune bozo, 
looking for a free fuck. I said, “Roscoe, I am 32 years old, fairly good-looking, 
with a good job. And I own my own truck and my own house. I do not need free 
fucks. I can get those whenever I want them. We have plenty of eager girls in 
North Carolina.” And Roscoe said, ”Bill, you are exactly the kind of man we 
enjoy having in our Lodges. Bat-shit crazy is everywhere. Especially when 
people find us on the internet, thinking we are a porn site, or a hookers-for-
charity outfit.”
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Both girls thought that was hilarious. But I knew several boys at my work, who 
clicked onto RoscoeForthright.com -- and sincerely hoped Amber, Rosalee, Bea, 
Gina  and  Beth  would  suck  their  cocks!   They  had  no  interest  in  anything  more 
than getting their cocks sucked by pretty and willing females. I am sure those 
boys cheerfully jacked-off, in the privacy of their own homes, watching Beth 
and her Big Purple dildo.

Roscoe added,”If you want to come to our Lodge in a week or two, we will get 
you started. You can have an in-person experience of our rituals.” Roscoe 
handed me a small pamphlet to read, and directions to his farmhouse, out near 
the Walmart.

I went to the farmhouse twice before we performed any rituals. Tina and Susie 
were sitting in the kitchen nude, sipping lemonade while Susie made cheese 
omelets with toast and strawberry jam. I had gone to high school with Tina, and 
DAMN she was looking fine. She was a skinny little thing back then. Now she's 
got large, firm breasts, and delicious curves all over! Tina is a more slender girl, 
equally cheerful and beautiful. I think she works at the local city library. 
Roscoe,

 
Tina, Susie and I spent more time talking. They wanted to make sure I 

knew what I was getting into. Tina said, “Billy, we like sex as much as anyone. 
And

 
we get-off with whoever we want to get-off with. We choose to use our 

sexual
 

desire for more than just getting-off. We want to learn something from 
each

 
orgasm.”

I really have no clue at all what that meant! I do not know what I can learn, each 
time I burst a load of cum. But, I am certainly willing to give education a try. If I 
could spend thousands of dollars, and lots of hard work learning things at Wake 
Technical Community College, I can certainly spend some time naked with two 
beautiful girls, and a friendly older gentleman, learning a thing or two about sex.

I could go into much detail about what happened next. But, as a new Follower, I 
am not allowed to talk about the details of our sex rituals. Let me just say: Both 
Tina and Susie sucked me for more than an hour, and I shot creamy wads into 
their mouths and onto their faces. I think Roscoe was in the next room pumping 
some girl in the ass. I think her name was Tracy. Another girl I went to high 
school with. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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David Smith, at Lodge No. 17  -  Portland, Oregon

Located just south of Portland, Oregon in a large boathouse on the Willamette 
River, Portland Lodge No. 17 is the only Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright 
Lodge accessible by boat.  Some people travel from Eugene and Salem by 
motorboat to attend Lodge. In Oregon, we hunt. We support the NRA.  We think 
Liberals who want to take away everyone's guns hold no understanding of social 
reality and have little capacity for rational thought.  We are not giving up our 
guns to anyone. And our girls will keep our guns clean and ready.  Our girls 
stack ammo in the cupboards.

In the Boathouse, we practice all the rituals and ceremonies of the land Lodges, 
with the added pleasure of swimming naked in the summer, diving off the deck, 
sitting on the deck sipping mojitos and Long Island Iced Teas. In addition to our 
unique location, our Lodge also specializes in sensual massage. Several of our 
members are professionally trained in massage therapy.  The Master of Portland 
No. 17 frequently employs the technique of Bodhisattva Ass-Rubs, massaging 
with hands, with elbows, and at last, with his Sacred Erection. The Sacred 
Cream gushes over the cheeks and lower back of cheerful, smiling female 
Followers.

In May 2021, Sister Rosalee and Beth Darmstadt jacked-me-off in the best sex 
ritual I have ever experienced!!  A video clip of the girls making me come is 
included in Roscoe's erotic film, Sex Rituals.  I  always  welcome  beautiful  
young naked women, who make themselves available for sexual joy.  I enjoy 
having orgasms with them, most  especially  when  they  come  and  come  and  
come, and thoroughly appreciate the experience. In the video clip, the girls had 
one specific goal:  To get me off.  This particular ritual was not designed to 
include orgasms for themselves. In this way, both women are extremely 
generous. They are pleased to stroke and caress my erection, and tease my 
balls until I come.

This sense of generosity is a fundamental characteristic of most Sacred 
Followers in most Lodges.  Sexual generosity is easy, once a person understands
they are sharing a spiritual joy with people they love, with people who honestly 
love them.  None of this is pretend.  We care about each other. We are Brothers, 
Sisters and Lovers.  Here, I should mention, so far, all our Lodges are 
heterosexual.  A few Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright are lesbian and 
bisexual females, but we have no homosexual or bisexual men at the present 
time.  We welcome those boys, but adjustments will need to be made in our 
rituals.  Our current rituals are written as heterosexual rituals, with a few lesbian 
or female bisexual orgasms from time to time.  There is no specific reason for 
this, except Roscoe is heterosexual and wrote the rituals from a heterosexual 
male viewpoint.  He is very much open to developing new rituals to include 
homosexual and bisexual men. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Jeannie Winsome, at Lodge No. 26  - Denver, Colorado

I laughed for days, after I heard Sister Rosalee reading Gina Swan's fantasy 
version of the Denver Evening News. The broadcaster presents the Evening Oral  

Sex Report:  “An attractive woman in a demure business suit, wearing thick 
glasses could tell us the statistics on the Evening News. "Today, in Denver 178 
boys ejaculated into male or female mouths. 95.4% of these mouths were excited 
and joyful about it, and swallowed the incoming semen. Nationally, the 
percentage of joyful people swallowing semen is much lower than in Denver.”

Hahahhahahahah!!  That was a great scene in Roscoe Forthright's erotic film, 
Sex Rituals.  Honestly, it was Roscoe's movies, Art Camp and Sex Rituals which 
caused me to look into the Lodge in Denver.  I wanted to meet the people behind 
these sexy movies, and learn more about the ideas discussed in both movies. 
What stunned me watching both films was the immediate sexual response I had. 
I got wet, watching Amber and Beth having orgasms.  I got wet watching 
Roscoe shoot semen onto the breasts of the girls. Few movies arouse me so 
quickly, and make me want to masturbate as I watch.

To my great surprise, Denver Lodge No. 26 is located downtown, three blocks 
away from the University of Colorado, where I am a student in Microbiology. 
Roscoe purchased a former Masonic Lodge, a solid brick building from the 
1920s, complete with a beautiful Lodge-room, Masonic imagery and symbols 
intact, and black and white tiled pavement in the center of plush blue carpet. 
Within the central Lodge-room are original oak chairs, and a large carved 
wooden altar (on which we regularly get naked!)  The building also has four 
bedrooms, and a full kitchen, making it easy to spend several days in the Lodge 
and feed ourselves in style. As with many of the older Masonic Lodges, great 
care was taken with the design and artwork of the building, making the space a 
joy to be in.  Because of this setting, we incorporate many Masonic ideas into 
our rituals.

In joining the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright and learning the rituals, 
the most difficult part for me was learning to swallow semen. Truthfully, I had 
never done that before. I had sucked a few cocks, but never taken come in my 
mouth. In some rituals girls are required to swallow semen, and to enjoy 

swallowing semen. That was a steep learning curve, and a psychological 
adjustment.  Now, I am thrilled by spurting cream!  I love it on my face and 
on my tongue.  And I enjoy the texture and flavor of semen.  Like getting use 
to sushi!  These days I look forward to each gush of cream.  I build up to it, so 
I  orgasm at

 
the
 

same moment
 

the boy is gushing cream onto
 

my
 

face or into
 

my mouth. I come and come as I swallow Sacred Jizz.

Jizz.  Jizz. Jizz.  Beautiful Sacred Jizz!!

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Seven.  Section 1.     Observable Reality, including God

After sixty-six years living in the world, getting things done, making money 
(as most of us are required to do) and thinking about the whole experience. I 
have formed some conclusions. And my conclusions are as valid as those of men 
and women who lived several thousand years ago, those men and women who 
invented our major religions. Yes, spiritual reality is self-defined, like the Rings 
of Saturn. People define religions, even when they say God spoke through them. 
No generation of people has a monopoly on the description of physical and 
spiritual reality. Our understanding of Reality improves or diminishes only 
because people pay attention to their surroundings, or do not pay attention. 
Observable Reality is the only reality which counts.

I might differentiate myself from other self-styled gurus, simply by saying, I am 
a rational grown-up, with experience in the world, and I have a few important 
things to say. I am not signing-up recruits for any ashram or building some 
quirky, money-making cult. I say clearly, spiritual reality exists, and it is 
observable.  Spiritual reality defines itself, and does not rely on any one person 
or group of people.  And does not rely on what any major or minor religion has 
to say about it. The Rings of Saturn will do what they do, and be what they are, 
regardless of what any person says about them.

Let's start with a few tentative definitions, which we can change later if we wish 
to:  “God” is an ambiguous word, left open to many contradictory and confusing 
definitions.  Each religion builds their own back-story, with or without historical 
or observable evidence. Many attempts to define God are sincere attempts to 
describe Spiritual Reality, but those attempts are often limited by context and 
cultural backdrop. Sincere religious thinkers of Hinduism, Christianity, Islam, 
Judaism and all the rest, attempt to describe Reality using the language and 
concepts of their culture, and therefore mix observable reality with invented 
ideas, ideas not related to the actual spiritual experience nor the actual 
observable reality of any specific religious moment.  

I do the same. We use the tools we have. Our language, and the points-of-
reference of any generation of people change over time. Commonly understood 
concepts from 100 years ago, are often unknown, or completely debunked today. 
I replace the word God, with the word Oneness. I drop the personification, the 
“Old Man With a Beard,” and the imagined idea of One Entity, a single 
Omnipotent, Omniscient Entity, physically separate from us, deliberately 

separate from all humans, and separate from all the rest of Creation. “Oneness” 
suggests there is no One Entity separate from all humans. Oneness suggests we 
are all contained within One Spiritual Entity, we are living cells within the body 
of God.  All observable things, both living and inanimate, are contained within a 
Single Conscious and Living Oneness.  “Oneness” thereby becomes a larger and 
more inclusive word, and slightly more specific than the word “God.”
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Of course, this presents several problems. First of all, observable reality is in the 
eye of the beholder, complete with all the cultural prejudices and physical 
limitations of the observer.  We now have electron microscopes and other devices 
to aid our observations. Using our own physical bodies, we do not get to see 
microbes without assistance.  But our devices themselves are limited in scope. 
And our cultural overlays, can act as blind-spots, making accurate observations 
difficult.  In discussing observable reality, we soon discover our own 

imagination, what we extrapolate or invent based on what we have observed, our 
extrapolations and other inventions of our personal imagination become part of  

observable reality, and inseparable from our observed reality.

Scientific observation, using the scientific method in the strictest sense is not 
possible when we discuss Oneness, or any spiritual experience.  My experience 
of Oneness is essentially different from the experience of other people, because 
of the workings of my own imagination, and what I personally bring to the 
experience.  This statement of fact does not nullify or diminish the existence or 
value of spiritual experience.  It simply says, spiritual experiences cannot be 
nailed down, quantified and defined as clearly as a math equation or as a 
repeatable scientific experiment. The innate nature of what we are observing, 
the Oneness Itself, is too variable to make use of the standard scientific method.

The scientific method has five basic steps, plus one feedback step:

1. Make an observation.
2. Ask a question.
3. Form a hypothesis, or testable explanation.
4. Make a prediction based on the hypothesis.
5. Test the prediction.
6. Iterate: use the results to make new hypotheses or predictions.

Living in a rationalist and scientifically-oriented civilization, we have trouble 
with things not easily defined by our Sacred Scientific Method.  We recognize 
love exists, but we have made little progress in defining love using our Sacred 

Scientific Method. Likewise, the scientific method makes little progress in 
attempting to define Oneness.  Like love, Oneness can be observed through 
personal experience, but is not easily defined. Though hundreds of millions of 
people agree, love exists. The experience varies widely from one person to the 
next.

As a composer of music, I work with intangible realities on a daily basis.  Music 
is not as easily observable as a bowling ball or a bomb exploding.  I do not rely 
on math nor the scientific method to create symphonies and string quartets.  I 
rely heavily on my own imagination, but my imagination extends further than 
my own set of experiences, and my own personal inventions. That is, I rely on 
intuition and input from elsewhere. The elsewhere is in fact, the Oneness. 
Christian composers in previous centuries, like Bach and Handel, attributed the 
outside input to God.  And they sincerely appreciated the creative input of God. 
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I wish to stress the importance of this shared spiritual experience.  I am not the 
first composer to notice the music is flowing through me, as if from somewhere 
outside my own mind, and I am busy taking dictation, trying to keep up with the 
incoming transmission.  Other artists and inventors and scientists make intuitive 
leaps, as if ideas are coming from elsewhere.  Many have noticed this 
phenomenon, and describe the phenomenon in various ways. As a composer, I 
get the process started, and I have some skills in the craft of music, knowing 
what instruments do, and knowing how to write musical thoughts on paper. 
Beyond that, once I initiate the process of composing, often the Oneness takes 

over, and the composition proceeds.  I edit and organize the material, and I take 
full credit for that part of the activity.  But I cannot, in all honesty, take credit for 
the flow of musical ideas, nor the invention of each and every musical idea. My 
personal intellect is not the only intellect at work during my minutes and hours of 
music composition.

I am aware, not all artists feel this way about their work. Many want to take 
complete and absolute credit for every little thing, and hold intellectual property 
rights on each and every little thing. To each their own.  I am reporting my 
observation of what occurs in my own creative process, as honestly as I am able. 
What happens in other people's minds, I cannot accurately say. 

There is a sense of Mystery in all this. In our 21st Century, our widely accepted 
cultural, social, scientific and religious definitions of reality do not accurately  

describe or define what occurs when I am in the act of creation, interacting with 
the Outside Source, interacting with the Oneness.  I did not invent this Mystery. 
The Mystery exists, like the Rings of Saturn.  The Mystery defines itself.  I do 
my best to report my experiences accurately.  And that leads to many questions 
about our widely accepted views of physical and spiritual reality.

If my perceptions and observations of the Outside Source, the Oneness are 
accurate, what am I tapping into, or what is tapping into me?  What can I say 
about the Oneness, in addition to providing music inspiration, and helping me 
create my best pieces of music?   Are there other occasions when I feel 
connected to some Reality, larger than myself?   Yes.  Sometimes, walking in 
the woods, or looking at a sunset, or listening to a hermit thrush singing some 
distance off in the woods.  I notice the presence of a welcoming calmness, a 
sense of joy, a sense of belonging.  I sense I belong in that environment just as 
much as the hermit thrush, and I am connected to the hermit thrush in a personal 
way.  We are sharing the same woods at the same moment.  I have no idea what 
the bird thinks, and have no way of knowing.  But I know my overwhelming 
sense of belonging, and my overwhelming sense of joy. These are felt things, 
not scientifically provable, or repeatable as a scientific experiment.

I cannot imagine I invented my own joy.  I did not intend, or plan ways to 
stimulate or create my feelings of joy.  The joy occurs as a response to things 
outside myself: the woods, the sunset, the thrush, whatever I am observing at 
the moment.  And what accounts for the feeling of belonging?
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That is entirely irrational by contemporary views of science and logic.  I could 
not survive more than a few days on my own in the forest.  Chipmunks are far 
better equipped for this environment.  What leap of imagination makes me feel 
I belong here as much as the ferns, the moss, the pine, cedars, mushrooms, 
blackberry vines, the owls, hawks, woodpeckers and that river otter out in 
the bay?

None of these living things requires my presence, and most birds and mammals 
prefer I were not there!

I attribute the joy and the sense of belonging to the Oneness. In my view of 
reality, all those living things are aspects of One Divine Source, just as I am an 
aspect of One Divine Source. I feel joy and belonging, because I am observing a 
remarkable fact of existence: Each aspect of the environment, an environment I 
enjoy, is spiritually connected to me. Even if the owl and the chipmunk wish I 
would go away, they are simply being self-protective, and see me as a threat or a 
nuisance.  They certainly hold no aggression toward me. (And that situation is 
much better than with some humans, who want to raid my wallet, or kill me 
because I am an American, or an infidel, or a heterosexual male, or for some 
other silly reason.  The hate lists of humans are eternally long.  I doubt other 
mammals ever kill from a feeling of hate.)

Other interactions with Oneness are worth mentioning.  I have been moments 
away from death on several occasions, dangerous miscalculations on my part, 
swimming out too far in Lake Michigan, and not appreciating the force of 
undertow currents on the Pacific Coast.  I might have drowned on both 
occasions, but did not because the Oneness got people's attention, and people 
came to save me.  Also, two car accidents, where the cars were crushed to useless 
hunks of metal, and I was barely scratched.

These events evade rational explanation.  I was saved, when other people have 
died in such situations, or situations far less extreme.  I took these close 
encounters with death very personally.  I really enjoy being alive on most days. 
I took each incident as a reminder to get as many good things done as possible, 
with whatever time I have left.  Each of those events would have put an abrupt 
end to my creation of music and all my feelings of Earthly joy.  I have know way 
of knowing what happens after this current life.  This life provides me plenty to 
think about.  I need not speculate for one second what happens after I cease to 
breathe.

The main problem I have with most popular religions is their passion for talking 
at length about what happens after I cease to breathe.  As if I care what happens 
after I cease to breathe.  Dealing with daily issues and lifetime issues is more 
than enough to occupy my time.  Putting so much emphasis on afterlife, or sin, or 
karma, or rebirths confuses the issues at hand, the immediate issues of getting 
people to behave responsibly here and now.  Such talk confuses all issues of 
perception of reality, placing cultural overlays over any rational perception, 
piling up the back-stories of this or that philosophic school, and truthfully 
accomplishing nothing at all.  People choose to improve themselves or not. 
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People are rarely forced by language, or by religious stories, or by physical force, 
to become better people. 

In this regard, Freemasonry is an interesting philosophic school, where people 
are encouraged to improve themselves, without signing-up for any specific 
religious, political or social belief system.

I do not wish to diminish the value of our establish religions.  I am simply 
offering additional information, an alternative point-of-view.  Most humans have 
difficulty changing their belief systems, even when presented with new, sincere, 
thoughtful and accurate information.  My experience with Oneness demanded 
my attention, and required me to accept my new perceptions as part of our 
collective Reality.  I revised my belief system to accommodate the new 
information. 

If more people perceived themselves as immediately connected to all other 
people, as being together in a Universal Oneness, they might behave better. 
Blowing each other up, shooting bullets at each other is not a conceivable option 
for people who accept and understand Oneness.  To blowup someone is to 
blowup your own sister or brother, or blowup a part of yourself.  Sane people do 
not blow themselves up.  Chipmunks, geese, river otters, deer and most other 
creatures do not intentionally kill themselves.  Even those creatures are more 
sane than many people.  Their sense of Oneness is their personal imperative for 
survival, completely opposed to self-destruction.  And they care nothing at all for 
philosophical differences, afterlife beliefs, or several centuries of religious back-
stories.  

After humans solve the problem of personal, physical survival, our minds 
wander.  For most of us, the immediate problem of making money occupies 
much of our lives.  But our minds wander, and we know the immediate practical 
needs are not the only needs worth thinking about.  Millions of people perceive 
spiritual truth beyond their practical daily reality.  Our religions exist for that 
reason, to give form and direction to spiritual perceptions.  I have adopted my 
view of Oneness as a way to remove the accumulated clutter of centuries, to 
remove unnecessary religious back-stories and focus my attention on my own 
personal experience in this life, here and now.  No ancient story is as relevant as 
what is going on in my immediate place and time.   

Our immediate place and time is where good things occur.  Not in the distant 
past.  Not in some imagined future.  As I mentioned above, our understanding 
of Reality improves only because people pay attention to their surroundings. 
Observable Reality is the only reality.   When we combine our experienced 
reality, with the accumulated knowledge of other people, accurate information 
from previous generations, we are much better equipped to create sustainable 
civilizations.  Our current civilization staggers like a drunken sailor, or flops 
around on deck, like a desperate fish gasping.

We can do better than that. 
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Chapter Seven.  Section 2.     Small and Defective Imaginations.

As a human civilization we need to recognize the pervasive problem of small  

and defective imaginations.  Over the past 50 years, government leaders, 
corporate leaders, leaders of religions, leaders of education, leaders of science 
and technology have all proven to possess small and defective imaginations. 
Scientific, technological or economic geniuses often lack all ability to use their 
brilliant minds to solve large social problems.  They often attempt social 
engineering, attempt to force their will on all the rest of us.  And of course, 
since they consider themselves the best minds of humanity, they are certain 

they provide the best solutions.  

Four examples will suffice.  1.)  Aaron Swartz, death by his own government. 
2.) The 2008 economic crash.  3.)  Roman Catholic priest pedophilia. 
4.) Covid pandemic.

Example number 1.) Aaron Swartz is the young genius who killed himself, after 
being trapped and harassed by his own Federal Government.  In a press release 
by the U.S. Attorney (Carmen Ortiz) in the District of Massachusetts on July 19, 
2011, there was no mention of Swartz's programming skills, his genius or his 
contributions to society.   He co-developed RSS, a system of constantly updating 
subscription feeds, at age 14 - instrumental in creation of Reddit - a proponent of 
free information, and he was a re-thinker of copyrights).   

Swartz hacked JSTOR, and downloaded millions of academic papers. Which 
harmed no one at all. However, the full force of the U.S. government was not 
satisfied, and an investigation involving the Secret Service, the U.S. Attorney's 
Cybercrime Unit and the Cambridge Police Department ensued, as did a 
lengthy

 
court battle which was to conclude with a trial in 2013.  The United 

States
 

Government submitted to the court on January 14, 2012 to have the case 
against Swartz dropped, and many academics whose articles were on JSTOR 
were

 
moved to start sharing their articles at no charge.

That entire scenario could have been avoided if a few law enforcement agents, 
and the Federal Prosecutors used their imaginations.  They did not.  And one of 
our best geniuses died.

Example number 2.)   Some man-made disasters are entirely avoidable. But a 
handful of people decide the personal economic rewards far out-weigh any vast 
social destruction, and they proceed.  They feel good about themselves and feel 
good about their skyrocketing bank accounts.  That is the economic crash of 
2008. The bankers knew exactly what they were doing, and knew the risks, and 
none of those facts stopped them, and no federal or state laws stopped them.  
Both the bankers and the government had truly defective imaginations.

Example number 3.)  The Roman Catholic Church is not the only organization to 
ignore human rights abuses, and specifically, sexual abuses.  I use the Catholic 
Church as one example of the larger problem.  
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The leaders, who are ultimately responsible for what their employees (or priests) 
do, decided it was better to hide the problem, to pay out hundreds of millions of 
dollars in lawsuits, to silence the issue, rather than to fix the problem.  The 
leaders chose not to examine the root causes of the problem, and fix the root 
causes, and young men and women were abused for many decades.  The Popes 
and the Cardinals found no consolation in their own religion, and no solutions 
within their defective imaginations.

Example number 4.)  Covid.  We will probably never know the facts, the whole 
truth about where Covid came from.  It is very likely Covid-19 was genetic 
engineering, for the purpose of depopulation of our planet.  Some very wealthy 
people really like that idea, the idea of killing off the elderly, and reducing the 
global population.  To leave the planet to be enjoyed and run by the elite, with a 
massive reduction in the slave population who services that elite.  It was 
noticeable, the French virologist and Nobel laureate, Luc Montagnier, has 
claimed that Coronavirus originated in a lab. 

Luc Montagnier's research was based on the fact that COVID-19's genome has 
elements of HIV and Malaria germ.  Covid-19 as an invented and deliberately 
designed killer virus gives us all something to think about.  Even if it came from 
nature, which seems unlikely, but remotely possible, our world leaders 
responded with no agile and useful forms of human imagination.  Our world 
leaders proceeded to destroy the economy of their own nations, and send 
millions of citizens into poverty and debt, from which many millions of people 
will never recover.

The response of our world leaders also looks deliberate.  This gave them the 
opportunity to finally, and completely subdue their citizens, and was a great 
benefit to corporate businesses, specifically because the lock-down has had the 
economic result of annihilating the middle class. Moving forward, we will have 
in most places, the very rich, and the struggling poor, with tens of millions fewer 
people in the middle.

This horrid lack of imagination on the part of world leaders is perhaps the worst 
example of all.  This lack of imagination can destroy our civilization, or change 
our civilization, to make it unrecognizable. In the view of billions of people, the 
new altered form of human civilization will look nothing like what billions of 
people imagined the word 'civilization' meant.  A small, all-powerful, dictatorial 
elite, with billions of very poor people doing what they are told to do, being 
economic slaves for their entire lifetimes.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Seven.  Section 3.    21st Century Civilization

Savor our videos, as you would a good meal, in a pleasant beach resort, on a 
summer day.  

After you have enjoyed the loud, natural and joyful orgasms of my exquisite 
female followers.  When you are joyful and relaxed after your own cheerful 
orgasms. When you are in a peaceful and responsive state-of mind. Consider a 
few important ideas:  Many important ideas are never presented to you by 
educational institutions, because many schools no longer consider useful 
definitions of Reality important.  Earning money is important.  All educational 
programs promote that one cause.  Various agendas for making money. Making 
money for the school, and making money for the college graduates.  There is 
nothing wrong with either of those goals, but more knowledge is required to live 
a joyful and satisfying life.

For example. Definitions of 21st Century civilization, as offered by political and 
corporate leaders remain narrow-minded, constrained by propaganda, 
constrained by worn-out ideologies, and constrained by self-destructive schemes 
of economics.  Such views are not only small and defective. Such views are 
often self-destructive, both to individuals and to our entire society.  Definitions 
of 21st Century civilization, as offered by major religions are also more 
confusing than helpful.  Many of our well-established religions offer obscurities, 
with complicated back-stories.  Their spiritual intentions are noble, but get 
nowhere in the muck and mire of rituals and dogmas. Peoples minds may be 
calmed and reassured by repetitive ritual and ancient dogma.  But their minds are 
taught nothing useful, here and now, in the 21st Century. 

Allow me to present a few examples of grotesque failures, avoidable disasters, 
cause by short-sighted economic self-definitions, and short-sighted definitions of 
our civilization.  The opioid crisis in the U.S.  was caused by a handful of 
decision-makers, telling themselves, making billions of dollars from addictive 
drugs was OK, and no-one would really get hurt, or die from those drugs.  Their 
assessment of the dangers were completely wrong.  Some of those decision-
makers truly did not care about the dangers.  As a result, tens of thousands of 
people under forty had their lives destroyed, and thousands died.  The 2008 
economic crash was similar. A handful of bankers decided it was OK to make 
billions of dollars with sub-prime loans, and the end result was: hundreds of 
thousands of people lost most of their retirement investments, leaving tens of 
thousands of people with little or nothing to live on.  

In Japan, a culture of intense success-oriented, economic-pressure-cooker 
agendas has created over two million hikikomori, the shut-ins, the young people 
who retreat into their homes, talk to no one, and never come out again.  The 
destruction of the psyche of an entire generation.  A betrayal of the youngest 
generation by their teachers, by the leaders of government and business, and by 
the civilization itself.  Japan expects the number of hikikomori to increase over 
the next ten years.  
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The problem is not limited to Japan.  Social and economic pressures break the 
psyche of young people in many nations.

In the U.S., our political leaders have a passion for foreign wars, driven by 
economics, driven by weapons manufacturers, and the result is Post-Traumatic 
Stress, lost limbs and destroyed lives for tens of thousands of young Americans. 
As well as thousands of dead bodies in distant countries, and hundreds of 
thousands of displaced and desperate refugees, former citizens of those distant 
countries.

We notice an on-going lack of moral and rational decision-making, among 
leaders of government and leaders of corporations. Here, I define 'moral' in a 
clear and easily understood way.  'Moral' means, making choices which do not 
destroy the lives of other people. Those individual decision-makers have agendas 
which create chaos in the lives of millions of people. Those individual decision-
makers hold definitions of civilization, and definitions of reality which are 
inaccurate, and provably self-destructive in the lives of millions of citizens, 
their own fellow citizens, not only citizens of enemy nations.  

I say such people hold inaccurate definitions of reality, because in their view, 
truth is what they say truth is.  In their view, truth is not self-defining.  Actual 
truth, is self-defining.  A planet is self-defining.  What a planet does, how it 
moves through space, how it's geology and weather work, exist as facts, 
regardless of what any human has to say about it.  Those are actual truths. 
Entirely separate from the invented truths of political, economic or religious 
leaders.  Likewise, the relationships between people, and the relationships 
between nations exist in factual ways, regardless of what any leader says or does. 
Leaders attempt to beat the drums, and invent truths, to serve their current or 
future agendas.  With all that noise, and all their vanity. The power elite of all 
nations control our lives as much as they control the colors in the rings of Saturn. 

I will state a fact:   Spiritual Oneness exists between all people everywhere. 
Whether they like it or not, whether they perceive the fact or not.  Powerful 
people with agendas have no desire to accept or acknowledge this fact in any 
form.  Powerful people enjoy being separate.  In their view, being 'better than' 
everyone else.  They enjoy being better so very much, their minds cannot even 
conceive the idea of Universal Oneness among all humans, Universal 
Connected-ness between all humans.  Powerful people prefer definitions of 
reality which include Masters and Slaves, and a clear separation between 
Masters and Slaves.  Most of us are intended from birth to be Slaves in that 
version of reality. 

Millions of people go along with the idea of Masters and Slaves, as if that was 
the only way to exist.  I am here to tell you.  There are thousands, literally 
thousands of other options.  My exquisite female followers are examples of a 
few of those options.  Enjoy your life.  Be enslaved by no one.
 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Eight.  Section 1.  Establishing the Lodges.

It took several years, and a donation of three million dollars from Anon.donor, 
and further discussion on the subject to convince Roscoe it was time to purchase a 
few buildings, and rent a few buildings, and establish physical Lodges for the 
Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright.  Much work would still be done online 
using Oneness2, but now Lodges could develop with more independence, and the 
sex rituals could be performed with friends in cheerful and comfortable 
surroundings.  Close to home.

Roscoe created the follow outline for establishing a coven or church or social 
club, using his Forest Songs, the Five Principal Rites and other rituals or 
ceremonial ideas from his writings and from his videos. Various videos of    
ritual spanking are a good example of what any coven might do. 

Rules for Establishing an Authorized Coven or Church within the Spirituals 
Teachings of Roscoe Forthright:

1.         Choose a clean and secure space, where doors can be locked if there is 
potential for unwanted guests. Make sure there are working 
bathrooms, heat and electricity. A kitchen is a good amenity, if possible.
2. Make sure rent, utilities and other expenses are within the budget of your 
organization, your local Lodge.  The Grand Lodge will not be loaning money to 
individual Lodges for any purpose.  Your are on your own. You must manage 
your own finances. Keep the books in order. No one wishes to worry about 
keeping the lights turned on, or being kicked out by their landlord.

3. A Lodge, or a smaller coven, can operate in a home or an apartment, if all 
the people living in the space are OK with that plan.  A separate spaces often 
preferable to allow privacy for rituals, and privacy in each person's living space.

4. Choose members of your Lodge or coven carefully.  Get to know them, 
and make sure people get along with each other, for a least a month before 
beginning any sex rituals.  Few things are as destructive as unhappy members.
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5. It is easier to avoid trouble, when you keep your Lodge or coven small. 
Limit the initial groups to 4 or 5 members. You may add other members later, 
after the core group is working smoothly. Charming and charismatic people often 
look for opportunities to join organizations and take over. Charm and charisma 
are useful qualities, but be in no hurry to build your membership, and guard your 
door against such people.

6. As further protection against bad influences, I am creating a series of 
initiation rituals which will be mandatory for each new candidate to your Lodge. 
The rituals will require six months between the First Degree and the Fourth 
Degree, giving you plenty of time to access the personality and worthiness of 
the candidate.
7. As of this time, I am the central authority over the Lodges which operate 
under my name, and use my doctrines and rituals. This may change in the future, 
as Lodges become more independent and develop their own ways of doing things. 
I have no interest in being dictator over a large organization; I prefer each Lodge 
govern itself, and rely less and less on my leadership.

8. I operate my religion without any legal documents, other than basic 
copyright laws, legal deeds to specific real estate and rental agreements on other 
properties.   I give my consent for others to use my writings, my rituals, my 
videos, and my music as long as the I am given credit for the creation of the 
material, and the material is not altered in significant ways, ways which distract 
from my original intentions, that is, my spiritual intentions.  People who abuse 
the legal privilege of my Creative Commons Copyrights, will be taken to court 
and financially destroyed.  I have Anon.donor's multimillion dollar backing to 
make sure my ideas are not used for unauthorized commercial purposes, and not 
used for nefarious and evil purposes.  Evil-doers are so warned.

9. As a practical matter, invite people into your Lodge or coven only when 
you feel they will get along well with other members, over a long period of time. 
Lodges and covens are designed to be families, long-term relationships over 
period of five to eight years, or longer. There should never be any stated or 
implied long-term commitment, only a general understanding, that long-term
family, and a stable community provide the most benefit for everyone.  Lodges 
and covens which fall apart, through internal struggles, serve no one's interests.

10.  I use the word 'coven' because many of my ideas are based on modern pagan 
beliefs, and the ideal of a small family unit, members who are dedicated to the 
well-being and spiritual progress of every member of the group.  Feel free to 
describe yourself however your wish.  In public statements, you might call 
yourself a 'church' or a 'social club'.  Whatever best suits your needs.  Some 
Lodges prefer to be entirely underground, with no public presence.
 
11. I do not recommend posting images or videos of your coven doing sex 
rituals online.  I have done so, only because I am already an erotic filmmaker, and 
have no reason to conceal that fact.  For most people, posting nude or sexual 
images online may cause unwanted attention, and personal trouble with family 
and friends.   Be grown-ups, be responsible.
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I recommend covens and the members of covens be very careful not to create 
misery for themselves by being irresponsible in any way.  Few people have the 
freedom to follow my wildly exhibitionist example, making x-rated films, with 
my happy little cock spurting cream for everyone to see!

12. Use common sense.  Live within your community, wherever that is, and 
be respectful of your neighbors. You need not flaunt your sexual religion or pagan 
beliefs, and call unnecessary attention to yourself. 

13.     What makes a coven 'authorized' is my personal approval of its existence, 
and its practices.  I will give such approval in writing upon request, when 
provided with sufficient examples of the coven's good intentions.  Of course, any 
group of people can do what they want, with or without my approval, but I would 
prefer to be told when a coven comes into being using my ideas.  I would like to 
keep in touch with such people, and see how they progress, and help them along 
as best I can.   I send my ideas and videos into the world to get people started in 
new directions of religious understanding.  I enjoy knowing what happens as a 
result of my creative work. 

14. The above rules and ideas are a place to start.  I will amend these rules as 
necessary, as more covens come into being, as problems need to be addressed, 
and as covens provide me with useful ideas from their own experience.  Up to this 
point, I am relying only on my own experiences, and the experiences of Amber 
Riverwood's coven. We have not figured everything out, and different 
circumstances demand different solutions.  I will amend these rules with the good 
advice of the new covens.  Good luck to all of you!   Proceed to Oneness!!

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Eight.  Section 2. 

Paint a Pentacle on My Cockhead.      

Roscoe said to me: “Use your water-proof eyeliner, paint a pentacle on the 
swollen mushroom of my cockhead.”
“Why do you want me to do that?”
“We need to perform a magic ritual, to draw-up Demon Azazel, who was cast 
down in the desert, buried with hurled and pointed stones, and covered in 
Darkness, after he led the rebellious angel army, the Watchers of Heaven, and his 
mighty angels fucked pretty Ethiopian girls as in the Book of Enoch. Later the 
beautiful, dark-skinned girls gave birth to a race of giants.  All this, we need 
again. We need giants instead of men.”

“What the hell are you talking about? “ I said.

Roscoe said: “ I am talking about our current puny and pathetic world leaders, 
who wring their little hands, and push people around, and accomplish nothing 
good at all.  You and I will perform a sex ritual, raise up Azazel, and the Angels 
will return to fuck human females of all nations.  And we will then have some 
worthwhile world leaders.”

“I am all for fucking,” I said, “But I have no idea what hallucinogenic drugs you 
have ingested.”

Roscoe stroked his cock up full.  And I painted a small pentacle on his 
cockhead. He has put his mouth to my pussy, licking and sucking my pussy lips 
as I squeeze and stroke his long, thick cock. And I think to myself, “What the 
hell was all of that, about the Book of Enoch, and the Watchers of Heaven, and 
Angels fornicating with pretty Ethiopian girls to give birth to Giants?”

I notice our bed rests upon the top of a wide stone altar. Four foot red candles 
burn in the North, South, East and West.  Strange curling letters, a mix of 
Hebrew and Arabic cover the black sheets on which we are fucking.  I now 
have a vibrator made of plated-gold, thrust deep inside me, I am fully aroused, 
dripping pussy juice onto the black sheets.

And Roscoe
  

says
 

to
 

me:
  

“Prepare
 

to
 

receive
 

the
 

sacred
 

semen!
  

Azazel
 

rise
 

up!
 

Rise

 

up
 

and
 

conquer
 

the
 

foul
 

and
 

pathetic
 

rulers
 

of
 

men!
  

Bring
 

forth
 

Giants
 

from

 

the

 

wombs
 

of
 

virgin
 

girls!
  

White
 

girls
 

in
 

Norway,
 

Black
 

girls
 

in
 

Congo,
 

Brown

 

girls

 

in
 

India,
 

skinny
 

Yellow
 

girls
 

in
 

China
 

and
 

South
 

Korea!
  

I
 

gush
 

my
 

semen

 

to

 

bring
 

forth
 

angels,
 

to
 

bring
 

forth
 

giants,
 

to
 

bring
 

forth
 

worthwhile
 

and
 

effective

 

rulers
 

of
 

men!

And
 
after

 
making

 
that

 
remarkable

 
speech, 

   
Roscoe gushed

 
semen

 
all

 
over

 
my

 

face.
  
Then,

 
plunged his

  
still

 
hard

 
cock

 
into

 
my

 
pussy,

 
balls

 
deep,

 
and

 
shot

 

five

 

more
 

loads
 

of
 

semen.
  

One
 

for
 

each
 

point
 

of
 

the
 

Sacred Pentacle.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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     "If you are a boy, spurt in my mouth."

I am your instructor, Bea Seadottir. If you are a boy, you truly have no idea what 
my vagina  needs , and barely  a clue  about  what  my mind  and my imagination 
need.  Since you are poorly informed, I will teach you a thing or two.

To learn this lesson properly, you will need to stroke your cock as you read, as 
you watch this video.  (One-hand scrolling is now standard procedure for 
millions of boys worldwide.)   Yes, I like to imagine your hand, lubed-up, tight 
around your cock.  I enjoy the whole process, watching the little fellow rise up 
from softness to a glorious, manly, aching erection. If I were with you, I would 
bring my mouth close to your cockhead,  kissing it, licking it as you stroke for 
me.  I love when boys stroke for me.  I love knowing I am the cause, the 
motivation for the physical pleasure, sexual pleasure I can see and enjoy with my 
own eyes, with my own tongue, and inside my own mouth.

That was lesson one.   My mouth is a important as my vagina in getting me 
excited.

Now imagine my tight cute, puckered little anus.  It is scrupulously clean, and 
smells like apricots, because of  my apricot soap  .  Perhaps you have never 
fucked

 
a

 
girl in the ass, or finger-fucked her in the ass.   Not all girls enjoy this 

procedure,
 

but I sure do!! Fingers and cocks in my ass as good as is gets for 
physical

 
stimulation!!  What I like most is a boy kissing me, teasing my hard 

nipples
 

with
 

one hand, while his other hand finger-fucks me,  in both my 
vagina

 
and

 
my

 
asshole.  Index and middle fingers in my vagina, and the pinky

- finger
 

in
 

my
 

asshole.  Lubed-up, fast, pounding action!

That was lesson two.  My asshole is a important as my vagina for physical 
stimulation.

Are you still stroking your cock for me? Don't let that little fellow down!  We 
have several more paragraphs before you gush you cream!   Now  imagine  our  
warm mouths.

My nipples are full, contracted and hard for you, my breasts large and soft 
brushing you face.  You hold my hard nipples in your mouth, as you stroke your 
cock.  I squeeze your balls, and moan for you as you suck my nipples.  I am 
sitting in your lap now.  I  have  taken  hold  of  your  cock,  and  guide  you  inside  me,  
full inside my pussy.  Balls deep. I
 

bounce
 

up
 

and
 

down
 

on
 

you,
 

with
 

my
 breasts  in  your  hands  and  my  nipples  in  your

 
mouth.

  
And

 
this

 
is

 
still

 
not

 
enough.

  I  want  to  drink  your  cream.   Yes!   Yes!  I
 

want
 

your
 

salty
 

spray
 

on
 

my
 

face,
 

in
 

my
 mouth  and  slippery  down  my  throat.  I want your bursts of semen in my mouth! 

Now

   

prepare

 

to

 

come

 

for

 

me.

  

Fill

 

your

 

mind

 

with

 

the

 

image,

 

sight,

 

taste, touch, 

smell

 

and

 

sound

 

of

 

me,

 

sucking

 

your

 

full

 

cock,

 

sucking

 

your

 

cockhead.  My 

mouth

 

is

 

wide

 

open,

 

I

 

am

 

squeezing

 

your

 

balls

 

as

 

you

 

slap

 

your

 

cock on my 

eager

 

tongue.  I look into your eyes, with honest love. I kiss your cock.
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One small drop of cream oozes out in preparation for your full blast of semen.  
I am ready.  I want you now more than I have ever wanted any man.  I want to 
feel your rush of hot semen in my mouth, on my tongue, on my face.  Jack it for 
me.  Jack it off for me, right now!  Come, come!   Come for me sweetie!  I am 
here for you, slapping my vagina. I am coming for you!  I am coming because I 
know as you read this, as you listen to this you will gush cream and get-off.  I 
will be satisfied knowing I have helped you get off.

Come for me.  Over and over again.  Watch my videos and come for me.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Gina Caprice Swan says:  I Truly Enjoy Thick Cocks Inside Me

There are always practical considerations.  Is the boy, the warm, handsome boy  
attached to the cock going to make trouble in my life, or be an on-going problem 
in any way?  Is he simply too stupid or broke or homeless or needy, to be worth 
the trouble?  The most delicious, awesome and satisfying erection, attached to 
the wrong torso, owned and operated by an unstable psychology--- well, it pays 
to be prudent.  Too many of my girl-friends fell wildly in love, got pregnant and 
ended-up taking it in the ass and making sandwiches. Pumped in the ass, then 
cheated on by asshole husbands or boyfriends. True assholes who don't even pay 
enough child support to buy meat for the sandwiches.

My current solution is a tasty Vietnamese boyfriend, who lives with his parents, 
and make lots of money selling primo Washington State weed in New York and 
Pennsylvania.  He gets my juice flowing and makes me laugh. I am joyful 
whenever he is in the room.  I have him, and I have Roscoe.  I live with Roscoe, 
and make movies with him.  He has been a good friend to me for over twelve 
years, long before I met my Asian hunk.  I suck Roscoe's cock, and go grocery 
shopping with him, and he is smart and kind, and has plenty of cash, so we are 
OK.  When my Asian joy-toy gets enough cash, he will probably buy us a house. 
Then Roscoe will enjoy his other girls more often.  Perhaps one of them will 
move-in and replace me.

Whatever happens, I have found a temporary solution to the Love-Sex-Money 
challenges every adult human lives with.  We live in civilization of economic 
slavery.  So we each have to deal with that in our own way.  The ways we choose 
determine if we are happy or miserable.  Often it is a balancing act, a constant 
adaptation to changing circumstance.  One thing I really enjoy about Roscoe is 
his maturity, his long-view of any situation.  
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He is over 60, and that helps immensely, him being mature and financially stable, 
as well as being a completely decent human being.  I can trust him.  And most of 
the time, he can trust me.   I admit, my various addictions and bad habits have 
caused me to steal money from him now and then.  Fortunately, I have never 
stolen enough to REALLY piss him off, to the point where he kicked me out of 
his life.

There it is.  Accurate self-assessment. I recommend that to everyone.  To lie to 
yourself about yourself is one sure way to be miserable, and cause disasters in 
your life and in the lives of the people around you.  So Roscoe's mature cock is 
not nearly as satisfying as my big young, energetic Asian cock, but my loving 
relationship with Roscoe is so much more important and valuable than what his 
cock does or does not do.  I don't mind getting him off when he needs that.  Why 
would I?  He loves me, and takes good care of me, and always has.  He will 
probably let me live with him as long as I want to.  And he knows, my true love 
is my Asian.  And my Asian is grateful Roscoe gives me a safe, stable place to 
live.  He does not care if I suck-off Roscoe now and then.  Why would he?

These are the facts and human relationships of 21st Century America. We adapt, 
and try not to let our Walt Disney fantasy versions of human love and happiness, 
fuck up our realistic expectations. Fantasy versions of life are always a waste of 
time.  Much better to assess the situation, and make rational choices.  I notice, in 
many “reality” shows, the rappers or pro-ball players, show us their homes and 
hot wives and talk about what they are buying for $10,000 this week. That is as 
much bullshit as Walt Disney feel-good chick flicks.  None of that helps make 
anyone's life better.  (Except the handful of people making tens of thousands of 
dollars from ad revenue from those TV shows.)

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Nine.  Introduction.

Roscoe Forthright's concise philosophic ideas. 

1. Oneness, the Universal connection between all humans, and all aspects 
of the planet on which we live.

2.  The self-destructive illusion of Separateness.

3.  The necessity for a better, more easily understood story.

4.  The necessity for practical rituals, practical magic, accessible to tens of 
millions of people, every day. Daily Divine Interactions!

5. Admire the previous religious stories and previous rituals as noble 
products of past centuries, with little or no value in the 21st century.

The Old Story is not functioning properly.

“It’s all a question of story. We are in trouble just now because we do not have a 
good story. We are in between stories. The Old Story, the account of how the 
world came to be and how we fit into it, is not functioning properly, and we 
have not learned the New Story. The Old Story sustained us for a long period of 
time. It shaped our emotional attitudes, provided us with a life purpose, and 
energized action. It consecrated suffering, integrated knowledge, guided 
education. We awoke in the morning and knew where we were.” 

                                                               - Thomas Berry, 1978

The Great Work, the betterment of humankind.

Our major religions pursue The Great Work by use of elaborate back-stories, 
rituals and repetitive meditations or prayers. In various schools of mysticism the 
Great Work is generally defined as those spiritual practices leading to the 
mystical union of the Self and the All. 

Both the popular forms of religion, designed to appeal to hundreds of millions 
of followers, and the esoteric forms of religion, designed to appeal to very small 
groups of intensely dedicated followers.  Both forms of religious thought and 
ritual practice involve complex back-stories, often culturally small, with 
incomprehensible ritual practices. 

We must ask:  Would a compassionate Divine Creator deliberately leave 
hundreds of millions of people in confusion, offering them no form of direct 
contact, and direct inspiration?  Offering only complex back-stories, often 

culturally small, and filled with incomprehensible ritual practices?
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In Roscoe Forthright's view, the Great Work is a direct personal connection 

between oneself and the Divine, a direct personal experience without need for 
long back-stories and complex rituals. And most importantly without the need 
for Spiritually or Culturally Ordained Middlemen: the rabbis, imams, priests, 
professors of philosophy, doctors of medicine and psychiatry, and many 
outright charlatans of all varieties. No Middlemen are required in Roscoe's view 
of Reality. No Middlemen are required to accomplish the Great Work.

Because sex is universally understood.  And a universal joy and pleasure to 
most people, Roscoe has chosen sex as a conduit to Divine understanding. 
Ritual and prayer can also be conduits, but those play a smaller role in our 
rituals. Direct physical experience, orgasms, are used to catapult our psyches 
to higher understanding of Oneness, to concise, personal understanding 
of Oneness. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Nine.      The Sacred Teachings of Roscoe Forthright  

                         

                                                             THE FOREST SONGS

Forest Song no. 1

1.  Oneness exists beyond the manipulation of human minds.

2.  Economics, politics, social structures, science, the building of

cities and nations, what people eat, what people wear, what music

people play, what art and machines people create, all these exist

within the Oneness.

3.   The creations of humans often obscure or annihilate accurate

perceptions and accurate understanding of reality. Reality and

Oneness exist without regard for what people think or say about

reality and Oneness. Like stars and galaxies, these are self-defined.

4.   Each individual person is an essential living cell in the living

body of the Cosmos. Therefore, each person is connected to all other

living things, and even connected to inanimate things.
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5.  Separateness from other people, separateness from the living

Cosmos is an illusion, and inaccurate understanding of reality.

6.  Powerful people enjoy the illusion of separateness, because the

illusion allows them to push other people around, to make slaves, to

brutalize slaves, to eat-up the lives of millions of people and kill them.

7.  Powerful people sleep well at night only because they have no

understanding of Oneness. The more they understand, the less they

sleep. For this reason, clear thinking is discouraged by propaganda.

8.  Never trust a powerful person who says: “I care about you.”

Listen closely to the powerful people who say: “I truly do not care

about you at all. I get things done, to benefit myself, my family and my

friends. The rest of you are a means to that end.”

Forest Song no. 2

1.  Religions are inventions of creative human minds. No existing

religion contains the Oneness; no existing religion accurately

describes Cosmic cause-and-effect. Philosophy, science and

technologies are even less useful for creating accurate perceptions.

2.  Religions are glorious attempts to understand the Oneness, and

communicate such understanding to millions of people. Religions

should be praised and applauded for that noble effort.

3.  Religions should not be believed. Belief is for people who lack

spiritual experience. With spiritual experience, belief becomes fact.

4.  Never trust an honest man. Any human who declares themselves

to be honest, honestly does not accurately know themselves. Better to

trust a man who knows he is a liar.
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5.  The Doctrines of Roscoe Forthright are no better than any accepted

religion or spiritual philosophy. These doctrines are not to be trusted.

6.  Trust the man who knows he is a liar; that man speaks truth

accurately, even while most often being a liar. Most great men have the

ability to lie effectively and effortlessly, over long periods of time (presidents, 
generals, popes, dalai lamas, and college professors.)

7.  Many methods evoke spiritual experiences. Even well-written

fiction can open a spiritual imagination. Fiction is as good as

documented facts when used to stimulate one's imagination. Use

whatever works. Your honest imagination is more useful than most

well-written, nationally broadcast statistics and propaganda.

8.  Do not demand accurate descriptions of reality from your

political leaders. They are unfamiliar with that concept. The most

useful descriptions of reality will come from your own personal

experience and understanding of reality.

Forest Song no. 3

1.  Enjoyed fully, male and female orgasms may open the Cosmic

Gate, your individual self merging with the Oneness.

2.  Enjoyed superficially, male and female orgasms may be pleasant

and satisfying, with no further value.  Like a good sneeze.

3.  Enjoyed as a function of vanity, male and female orgasms hold

no viable meaning at all, and are simply a waste of time.

4.  Enjoyed as a biological function, a necessity like food and water,

male and female orgasms may or may not create babies, as a random

accident or as a deliberate intention.
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5.  Each individual adult person decides what their orgasms will

do, or not do. There exists a wide spectrum of opportunities. Tens of

thousands of people function far below their intellectual and spiritual

capacity, far below the innate capacity of their DNA.

6.  To forward the evolution of humankind, tens of millions of

people must learn to value their orgasms, not wasting them like

chewed tobacco, a stimulant to be spit out and forgotten.

7.  The Rites and Doctrines of Roscoe Forthright are one pleasant way to

increase spiritual awareness, to add spiritual value to adult orgasms.

8.  Without a growth of spiritual awareness, without fiery and clear

recognition of Oneness, millions of humans will continue to sleepwalk

in darkness, and remain slaves to the uninspiring ideas of mediocre

minds. Powerful people enjoy forcing their mediocre ideas on other

people, and would control billions of lives if they could.

Forest Song no. 4

1. Rejoice! When love juices, female nectar or male cream

invigorate your thirsty tongue! Savor the salty taste of creation!

2. Rejoice! When semen gushes from an erect phallus! When a

female orgasm makes vaginal folds puffy and tender!

3. Rejoice! In the Oneness made possible by exquisite physical

joys! Worship your lover's sacred aroused and aching flesh!

4. Hear the Divine Wisdom! Hear Oneness within the Lion's Roar.

Your own male or female voice is a song of sparrows, warblers, wrens

and forest thrushes, of eagles, osprey, elk and deer. Your orgasm                        

is the Lion's Roar.
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5. Speak the Divine Wisdom!  Your best orgasms contain Divine Joy.

You have experienced Divine Joy. Recognize Oneness within you.

With language, tenderness and deliberate love, share your joy with

other grown-ups.

6. Savor the Divine Wisdom! Orgasms which bring Oneness are

feasts of celebration. Let your tongue dance to each spice, flavor,

texture, aromatic and visual joy.  Remember all these joys!

7. Perpetuate the Divine Wisdom! Offer yourself frequently to your

lover!  Learn precisely each erotic gesture to sustain each arousal.

Rejoice, and practice these joys like a well-tuned musical instrument.

8. Teach the Divine Wisdom!  You have experienced Oneness.

Compose your own verses to communicate your knowledge and joy.

Tens of thousands of adult men and women live in a spiritual vacuum,

longing-for, but finding no useful religious doctrines.

Forest Song no. 5

1.         Used with skill, 21st Century dildos and vibrators are religious

tools, equal to the Crucifix, the Six-Pointed Star and the Pentacle. Do not laugh.

                   A good dildo is a work of art, and the Hand of God!

2. Used with skill, a masturbatory hand strokes an erect phallus, 

  or touches vaginal folds with the sacred precision of The Lord's Prayer:

 “Our Father in heaven, hallowed be Your name.

Your kingdom come, your will be done, on earth as it is in heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive us our debts, 

as we also have forgiven our debtors.  And lead us not into

temptation, but deliver us from evil.”  Deliver us from the temptations

and evil of mediocre minds of leaders of nations and corporations.
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3.  Used with skill, a sexual prayer evokes spiritual energy equal to

the energy of a non-sexual prayer. Sexual prayers are the prerogative

of grown-ups. And may be used when lesser prayers are ineffective.

4.  Who will deliver the Sacred Teachings?

5.  What words will best communicate Divine Truth?

6.  When will each evangelist be prepared to discuss Oneness, and

accurately describe the paths to Oneness?

7.  How will the sexual doctrines be received within the obsessively

closed and secular sexual minds of 21st Century men and women?

8.   Where will each evangelist find the most receptive audience for

the Forest Songs?  Weed shops? Bohemian Grove? College campuses, 

Burning Man events, or Comic Con?  All these are possible.

Forest Song no. 6

1.  Forest thrushes sing because they cannot remain silent. Seekers

of Oneness sing because they have heard thrushes sing. Tell me what

you have learned.

2.  The Sexual Path toward Oneness includes ten million nonsexual

joys. Watch a seal catch a salmon, watch an orca catch a seal,

watch a man or a woman watching the salmon, the seal and the orca.

Tell me what you have learned.

3.  When deer enter my yard to eat clover or the tender buds on

low branches, I do not say, “Stop that! You must pay for that

privilege!” Powerful people demand such payment from other

humans, as if that demand were reasonable. Tell me what you have

learned.

084



4.  The hummingbird who forgot to fly south for the winter, finds

warmth in my garage, and I feed him sugar-water. The bird pleases me. 

His gorget, the shimmering patch of iridescent feathers 

on his throat pleases me.

His three to four year life span, so much shorter than my own,

I can afford to be generous. Tell me what you have learned.

5.  Canadian geese who never forget to fly south, cooperate

with each other to make sure everyone is safe and fed. Humans often

ignore each other, not caring when many in the same flock, in the

same town, in the same nation, are not safe or fed. Tell me what you

have learned.

6.  A King Bolete mushroom pushes up through hard soil under

cedar trees, rising to full glory within two days. Within a week, often

these mushrooms are consumed by insects and their larvae, or

banana slugs. The short life of the King Bolete exists to produce food

for other species, including a few lucky humans. Tell me what you

have learned.

7.  Our Sun, the star of our solar system, combusts at a safe

distance, and cares nothing at all about our wars, our nations, our

political leaders, nor our religions and spiritual philosophies. No life

on Earth would exist without solar combustion, and the Star asks

nothing in return. It truly does not care what we do or say, or how we

live or how we die. It combusts because it cannot remain dark. Tell

me what you have learned.

8.  You have told me all you have learned, and I reply with

further information: “All you have learned is one grain of sand on the

bottom of the Mariana Trench, almost seven miles below the surface

of one ocean on one small planet in one small galaxy. The Oneness

demands further effort from your sacred creative imagination.”
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Forest Song no. 7

1.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, were your Rites and

Doctrines revealed to you by God or His Messengers?”  And the

Master replies: “My Rites and Doctrines have been revealed by all

gods and all their sacred messengers, over thousands of years.

2.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, how do you know your

spiritual experiences and revelations are real, and not a fantasy

created by your own imagination?”  And the Master replies: “You ask

this question only because you have had few religious experiences, or

because you do not recognize your own spiritual experiences. You

hear a wood thrush and think, 'That is a wood thrush, only one small

bird in a small forest on a small planet.' “

3.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, please tell me why few other

religions practice sexual rituals.”  And the Master replies: “Few

religions have learned to harness the innate spiritual power of human

sexuality. The leaders of most religions feel impotent and threatened

by any spiritual power which remains entirely outside the control of

their traditions, rites and doctrines. Marriage ceremonies were

invented as an ritualized attempt to control sexual behavior.”

4.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, what is the role of

governments in the forward progress of human civilization?” And the

Master replies: “Governments exist to keep the lights turned on, to

provide a framework of civil laws for the smooth working of society,

and to some extent provide military protection from outside

aggressors. (The military role is often far over-rated.) Governments

have no cause to meddle in the personal lives of their citizens.

Governments do not exist to make a few people wealthy, while

enslaving millions of citizens. Many 21st Century government leaders

hold inaccurate views of their role in human civilization.”
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5.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, while preaching your gospel,

you operate without a Church organization, without pieces of real

estate, without large bank accounts. Would your Rites and Doctrines

touch more lives as an organized, wealthier religion?”  And the Master

replies: “Maybe. I enjoy real estate and a good bank account as much

as any person. But often, those become impediments to teaching,

burdens and distractions. Wealth creates an illusion of separateness.

A homeless man looks through an open car window, at the happy man

and woman inside a Porsche, and feels no spiritual connection. The

man and woman also feel no serious spiritual connection, even when

they donate money to the Church Shelter. An average Christian          

megachurch reaches more parishioners each week than I do. 

But, what exactly do those churches teach all those people?”

6.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, what makes you believe your

Rites and Doctrines carry value not found in Christian, Muslim,

Jewish, Hindu, Buddhist, Taoist, Wiccan, Sikh or Pagan rites and

doctrines?”   And the Master laughs, saying: “My young one, I am not

going for a Doctrine-of-the-Century Award! I compete with no other

religion or philosophy. My Rites and Doctrines are relevant only

because they work. My Rites and Doctrines help some Seekers toward

Oneness. I notice, some famous religious faiths divide people, keep

them in perpetual separateness, and teach little about Oneness.”

7.  A novice will ask: “Master Roscoe, if I submit to your beliefs and

practice your Rites and Doctrines, will I become a better person and

have a happier life?”  The Master replies: “I promise no noticeable

improvements in your moral, emotional, physical or social life. Unlike

some religions, I make no promises I cannot keep. I offer a collection

of ideas, several rituals and doctrines to improve your spiritual life.

What you do with those ideas, how you practice the rituals and

doctrines, and the results of your thoughts and actions are entirely

choices and results of your free will. Free will is the operative sacred

precondition of any spiritual experience. 
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Unlike some religions,

including the modern religions of science, technology and psychiatry,

I never say: 'My way is the only way to attain accurate descriptions of

reality or peace-of-mind, or Salvation or Oneness'. “

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Ten.         The Twelve Necessities

Here is the truth: Our personal imagination and our personal intuition add more 
worthwhile content to our lives than anything presented by established religions, 
colleges and universities, and all the ten thousand available streaming video 
channels. Our own minds are our direct link to God, the Universe, and 
everything worthwhile within human relationships. Some knowledge of history 
is useful for perspective. The knowledge needed for our specific careers is 
essential for getting things done. But, the most important knowledge is 
knowledge about our own selves: what we need, what we want, and why we 
need and want what we need and want. I have thought about this a long time, 
and narrowed it down to Twelve Necessities. Below is a list. 

1.   Spiritual experience. Beauty.

2.   Free Will. 

3.   Primary self-definitions. 

4.   Secondary self-definitions.

5.   Truth 

6.   Joy 

7.   Creative action 

8.   Satisfying work 

9.   Kindness 

10.  Social interaction

11.   Ideas beyond individuality 

12.   Courage
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Beyond the basics (air, water, food, shelter and some cash) these are the things 
every human on our planet needs to make something good of their lives. Even 
our billionaires sometimes don't get all they need, because many of these things 
cannot be bought for any amount of money. Notice, I leave out the word, Love. 
Love is a given, and is necessarily present in the most valuable things we do. 
Also notice, I leave out any description of God. Our personal choice of religion 
falls into Category 3, Primary self-definitions. 

It would take a very thick book to cover each item in detail. I am just putting the 
meme into your head for consideration: There are only Twelve Necessities. Only 
twelve things we all need to live joyful and satisfying and productive lives. I 
will give a few explanations to get you started. 

Category 1. Spiritual Experience. Beauty. These are often one and the same. A 
sunset, a sky full of stars are beauty, and reach into us, beyond our learning, or 
cultural heritage. Beauty is a spiritual experience. We like gardens, paintings, 
attractive clothes, music, all the arts, and even the beauty of well-constructed 
ideas, like mathematics and scientific processes--- because humans respond 
innately to beauty, and beauty satisfies us. Our expensive physical objects, our 
cars, our cities, contain limited forms of beauty. Extremely limited when 
compared to our own physical selves, and our own minds.

Category 2. Free Will. Spiritual Experience is probably not possible without 
Free Will. A prisoner in Siberia can still have Free Will, but it has limited 
expression. Only a genius like Aleksandr Isayevich Solzhenitsyn or Olivier 
Eugène Messiaen can turn a prison camp into a place for artistic creation. We 
need Free Will and opportunities to use our free will. For example, Free Will is 
not very useful if one has no money in the bank, and no way of earning money. 
In those circumstances, Free Will, Democracy and The Greatness of America 
are fantasies, told by rich people. Free Will also requires a society which allows 
people to say what they think, without the fear of being jailed or shot in the 
head. In 21st Century America, Free Speech has taken a strange turn. It is OK to 
say what you think, as long as it goes along with the current, popular agendas. 
One example will suffice: If I stood on a street corner holding a sign which read 
“Black People Also Kill Black People.” I would be up for serious public 
ridicule. Even though I offered a provable fact. In Chicago, in New York, in 
several other major cities Black people do shoot Black people almost every 
weekend. Drive-by shootings, gang events, drug deals gone bad. 

Which leads to.... 

Category 5. Truth. If we are not allowed to speak the truth, we are not allowed 
to improve our lives, or do anything worthwhile.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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THE TWELVE NECESSITIES. 

1. Spiritual experience is universal to all cultures and 
religions across all historical periods. We have an innate need 
for moments of Oneness, a spiritual awareness beyond the busy 
demands of our daily lives. Millions of people experience a 
Unity with the world around them. Religions have grown from 
these innate needs and offer detailed explanations and 
cosmologies to help us further understand our spiritual needs, 
and explore those needs. A large portion of spiritual 
experience has no larger definition than Beauty. Our capacity 
to enjoy and seek Beauty is a primary spiritual need shared by 
most all humans. A field of flowers, sunset, a dark sky full of 
stars, mountains, rivers and forests, and things of our own 
creation: music, art, stories, our many gardens and crafted 
landscapes— all these we respond to at a primal spiritual level 
of Beauty. We might spend years trying to define exactly what 
Beauty is and why we like it so much. 

2. Free Will is as essential as spiritual experience. 

Spiritual experience might not be possible without free will. 
Most sentient beings from mice to owls to wolves, whales and 
panda bears enjoy and need free will, freedom to do what they 
want, when they want. Humans are no exception. 

Few of us care to be locked up and told what to do every 
moment of every day. Some people prefer more structure than 
others, and use their free will within social and economic 
structures built for them by other people. Built for them by 
leaders. People naturally divide themselves into leaders and 
followers. Many are both depending on the place and time, and 
the specific circumstances. 

Leaders and followers are both essential to the progress of humankind, and under 
the best circumstances both leaders and followers benefit from their roles, and 
retain much personal free will. This is not the case when leaders or 
followers are forced along paths they did not choose, 
and never even imagined they would ever agree to!  
essential to the progress of humankind, and under the best 
circumstances both leaders and followers benefit from their 
roles, and retain much personal free will. This is not the case 
when leaders or followers are forced along paths they did not 
choose, and never even imagined they would ever agree to! 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

090



3. Primary self-definitions. There are spiritual movements 
afoot to forward the idea of Interfaith Consciousness. Jews, 
Christians, Moslems, Buddhists, Hindus, Sikhs, Taoists and 
others, finding common ground among their core beliefs. 

These are sincere attempts to craft self-definitions which apply 
to all people, regardless of incompatible details within various 
belief systems. Psychologists, biologists, physicists, 
mathematicians, philosophers and poets, also weigh-in with 
their modem opinions. We have a belief in a God , defined in a 
million ways, to describe a Consciousness outside of human 
consciousness, perhaps containing human consciousness. 
Primary self-definitions often include some version of our 
relationship to God, however we choose to define God. Many 
people sense Divine Presence, a Consciousness greater than 
their own minds, without placing that experience into a 
religious context. Many people don't think much about any 
kind of God, and choose to define themselves in more 
mundane, non-religious ways. 

Many smart minds of the 20th Century devoted much energy to 
convincing all of us, we have no soul, no spiritual self, and 
spiritual experiences are simply various combinations of 
deliberate fiction, over-stimulated imagination, indigestion, 
or just plain hooey. 

People still have religious and spiritual experiences, regardless of anything the 
very smart and pushy people of the 20th century wrote in thick and expensive 
textbooks. All attempts to reduce our self-definitions to bio-mechanics and 
chemical brain stimulation have proven to be inadequate to describe our daily 
experience of being alive. Academic science has never successfully described our 
act of perceiving the world around us. Our bodies being amazing radio receivers 
for stimuli not quantifiable by academic science. In our place and time, no 
one person has complete and accurate information, so each of 
us must form provisional opinions about what it means to be a 
human living on Planet Earth. 

Perhaps a good place to start in building useful and reliable 
self-definitions is to imagine a provisional self-definition like 
this: I am a human being, a physical body with an active, busy 
mind, able to reason, able to have emotional responses, a 
receiver of spiritual experiences. This marvelous combination 
of awareness allows me to sense my innate belonging, my 
participation in life forces far larger than my own body and 
mind, allows me to sense a larger Consciousness. At times I 
feel I am an essential part of Nature. I am not only kin to all 
other living things, I am part of the same larger Spirit which 
contains all life, and all aspects of our planet, and all aspects 
of the Universe which contains our planet. 
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I am part of something too large to imagine. I sense my Oneness with the 
Universe and everything within the Universe. 

If I define myself in smaller ways, as if humans were Freaks- 
of-Nature, outsiders, essentially separate from all other living 
things, then I limit the possibilities, before I even walk outside 
my front door. At the other extreme, if I view myself as 
superior to other beings by virtue of my odd strains of DNA, 
and my ridiculous opposable thumbs, I limit my self-definition 
by telling myself ego-boosting fantasies and lies. Put me in a 
forest with a grizzly bear, without any of my clever devices, 
and see who walks out of the forest. 

4. Secondary self-definitions are long lists of personal 
preferences or personal inclinations, only marginally related to 
our Primary self-definitions. These lists include sexual all our 
preferences, our favorite foods, the clothes we wear, the music 
we enjoy. Most of the items on our list will be personal choices 
of our free will. Some items feel innate, others may have been 
forced on us by the time and place in which we grew up. It is 
very important to recognize what is, and what is not a 
deliberate self-definition. Some ideas we inherit, we adsorb 
from our surrounding, and we might not question the accuracy 
of those ideas, until some big problem forces us to examine the 
inherited ideas. 

Unfortunately, in the United States of America in 2019, many 
secondary self-definitions and many inherited self-definitions 
are taken to be Primary self-definitions, and are not given a 
critical examination of any kind. By choosing only a small set 
of ideas, and defining themselves by those ideas, people limit 
the definitions of who they are, limit their own potential, limit 
their social circles, and limit their view of other people. For 
example: An LGBTQ person, a Mormon, and an angry Black 
man walk into a bar. 

Which of these people are most likely to tell a jokes about the 
personal identity of the other two people? None of them. Each of these people 
have a social agenda and a specific worldview, which they believe holds a moral 
high ground. 

Each person is far too self-involved to truly consider the beliefs 
and values held by the other two. And none of them have a 
sense of humor when it comes to social, political, economic or 
religious identity. They all want to be taken seriously, and 
secure their Human Rights, and have laws passed to make sure 
their high moral ground is forced on everyone, everywhere, and 
backed up by policemen with badges and guns. 
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When we get busy forcing our worldview on other people, we 
don't have much time to understand other people, or define 
ourselves in new ways. 

We cause generations of animosity, 
when don't have time or energy to create a better civilization for 
everyone, when we are certain we have all the answers, and 
certain our views are morally superior to the views of everyone 
else. This is a huge problem with small secondary short¬ 
sighted self-definitions. These definitions divide people, and 
often make people want to kill each other, or push each other 
around from one generation to the next. 

When people stop believing they are spiritual beings, 
personally connected to every other human walking the planet, 
they can become nasty, pushy arrogant bastards, always 
wanting to have their way, regardless of the consequences. 

They face off in the street and yell at each other. They lose all 
inhibitions and drop bombs on each other. 

Arrogant intolerance of ideas which run contrary to our own is 
one sure way to destroy a civilization. Do we believe our 
world view is so completely accurate, and so important, we 
must kill people who do not share our views? This is the 
behavior which has shaped much of human history. Killing 
people with wars, to make money has also shaped much of our 
human history. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

5. Truth. Truth is not a matter of opinion. Truth has 
verifiable, tangible results. Few people want to make decisions 
or create important plans using inaccurate information. Most of 
us prefer the truth most of the time. Lies have important and 
useful roles to play in our lives, and most of us use small lies to 
defuse tense situations, or for expediency, or for diplomatic 
purposes. It would be irresponsible to declare all lies are bad 
all the time. That would not be an accurate assessment of the 
history of lies. 

It is the big lies, the lies told by governments, by corporations, 
and lies promoted by educational institutions and advertisers, 
which may be accepted as truth by millions of people, and 
effect the lives of millions of people, which are the truly 
destructive lies. 
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The destructive lies often have verifiable and predictable 
results: Piles of dead bodies. Millions of dead bodies. The 
reasons given to create wars, and the mass marketing of unsafe 
pharmaceuticals are two examples. Big lies cause more 
problems than they solve. Many leaders of nations and leaders 
of major corporations have not understood this provable fact: 
Big lies cause more problems than they solve. Big lies effect 
the self-definitions of entire populations of nations, usually for 
the purpose of making money, or for the purpose of making 
war, or both. If we continue to base our civilization on big lies, 
we should stop whining about the end results of those big lies. 
Constant big lies is not the form of civilization most of us want. 

Because we do not have complete and accurate information 
about ourselves, and have economic and political leaders hell 
bent on lying to us, we need to form provisional self¬ 
definitions, based on what we do know about what humans 
need, to define and create forms of civilization we personally 
and collectively want. I have suggested our provisional self- 
definitions might include a philosophic idea, which may in the 
future become a provable fact: Humans are essentially 
connected to each other, and to all other living things. If we 
base our lives on that one idea, we are not likely to vote for 
making economic slaves of people, or blowing-up people. 

6. Joy. Here is a word, like love, experienced by hundreds 
of millions of people, in millions of different ways. A word 
which remains nebulous. We are unable to say exactly what joy 
means. The best we can do is identify what situations and what 
things cause us to respond with a feeling of joy. Few people 
can live long without some sense of joy, some small joy. The 
2.3 million people in prisons in the U.S. could teach us all 
about the need for small joys. 

Some joys are common to all culture across all periods of 
human history. Three thousand years ago, the men and women 
of Egyptian and Chinese Dynasties enjoyed sex as much as any 
21 st Century human. Joy is found in many ways. Joy can be 
linked to family or career, to satisfied ambitions or various 
kinds of accomplishment. 

Joy can be caused by beauty, with the viewer as an observer, or the viewer as a 
participant in the creation of beauty. We value the arts because arts create many 
forms of beauty and many forms of joy. 

Without a sense of joy our lives can become robotic, with days 
full of busy action, sweat and toil, the making of money, the 
parade of urgencies, one demand leading to another and 
another. I suggest joy is essentially to our survival. 
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Learning about joy, why we respond, and when we respond, and how to 
make joys repeatable, without any loss of intensity, those are 
important facts worth learning and worth talking about. 

7. Creative Action. I mentioned Art as being essential to 
humankind, because Art helps us define and create repeatable 
joys. We can enjoy a Renoir nude more than once. We can 
enjoy a Sibelius Symphony more than once. We can enjoy 
Johnny B. Goode more than once. Creative action is essential in 
leaps of intuition which result in scientific and technological 
innovation. Business, education, agriculture, almost all arenas 
of human activity benefit from creative genius. 

Whatever the practical or artistic benefits, our psyches seem to 
require creative action to feel satisfied. We knit sweaters and 
socks, we create arts and crafts, we plant flowers, we decorate 
our homes and design our living spaces, because we enjoy 
creative action. Much creative action is directed toward 
creating beauty, the million forms of beauty essential to our joy. 
Our practical creative action is directed toward making our 
lives easier, safer and more pleasant with new technology, and 
all these creative actions build new, satisfying self-definitions. 

In unique creative action, we find another arena for large lies. 
We often lie about where exactly the good new ideas come 
from. Egos, and the department heads of major universities, often 
require the credit be given to the resident genius, the one person 
or team of persons who will generate millions of dollars for the 
parent institution. This occurs everywhere when big money is 
involved in innovative science or technology. 

This is what fuels orthodoxy and dogma in modern science, 
much like the old, old
Catholic Church defined orthodoxy and dogma in the time of 
Galileo. The Church put Galileo under house arrest, not to be 
spreading dangerous ideas. The Church sponsored the brilliant 
works of Michelangelo, including the Sistine Chapel, full of 
very beautiful renderings of orthodoxy beliefs. Michelangelo 
was paid 3000 ducats, worth about $300,000 in modem USD. 
We leam from this: Great art usually requires a reliable cash 
supply. There are exceptions like Vermeer and Vivaldi, who 
both died dirt broke. 

Often innovation, creative genius, expresses itself in a unique 
nexus, which could only occur at a specific place and time, 
with unique outside influences. 
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When a person tells themselves the spark of inspiration, the core idea which 
caused the artistic or technological innovation, was entirely due to their own 
personal genius, they are lying to themselves, and they are lying to everyone 
else. 

Very smart and economically ambitious people often attribute 
their inspiration to personal genius, born from their own unique 
and impressive strands of DNA. As I mentioned in my 
Introduction, not all geniuses are so quick and glib with 
their attributions. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

8. Satisfying Work. Some artists and innovators have 
satisfying work, especially when they are well paid. Our 21 st 
Century civilization, in the U.S. and elsewhere, has not solved 
the problem of creating millions of good jobs for millions of 
people who need jobs. In the U.S. we don't even create 
millions of crappy jobs. The number of people who need 
money far exceeds the number legal ways to acquire money. 
Does crime really surprise us? Our civilization creates 
impossibly choppy waters, and then locks up anyone who gets 
caught trying stay afloat. 

The corporations who create most of the jobs want to keep a 
strangle-hold on the creation of jobs, as an attempt to control 
the workforce, and discourage unionization. After the financial 
crash in 2008, 5 million jobs were lost in 2009 in the U.S. 

Since then, about 2.5 million jobs have been created each year, 
not even close to the number of people who need jobs. 

We might ask: In which future year will our U.S. economy 
create jobs for the 2.3 million people currently held in prisons 
in the U.S.? 

Tens of millions of people go to jobs every day, because we are 
required to earn tens of thousands of dollars each year to stay 
afloat in our expensive civilization. Some enjoy their work. 
Millions of people do not. Work is a life draining necessity, 
with many people operating far below their innate potential, 
being stuck in jobs which require only small skill sets, 
and offer no growth or possibilities for variety. Such jobs will 
never be intellectually, physically or emotionally satisfying. In 
this way, we waste the energy, talent and intellect of tens of 
millions of people. In this way we waste our primary natural 
resource: the minds and talents of tens of millions of people. 
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Satisfying work is essential to human health and happiness. 
Boredom kills as effectively as heart disease and cancer. 

If we are required to earn tens of thousands of dollars each year 
to remain active, unimpovished members of society, we should 
require our society to create millions of worthwhile and 
satisfying jobs. If we are required to spend thousands of hours 
at work, we should require our employers to invent satisfying 
forms of work, and varieties of work. The failure of capitalism 
to meet this basic human need, Satisfying Work, will continue to 
be a primary reason capitalism remains a self-destructive force 
in our world. 

A man making clay pots in a studio in a forest, and selling his 
clay pots at a local farmer's market is likely to have a higher 
quality of life than a man in an office building, who is paid 
$80,000 each year to file lawsuits against people whose 
intellectual property patents are a nuisance to this or that 
multinational corporation. 

These are the choices we get to make in our 21 st century 
civilization. We need to decide, here and now, if this is the kind 
of civilization we want for the rest of our lives, and for the lives 
of our children and our grandchildren. 

Our own parents, men and women now deceased, or in their 
90's, were not so particular about the kind of civilization they 
passed down to us. Most people currently in their 90's ran their 
lives on blatant economic necessity, doing what their 
government told them to do in WWII, and ever after. Many 
were educated by the GI Bill, often the believing cultural self¬ 
definitions of our nation were good, honest and accurate. 

Some of these older people are now shocked to discover how 
thoroughly they were lied to, throughout their entire lifetimes, 
by governments, by corporations, by educational institutions, 
insurance companies as well as pharmaceutical companies, 
hospitals and healthcare systems. 

I do not fault any person for doing what needs to be done, for 
making choices of blatant economic necessity. I do not fault 
people for making bad decisions based on immense lies, lies so 
pervasive, millions of people believed the lies. We are living 
with the end results of such lies and choices made, extended for 
several generations. What further losses of free will are we 
willing to accept? 
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9. Kindness. I have chosen only a few of the basic needs, 
common to all humans, things all humans need to create and 
sustain happy, satisfying lives. Kindness ranks high on the list 
of human needs. In the home movies of Eva Braun, we see 
Adolf Hitler laughing, petting his dog, playing with Himmler's 
children, and being a kind and loving human being. 

We also notice 
his kindness and expressions of love did not extend 
much past the residents of The Berghof . It is very likely Hitler 
honestly felt love and kindness during those moments. 

His quirky psychology and far-fetched self-definitions allowed 
him to behave ruthlessly in most other settings. I believe this 
tells us kindness is valued, even in lives of people we consider 
brutal and grotesque. 

There is no reason kindness needs to be exclusive to our 
personal lives. Our political and business leaders often behave 
with cruelty and outrageous lies in their public lives (perhaps 
having their own tender Berghof moments elsewhere.) 

Kindness mistaken for weakness is a self-imposed cultural idea, 
another vagary of our civilization. I believe, courtesy toward 
the feelings, social and religious beliefs and empathy for the 
suffering of other people is essential to creating a sustainable 
civilization. This does not mean telling everyone exactly what 
they want to hear, and changing our story as we move from one 
group of people to the next. 

Courtesy and kindness are not propaganda words. They are 
honest forms of behavior. When they are turned into 
propaganda words, and slogans, it becomes easy to spot the 
political leader who does not really give a damn about the 
people he is talking to, but sincerely, honestly, desperately 
wants their votes! It is perhaps easier in Communist China, 
where party leaders do not even need to pretend to care about 
the feelings of millions of citizens. 

10. Social Interaction. Even mountain men, reclusive 
billionaires, techno-cave dwelling computer hackers and deep- 
sea divers need a few friends. Humans are less reliant on each 
other than a flock of geese, but usually more reliant on each 
other than cougars and bears. The frequency and duration of 
our social interactions depend on many factors, but families, 
friends and communities are a major part of many people's 
lives. Social interactions with premeditated agendas are quite 
different from social interactions with no specific agenda. 
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People who want to gather power, or gather influence for 
themselves or strengthen their tribe, go to most social events 
with goals in mind: Promote this cause. Rouse enthusiasm for 
this communal project. Kiss that prestigious ass. Say the right 
words into the right ears. This goes on most everywhere on our 
planet, and we can say it's normal human behavior. 

Our social, economic and political behavior is often dominated 
by tribalism in one form or another. Millions of people form 
self-definitions which use religion, racial heritage, economic 
status, job history or geography as the primary factors in 
deciding who we hang out with, and the primary reasons why 
we hang out in our groups. LGBTQ tribes rarely mingle with 
the Mormon tribes, and neither of those tribes are likely to care 
about the Islamic Women Against Abortion, nor the 
H.L.Mencken White Supremacy Bikers Club. It's normal to 
spend time with people we like, and ignore people we do not 
like. This unfortunately skews our self-definitions, and skews 
our worldview, often in narrow directions, which exclude 
viable, valid, firmly held beliefs of other people. 

Demographics starts to look like the Word of God , inevitably 
changing the future of the human race. Five million refugees 
have arrived in Europe in the past ten years. When millions of 
people leave their home countries because of war or economic 
desperation, the rest of the world is forced to decide whether 
those people live or die, and whether they will be allowed to 
live in other countries. Wealthy nations doing nothing causes 
immediate suffering and death. 

These decisions are the beginnings of what world civilization 
will look like for the rest of the 21 st Century and 22 nd Century. 
Europe and the U.S. are now forced to reconsider the causes 
and effects of tribal thinking. We have the choice to build 
walled communities with gun-turrets on the walls, and secure 
every entrance. Or, we can find ways to integrate lives of other 
people into our existing cities and communities, without having 
to create ghettos, without having to kill anyone. 

Gun turrets, or rational conversations? The choice is ours. 
These choices will continue to be made by our children, and 
shape the civilization of our grandchildren and great¬ 
grandchildren. At the present time, few government and social 
leaders, and few individuals citizens are thinking about 50 to 
100 year solutions to these new demographic problems. 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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I return to the idea Primary and Secondary self-definitions. 
Self-definitions will strongly influence our choices, between 
gun turrets and rational conversations. It is short-sighted and 
even self-destructive to form Primary self-definitions based 
only on the views of the people we live with at any given 
moment, or the people we grew up with, or people who look 
like us, or the people we currently admire. 

11. Beyond Individuality. I am not the first person to point 
out the vast chasm between what is ideal for the lives of 7.8 
billion people, and the reality of our personal lives, and the 
lives of our 7,799,999,999 closest neighbors. (Few of us have 
met our next closest neighbors, those sentient species from far 
away. We only see light traveling thousands of years from their 
distant planets and stars.) 

Now would be a really good time for tens of millions of people 
to create larger, more useful self-definitions; self-definitions 
which encourage joy and accomplishment for everyone, and 
create tangible bonds between ourselves and the other 
7,799,999,999 other residents of Planet Earth. 

You may now shake your head, side to side, and say: “Excuse 
me sir, but what you ask is not possible. What you ask has 
never been possible.” 

For centuries we have been OK with ignoring the needs of 
people outside our immediate neighborhoods, and OK with 
making physical and economic slaves of other people. We have 
been OK with destroying their neighborhoods, and absorbing 
all possible wealth into our own small neighborhoods. 
We might accurately describe human behavior in previous centuries 
to be sociopathic. 

Civilized men were kind and loving at home, and brutal 
efficient killers when marching through distant territories. The 
people with the most aggressive attitudes and the best guns 
force their will on other people, regardless of the consequences. 
Our centuries of sociopathic behavior has been perfected, 
honed to a fine art, to create business models for modern 
governments and modern corporations. 

These business models have proven to be self-destructive in 
millions of ways for hundreds of millions of people. The short¬ 
term benefits do not equally balance the long-term results. As 
in China, where millions of people have been raised out of 
poverty to live in a harsh totalitarian society. 
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Or in the U.S., 
with prosperity for one or two generations, leading to our 
current place: millions of people without jobs, and without any 
prospect of getting jobs. 

Ignoring all the facts, the people in charge, and the 
educational institutions from which these people emanate, hold 
to these business models, and believe pushing around other 
nations and enslaving large groups of people is best way to do 
business. This is street-gang behavior on a global scale. It is 
no more civilized than Crips and Bloods killing each other over 
some small piece of geography. 

Truthfully, if we are simply counting dead bodies, nations and 
corporations are far more efficient at killing people than street- 
gangs will ever be! The objectives are the same: Be the 
winner. Be the biggest thug in the neighborhood. Force your 
will on other people until those people do what you want them 
to do. If they continue to get in the way, kill them. 

Our traditional gang and tribe self-definitions do not work with 
a population of 7.8 billion people. Our leaders admire the old 
business models, because in past centuries bullying, rape and 
plunder created several wonderful civilizations. 

We wish we could be Greeks or Romans or ancient Chinese 
Emperors, or Egyptian Dynasties. Our leaders enjoy running 
nuclear submarines silently in the seven seas, and training 
themselves to be control-freaks in charge of every fine detail. 
Our leaders believe they are creating the future of humanity, 
they are the geniuses to save us all, they are willing and able to 
manipulate and control the lives of hundreds of millions of 
people every single day. 

Our leaders of government and our leaders of corporations 
enjoy being control-freaks with global ambitions. 

Sitting quietly, with a glass of Canadian Crown Royal, a 
rational person might look at this situations and say: “7.8 
billion is far too many people to control with submarines, 
police forces, and libraries full of law books. Even with 100 
million cops, and facial recognition cameras on every street 
corner, and laws to make every citizen a criminal for everything 
they may or may not do, many citizens will not be enslaved. 

The only way for a government or a corporation to bring order 
and control to such a large population is to provide good ideas— 
not more laws, not more cops. 
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Any government or corporation able to provide hundreds of 
millions of people with useful, viable, effective, practical ideas, 
ideas which can become an essential part of hundreds of 
millions of lives— that government or corporation will be more 
successful than all others. 

Truthfully, most of the 7.8 billion citizens of our planet do not 
need to be controlled or governed or spied-on every moment of 
their lives. Order and control often becomes a magical unicorn 
imagined by over-educated control-freaks, who are certain they 
know what is best for all the rest of us. Millions of people are 
able to govern themselves, for all practical purposes, for most 
of their lives. They create jobs. They work those jobs. They 
make babies and raise families. They pass on their DNA and 
their best ideas to the next generation. Hundreds of millions of 
people get along with each other, with no need for Presidents or 
Prime Ministers, or Supreme Leaders, or Glorious Supreme 
Leaders. Far from being useful, our governments often get in 
the way of honest citizens going about their lives, honest 
citizens with rational and reasonable expectations. 

Their ways of life and their worldviews are often far closer to 
tangible reality than the freakish, grotesque, bullying agendas 
of their government leaders. 

We might try an experiment: Have all the leaders of all major 
nations, and all the CEOs and CFOs of all major corporations 
of the world go on vacation for the rest of their lives, with no 
replacements put in their chairs. 

Most of our leaders of governments and our leaders of 
corporations would not be missed. Most of the people on our 
planet would not even know these very important and powerful 
leaders had gone missing. Decisions would continue to be 
made, commerce would continue, babies would continue to be 
born, and be feed and be raised. As Lao-Tze once said: “If you 
want to be a great leader, you must stop trying to control. Let 
go of fixed plans and concepts, and the world will govern 
itself.” 

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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12. Courage. It takes courage to form new self-definitions, 
and sustain one's self-definitions. The wide, humanist self- 
definitions I am promoting would not look good on a resume, if 
one is applying to work for the U.S. military, Homeland 
Security, or any branch of law enforcement. 

In Mission Statements most major corporations would say they 
are humanist. Corporate propaganda for Monsanto, AT&T, 
Google, Amazon, Apple and others, all declare they are 
working tirelessly for the good of humanity. Each person can 
decide for themselves if the behavior of corporations lives up to 
the propaganda. My particular humanist self-definitions are not 
the same humanist ideas held by our major educational 
institutions. Educational propaganda is very similar to 
corporate propaganda. 

Here I will mention poet, William Stafford. He was a 
conscientious objector during WWII. In the U.S., World War II 
was the most popular war humans ever created. Almost every 
one was all for it. Kill the Japs! Kill the Krauts! Bill told me 
he lost several friends, who could not stomach Bill's pacifist 
beliefs. Bill told me he felt most comfortable in the company 
of Mennonites and Seventh Day Adventists. 

If you choose to go down the path of unpopular self-definitions, 
you can expect to lose friends, and be considered unrealistic, 
cowardly, and generally a stupid person, as measured by the 
beliefs of popular self-definitions. 

Even now, some people will say: “Look here, Roscoe. It is not 
possible for any individual to honestly care about the other 
7,799,999,999 residents of Planet Earth. Our imaginations 
never extend that far. Tribes have always fought for 
supremacy, and piles of dead bodies are inevitable.” 

I would propose, our imaginations can easily encompass 8 
billion people or more. Currently in Newport News Virginia, 
the aircraft carrier, USS John F Kennedy is being built at a cost 
of 13 billion dollars. If we can imagine that price tag, we can 
imagine 13 billion individual people. 

Let us visualize 1 billion dollars. If we wanted to store one 
billion dollars of $100 bills, it would occupy 689092 cubic 
inches or 398.8 cubic feet. 

A small box used by moving companies holds about 1.5 
cubic feet; so for a billion dollars in $100 bills, you would need 
about 266 small moving boxes (all very tightly packed). Think 
of each individual dollar as a human being, and multiple by 8. 
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Or, in terms of weight, 1 million dollars of $100 dollar bills 
weighs exactly 10kg. (about 22 lbs) Which makes 1 billion 
dollars ten tons of money, not including the money-wrappings 
and the wooden pallets we stack them on. Compare the weight 
of money to the weight of any average human being. 

We might also consider, the closing charge used in all Masonic 
Lodges over the past 300 years: “Every human being has a 
claim upon your kind offices. Do good unto all. And finally 
my Brethren, be ye all of one mind, live in peace, and may the 
God of love and peace delight to dwell with you and bless 
you.” 

If we truly believe piles of dead bodies are inevitable, we 
will continue to create those piles of dead bodies. One 
generation to the next, forever. The word “inevitable” is a 
self-definition, not a fact of existence. 
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Chapter Eleven.  Section 1.    Roscoe at Art Camp

“Welcome to Art Camp. A three day adventure in the forests of the Pacific 

Northwest. Captain Juan de Fuca, and Captain George Vancouver never 

imagined such spiritual ceremonies might occur in these woods. As the spiritual 

leader of an international sex cult, my worldview, the way I see things, and the

way I do things is substantially different from the lives of most people. I do not 

say my way is better, or smarter, or will cause anyone to attain Spiritual Bliss 

on Earth.... but, I am certain I have more fun than millions of other people, 

people trapped in lives they did not invent. Lives designed by others.

If there were just one idea you might take away from viewing my films, and 

browsing my website, I would want you to remember this, and think about this:

Your self-definition, who you are and what you wish to do in this world. Those 

things are your own choices. 

Do not allow any political or economic propaganda, or catchy social trends to 

take away your definition of who you are and who you want to be. You are 
not a slave. Even in a civilization of slaves, our civilization. Make no mistake 

on this point, the Master and Slave relationship is the irreplaceable, irrational 

and constant global business model, for governments, for businesses and for 

several famous religions. Even in this global environment, each person 

chooses to be a slave or not to be a slave.

The pipe-fitter in Vladivostok will never get to tell Vladimir Putin to shove it up 

his dictatorial ass. The junior Democratic State Representative from Iowa will 

never get to make public speeches, to call Nancy Pelosi a bat-shit crazy 

demented old cow. The mid-level sales manager for Lenovo in Beijing,

will never have lunch with Xi Jinping, to remind the General Secretary of the 

Chinese Communist Party of the importance of human rights to the survival of 

human civilization. No mid-level manager gets to do that. In our business and 

political worlds, many of us are inherently slaves, because the entire set-up is a 

slave civilization.

This does not mean your mind is enslaved. This does not mean you must be a 

bobble-head, nodding in agreement to everything any powerful person says. 

Your self-definition is your own, even when surrounded by Masters of all kinds, 

pushing agendas of all kinds. Your powerful Masters see you as important as 

cattle, to be food, to get things done. But cattle have no human rights. And all 

the Masters know this. Many Masters are smart enough to tell you all about the 

protection of your rights, and the protection of your society, and the 

advancement of human civilization. But most of the time those words are part 

of small, and specific agendas. The raiding of your wallet. And the use of your

life to make a few people billionaires. Your worldview, your objectives, your 

wealth, health and happiness do not matter at all to such leaders. And never will 

matter to such leaders. They forward their current agendas. They forward their 

own profitable ambitions. And that is all that matters. 
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These are ideas to consider. People with good jobs often pretend the Master 

Slave setup works beautifully. It may work beautifully for some people with 

good jobs, but not for hundreds of millions of people, even people with good 

jobs, whose lives are surrounded by barbed wire, people who are expected to 

parrot the propaganda, even when that propaganda has no noticeable 

relationship to physical reality. The disparity between the pushed propaganda, 

and actual, provable reality is as great in the United States as it is in China. U.S. 

propaganda is just as irrational as Chinese propaganda, though far less 

successful than Chinese propaganda.

I am saying all this, as a reason for the existence of Art. Art of all kinds, in all 

places. Often represents a reality unrestrained by the Master Slave agendas. Art 

is psychologically and spiritually essential. A slave may still be forced to be a 

slave, to make a living, to keep out of jail. But at home, among his trusted 

friends, a slave can be an artist. Art includes the constant, deliberate and joyful 

creation of your own way of life, in addition to the creation of music, poetry, 

paintings, and all the other things we consider to be art. Your own life, what

you do, and what you do not do every day. Your own life can be your own work 

of art. Entirely free from the agendas which are rammed down your throat. Your 

job each day is to create a way of life which allows freedom, freedom of all 

kinds. So people will not be ramming agendas down your throat.

How you accomplish the goal of personal freedom is entirely up to you.

I simply suggest. Because your life is entirely up to you. Use your life well. 

And make as much art as possible.”

 Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Eleven.  Section 2.   Evangelism

Carolina Bliss lounged in a hot-tub with Beth Darmstadt. They chatted and 

reviewed their lives, and decided the new directions were more promising than 

their previous ways of life. As promoters for the Sacred Followers of Roscoe 

Forthright, they got to travel, and were well paid, at least well enough. Amber 

and Roscoe decided it was time to make an in-person, real-world effort to 

evangelize their philosophy of Oneness.  Online, the covens had many followers, 

and Oneness2 continued to attract several thousand new users each week. The 57 

covens, grew to 64, then to 73.  Twenty states in the U.S. now had at least one 

Roscoe Forthright Lodge, and several states had three or more.

Beth said, “I have been assigned to Washington, Oregon and Northern 

California, south to San Luis Obispo and Santa Maria. Over a period of six 

months, I will visit our five Lodges in that territory, and open four more. Novices 

in Portland, Redwood City, Sacramento and Fresno are eager to set up Lodges. 

The current Lodges are not conveniently located to those novices.  
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As Masonic Lodges were in the 1950s, members enjoy living near their Lodges, 

so it is easy to travel between, work, home and Lodge.  We are organizing much 

like Masonic Lodges, except we have one Grand Lodge for the entire world, and 

each individual Lodge looks to us for rules and guidance.”

Carolina replied, smiling,”I would have never imagined any of this, two years 

ago when we were sucking off Roscoe in his studio, and using the Big Black 

Dildo!  Oneness2 has turned Roscoe's ritual spanking cult into a national and 

international cult. If we were Scientology or Hare Krishnas we would have made 

millions of dollars by now. If we were like Falun Gong, we would own real 

estate and media. Their newspaper The Epoch Times brought in 12.4 million just 

two years ago. It must be a difficult change for Roscoe, going from an unknown 

guy boinking some pretty girls in the woods, to a worldwide cult leader.”

Beth said,”That is exactly what he tells me. He was really uncomfortable with 

the idea of going large, but Oneness2 made expansion is so easy, the big 

expansion was hard to refuse. And, if we wish to make millions of people aware 

of Oneness, Oneness2 has made that possible. We can evangelize like some 

Christians do.”

Carolina: “The only downside has been government and corporations snoops, 

wanting to shut us up, and shut us down.”

Beth: “That is what jealous powerful people do.  If they cannot control a 

movement, they want to destroy it. For those other cults, making money, pushing 

propaganda in large ways, creating media campaigns, are always part of their 

strategy.  Large cults usually want to make as much money as possible, and even 

gain political influence if they can.  We have accidentally gained political 

influence, simply by having so many secular, non-cult Oneness2 users.  And we 

could still make millions of dollars if Roscoe wanted to.”

Carolina:  “I really wish he would make an effort to bring in some cash, instead 

of relying on Anon.donor for everything.  I have nothing against Anon.donor, I 

have never met the man, but he must have other things to spend money on 

besides us.  It would be good to be self-reliant.”

Beth: “I have met Anon.donor.  What a charming young man he is!  He has little 

interest in personal involvement with our Lodges, and doesn't even seem much 

interested in sex, not with boys or girls. His mind seemed to be buzzing with 

motivations, more powerful than romantic love, sex or money. He spent some 

time telling me, it was his life's work, his burning ambition to allow millions of 

people to live their lives free from the oppression of slave-owners, and free from 

the economic, social and political agendas pushed by slave-owners. By slave-

owners he means that small slice of the ultra-wealthy, the oligarchs, who control, 

or attempt to control the lives of tens of millions of people. That is really all he 

cares about.  That is why he gets up in the morning.  For him, every action of 

every day, and every dollar he spends is to move forward his goal of personal 

and economic freedom for millions of people.”
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Carolina: “There are not many goals a noble as that. I am glad he sees us as part 

of his ambitions. Most billionaires with agendas want to push this or that 

political or social ideology, and create millions of followers for their favorite 

ideology.  Anon.donor's agenda is so different from that.  Basically, he wants to 

push a non-ideological view of the world. A view of personal and economic 

freedom, and universal Oneness, with many ideologies under that umbrella.”

Beth:  “He is brilliant. And we are doing our part.  You and I have probably 

caused ten to twenty thousands boys to jack-off as they watched our videos!”

Carolina: “I bet they love to watch me eating your sweet pussy!”

By this point both girls were getting over-heated in the hot-tub, so they got out 

and went into Roscoe's living room. They left the sliding door open, so they 

could hear the wind rustle and the night birds sing. The sun was setting and the 

stars coming out.   Roscoe closed his laptop, and moved from the kitchen table to 

sit with the girls.

Roscoe said, “How are my apostles today?  Do you have any thoughts about our 

Six-Month Plan?”

Carolina sipped an ice-cold glass of absinthe. She said,“The Midwest is a lot of 

territory for one little gal like me. Minneapolis and Green Bay, all the way down 

to Topeka, Kansas and Louisville and east to Cleveland, Ohio.  I really don't 

know how much I can accomplish for you.”

Roscoe chuckled, “One little town at a time.  We do have specific places where 

new covens want to be chartered.  As with Beth's territory, we have some people 

eager to set up Lodges, and your first job is to help them to that.  The rest of the 

time you  can  work  with  existing  Lodges  to  expand  their  membership , do some 

kind of local  barbeques,  or  whatever  seems  best  to  you.”

Carolina: “That works for me. I just don't want to be driving around, looking to 

convert a few fringe wackos.”

Roscoe smiled, “I am more organized than that.  Here. Take a look at this. Up to 

now we have had no official-looking document to send to our Lodges, nothing to 

show national affiliation, and authorization to use our rituals and our logos, and 

all that.  I used a Masonic Lodge charter as my template.”

Roscoe unrolled a long, wide piece of tan parchment, with calligraphy, occult 

symbols; with a golden seal and red ribbon attached to the bottom by his 

signature. Above the Roscoe Forthright Grand Lodge logo, on the top of the 

page, were written Latin words “sit lux et lux fuit,“ meaning, “Let there be light: 

and there was light.”  On the bottom of the page in smaller cursive font was 

“benedicat nos seminales fluidorum” meaning, “bless us with seminal fluids.”

Beth said, “Wow! That is fancy, suitable for framing.”

Roscoe:  “That is the plan.  The Lodge can frame it to hang on the wall, or keep 

it

 

inside a protective metal tube, concealed but present during their Lodge 

meetings.”
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Carolina:  “And the part about semen at the bottom... I never read any of your 

rituals which use those words.  Is that something new?”

Roscoe smiled, “Yes, my dear.  I have decided all Lodges should get off to a 

good start, by the boys of the group getting-off, splashing their cream onto this 

document, letting their DNA soak into the scroll.”

Both Carolina and Beth laughed out loud.  Beth said, “Roscoe, only you would 

think of something like that!  The boys coming on their Official Charter, then 

hanging it up on the wall, semen-stained!”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Eleven.  Section 3.     Being Polite with Non-Believers

Both Carolina and Beth have spoken with Seventh-Day Adventist and  Mormon 

evangelists, had pleasant conversations with those men and women on  the 

doorsteps, and never mentioned a word about vaginal masturbation as a  

spiritual practice. It furthers no cause, to talk about one's personal religious 

beliefs with people who have no concept of any religion other than their own. 

Such people view their own religion as the only possible accurate description of 

reality. Men and women masturbating together in religious rites would only 

bring demonic images into the minds of such people.  With all their slick 

modernism, Scientology evangelists, with their zappy little e-meters,   do not 

grasp the concept of Spiritual Oneness. In their belief system, Oneness appears 

to be irrelevant. Free will and free choice also seem beyond their understanding.

As far as the girls go, Roscoe's inspirational genius is his revival of the central 

beliefs of the ancient Tachikawa school. Using what is present, familiar and 

urgent to all people: our own sexual bodies, semen and vaginal fluid, the energy 

and oneness available during moments of orgasm.  By making our own 

observable minds and bodies the focus of religious practice, fantasy is greatly 

diminished.  What happened in past lives, nor our accumulated Karma, nor 

concepts of Original Sin and the history of Saviors, mean nothing at all.  Our 

own

 

personal religious experiences become more important than the doctrines, 

rules

 

and vast, nearly unintelligible collected stories of Christianity, Judaism, 

Islam,

 

Hinduism and Buddhism. The ancient stories which comprise the dogma 

of

 

most famous religions can be useful, in moderation. The use of our own 

sexual

 

joy as a religious method, as a teaching tool, as a ritual of Oneness, that 

is beyond the scope of most famous religions. Pagan sex rituals and the Great 

Rite

 

of Wicca come closest to this form of spirituality.

Both Carolina and Beth wanted to know the big picture, the long-term goals.  In 

response to their many questions, Master Roscoe said:
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   “Lovely girls, the immediate goals for my six-month plan is as follows:  Beth, 

you will build membership in the current Lodges of California, Washington and 

Oregon, and also open a few more coven locations. Carolina, you will do the 

same in the Midwest. The end goal will be a total of 7 new covens, and increased 

membership in the current covens, adding 40 to 60 new members.  

We are interested in quality more than quantity. We don't need to draw crowds, 

just a small community of sincere people. We want new members who wish to 

work with us toward Oneness, and work to bring an understanding of Oneness 

into the lives of other people. We will never require missionary work like the 

Mormons do! That is quantity over quality, and often a huge waste of time.  

Your job will be to create an interview process, a way of screening potential 

coven members before they become part of our Lodges. I will create four new 

Initiation Rituals, to weed out the bad apples.  Lazy or insincere people will  

usually not make the effort to pass through our Initiations.  In this way, the  

Initiation rituals will serve two purposes:  1.) to introduce novices to our rituals 

and beliefs, and 2.) to filter-out people are not truly interested attaining or  

promoting Oneness.

I wish for each coven to be a stable, small group of people who work well 

together, and get along with each other most of the time.  I believe the forward 

progress of each individual person, the forward progress of each Lodge relies on 

good working relationships, over extended periods of time.  My long-term goal 

over the next five years is to have 77 Lodges in the U.S. and 34 international 

Lodges.  A total of 111 Lodges.   With membership of 5 to 13 witches in each 

Lodge, we would have a total membership around 900 people.  Those intelligent 

and enthusiastic people are enough to grow the evangelism of the Followers of 

Roscoe Forthright in meaningful ways.

I will create a few guidelines to help Lodges with basic business management, 

paying the bills, inter-Lodge communication, and ideas to build Fellowship 

within each Lodge and between Lodges.  A few ideas, written on paper, 

standardized among all Lodges will help us remain a cohesive community, as we 

grow.  

There will probably need to be dues fees, to support the physical buildings and 

pay for dinners and other events.  What those fees are can be determined by each 

Lodge according to its own needs.  I will never require dues to be paid to our 

Grand Lodge.  We are already well-supported by Anon.donor.  And by donations 

we receive through Oneness2.

Oneness2 is a separate issue from the management of our Lodges.  But related, 

because we generate much interest from that service.  Hundreds of people write 

me, wanting to join our Lodges, to do rituals with our covens, and have a great, 

fun occult time with us.  More than half of those people are looking for free, in-

person sex in a safe environment.  They have seen our videos, and want to be in 

on that action. Some emails have mentioned both of you by name, saying 'I 

would sure enjoy doing rituals with Beth, or raising  my consciousness with 

Carolina!'
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All the more reason to create an interview process, to make it clear we do not 

provide temple prostitutes for the pleasure of the public.  Among the many 

emails are a few which indicate sincere interest in Oneness, and a desire to be 

part of a community, part of an organization. We can help those people. Those 

are the ones we want in our covens.  Part of my long-term goal is to refine our  

Doctrines and Rituals, to get the language and the ritual actions just right, for 

maximum effectiveness. 

We can do this, as witches tell me what works, and what does not work in their 

individual Lodges.  Our rituals are group-learning processes, and I am glad to 

make changes as needed.  I do not see myself as the sole source of Divine 

Inspiration.  I expect each Lodge to have there own Divine Inspirations, and tell  

me about them, so I can add what they learn to our collective knowledge.  As a 

collective of 900 or more receptive and intelligent people, we will understand 

Oneness in many different ways, and help each other forward.  I wish to say  

clearly: all I have written in GRIMOIRE, and my Doctrines and Rituals are only 

starting points.  Only the first-drafts of on-going ideas.  Growing those ideas and 

developing those ideas are the job of the 900 or more witches within their 

individual covens. 

Over time, our rituals and our teaching will be refined, expanding to include the 

spiritual inspirations of many people.  My goal is to create a collection of rituals 

and ideas  which  will  be useful  to people  50 years  from  now , and  1000  years 

from

 

now, rituals and ideas to pass forward to coming generations.  

This is analogous to Masonic rituals, being transferred from generation to 

generation over 300 years.  In this way, what we create must be practical. The 

rituals and ideas must work.  They must be effective in peoples daily lives.  I 

have no ambition to add more fantasies and more cosmic-cause-and-effect 

theories to the encyclopedias of spiritual teachings.  We want accurate definitions 

of Reality.  Theories and fantasies are good for telling stories, for entertainment. 

We need more than that.  And our future generations will need more than that.

I would like to say something more about the kind of people we want in our 

Lodges.  I may have given the impression I want go-getters, zealots who want to 

go out and preach a gospel!  I do not want high-energy, busy personalities 

dominating every Lodge.  Well-intentioned zealots can drive other people nuts, 

wanting to get spiritual and “spread the Gospel to the heathen!” I am all for 

covens wanting to get things done, but evangelism is not our main goal.  Our 

main goal is our own spiritual advancement, as individuals and a spiritual 

communities.  For that purpose, calm and sedentary people, who are warm-

hearted, somewhat slow-moving are often more reliable than the fast-paced go-

getters.

People who quietly go about their lives, at their own pace, feel little of the stress 

and anxiety of busy people like myself.  I want such people in our Lodges to 

balance the eagerness and energy of other Lodge members.  A slow way of life 

should never be mistaken for laziness. 
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Often a slower paced, loving and quiet way-of-life allow people to be there 

when you need them, and not off getting this or that important thing done.  In 

short,  sedentary people are more reliable as friends! Don't laugh at me, girls!  

Just because I am always busy doing one thing or another, does not mean I am 

ever capable of being a reliable friend to anybody.  I am just a guru. I am not a 

reliable friend!”

Both Carolina and Beth laughed at Roscoe.  Then they took their clothes off, and 

sucked on his cock.  They sucked him, and stroked him until he gushed a load of 

semen on their smiling faces.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Twelve.  Section 1.    Four Deities Discuss Roscoe

[ Author's Note:   I was reluctant to include the following conversation in this 

publication of my Journals.  I heard the conversation in a dream, after a long day 

of spanking female Followers and drinking beer.  I attached no special 

significance to the dream, but Roscoe said, “Garabed, your dream was not 

an average dream at all.  Your spirit was transported to the Celestial Garden in 

Azoth, specifically to overhear and transcribe the conversation.”

I still believe it was just a colorful dream, nevertheless I include it for whatever 

it's worth.     –  Garabed Gregorian, Seattle 2021]

Gaby Silverhorn (Archangel Gabriel,) Chakrasamvara, with his consort 

Vajravarahi, and Lord Shiva sipped mojitos around a blue-tiled, deep pool in a 

garden in Azoth. There was harp music in the distance, behind a labyrinth of 

cedar trees. One could also here a flute now and then, providing interludes 

between the phrases of the harp.

Vajravarahi said:  “Is Pan going to join us today?  He never seems to sit still, 

except when he is playing his little flute.”

Gaby Silverhorn said:  “I spoke with him last night. He is busy with nymphs 

today, they have some kind of solstice orgy tonight.  I doubt we will see him at 

all, for several days.”

Chakrasamvara said:  “No great loss as far as I am concerned.  The Little Goat 

always smells.  I don't think he ever takes a decent bath.”

Lord Shiva laughed: “I have known him at least eight thousand years, and only 

seen him take baths with females.  And those are mostly about boinking the 

females, as they try to get some soap on him.”

Vajravarahi smiles: “He has his charm, after one gets used to the gamey smells. 

I usually dunk him in a lavender and eucalyptus bath before I spend time with 

him.”

The four deities sat quietly for a few minutes.  Two red-crested warblers had 

joined the harp and the flute, making a quartet of lovely melodies.

Lord Shiva said: “So, tell me.  Each one of you.  What do you think of this 

fellow Roscoe Forthright?”

Gaby Silverhorn said:  “I told the young man, when I met him several years  
ago, I believe his use of 21st Century porn to promote sex rituals is brilliant. 

Probably the most worthwhile development in religious thinking in the past 1000 

years.”

Vajravarahi said: “We all know sex rituals rarely catch on, and achieve spiritual

results among large populations.  The money-making quasi-Hindu or quasi-

Buddhist gurus in the late 20th century proved that.  They made money, and their 

followers had wonderful group sex, and sex of all kinds, but the cults fell apart, 

and the few good ideas they did have, got lost and forgotten.  The good ideas

never reached the larger audience, and by now are completely forgotten, 

unknown to young people in the 21st Century.”
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Chakrasamvara said:  “I also think using x-rated content is brilliant. Fucking is 

so easily understood and universal.  I have always enjoyed it myself.  I am so  

glad my specific branch of Buddhism promoted the idea, with all those mandalas 

of me, up inside Vajravarahi.  At least ten generations of young men have 

enjoyed
 

seeing your sweet little fanny, my dear.”

Vajravarahi smiled warmly at her Eternal Lover and said:  “Thank you, sweetie. 

They usually portray us at the most joyful moments!  Your big blue balls tucked

-up

 

tight against my bottom, and my head thrown back in ecstasy!”

The Archangel Gabriel said:  “In truth, I have always envied Buddhist and Hindu 

deities.  My religions and my followers have never allowed me any sexual 

freedom.  My cock is always covered up with long robes, and they talk about me 

as if I have no interest in sex.  Nothing could be further from the truth.”

Lord Shiva said:  “That is always a problem, Brother Gabriel.  I solved the 

problem by having a wide variety of incarnations and aspects. As a result, there 

are many aspects to my Holy Personality.  In other words, I get to do whatever I 

want to do, in this or that incarnation.”

Chakrasamvara said: “That is a good solution. For my less sexual followers,  all 

the sexual imagery is said to be allegory and symbolism.  Thank the Cosmos!  

Vajravarahi and I both know, the sex imagery is an entirely accurate 

representation of how we love each other!  There is no allegory or prissy 

symbolism.  It has always been about good, healthy, invigorating, spiritual  

orgasms!”

Gaby Silverhorn said: “I am grateful Lord Jehovah gave me a trumpet. And gave 

me time off to play music and frolic with human females. I would have gone 

crazy centuries ago without a few decades off-the-clock, now and then.  Being a 

chaste deity is simply not possible.”

Vajravarahi: “Gaby is correct on that.  I have spoken with many female gods 

from many cultures. Even the calm and graceful, Guanyin, loves the men.  We 

always see her covered-up, chaste, with a benevolent smile.  Only a few 

sculptures show her small naked breasts.  Well, I can tell you, when I have orgies 

with that girl, she shoves those breasts into the eager mouths of every available 

boy or girl.  She loves sex with girls almost as much as sex with boys!  She told 

me once, she wished very much her religion would tell the truth about her. She is 

all they say.  But she is so much more.  She aches to reveal her sexual desires  to 

the world.”

Gaby Silverhorn: “She sounds much like Julie Andrews after the Sound of  

Music, and her film career as a proper, sex-less nanny.  At last, in Victor/Victoria 

she got to show the world her lovely, beautiful naked breasts.  I remember a 

quote in a New York Times article:  Miss Andrews was asked, ''Does Mary 

Poppins have an orgasm? Does she go to the bathroom?” Miss Andrews said  

drily.“I assure you, she does.'' 

Lord Shiva could not stop laughing: “Julie Andrews!  What a lovely girl!  Oh, 

what a wonderful girl!  Over the past four thousand years, she has been one of 

my favorite human females, absolutely delightful!!”
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Chakrasamvara said: “Back to our discussion of Roscoe Forthright.  With his 

Oneness2 public marketing and the growth of his covens and Lodges, he will 

make forward progress.  Human understanding of Oneness will be larger and  

deeper than it has been in former centuries, because of the Sacred Followers of 

Roscoe Forthright, and Roscoe's own concise messages, like the Forest Songs.   
I think we can all agree on the value of his work.  My question is:  How shall we 

assist him? What can each of us do to advance his cause, and promote the Great 

Work?”

Gaby Silverhorn said: “We have incarnated for him.  We have shown him our 

True Natures, and allowed him to write from personal experience, to 

communicate his spiritual knowledge with others.  I suggest we make a few 

more Sacred Appearances, in specific places, at the most auspicious moments.”

Lord Shiva said: “I would be honored to help with this project.  I also believe 

Roscoe Forthright brings innate human potential into the Light, making sex and 

joy and spiritual passion available to human imaginations.  From my point of 

view, human sexual experience has been side-tracked and misdirected for 

several

 

hundred years.  The daily imaginations of most people move sexual joy 

far away

 

from spiritual joy, and in doing so, the people cut themselves off  

completely from spiritual joy and understanding.”  

Vajravarahi: “Sammy and I are also glad to help. Just let us know when and 

where.  How will we decide when and where?”

Chakrasamvara said: “We might ask Roscoe what he thinks.  He tends to have 

helpful inspirations.  We can also keep a close watch on his progress, and decide 

for ourselves, when our Presence will inspire people toward Oneness.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Twelve.  Section 2.    Where and When to Shoot 

                                                   Your Urgent Blasts of Jizz

[ Roscoe offers advice to all human males. ]

Because you have been stroking your cock for 20 years or more, you may 

mistakenly believe you already know the relevant facts about jacking your jizz. 

If you are a younger male human, you may be more humble and open-minded 

regarding the psychic and mystic working of your own, warm, friendly, pleasant, 

admirable, wholesome, alert, useful and often erect cock. Below are a few useful 

observations about the gushing and the withholding of semen.

1.  Just cuz you are oh, oh, oh, oh soooo excited... you do not need to lose all 

rational control over your orgasms. To splash that big wad of jizz all over 

everything.
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2.  In fact, learning to hold your cock on the cusp of orgasm, keeping it fully 

hard, knowing one more little stroke willing send the cream flying, holding 

yourself there is one of the best sexual joys you will ever experience.

3.  Such control is very useful, if the girl-friend or boyfriend is taking a bit 

longer than you are in getting all the jets fired-up, for that satisfying full head of 

steam.

4.  Also, you will learn things about your own mind, once you are able to hold 

yourself for several minutes, on the cusp, in full bliss, one stroke away from 

coming.

5.  ”What exactly will I learn, Roscoe?” Well. Patience, for one thing. Why rush 

forward, boom, boom, boom like a stampeding knuckle-headed moron, when 

you can survey the situation calmly, like the lion in the grass on the hilltop? 

Waiting for exactly the right moment.

6.  Calmness is the immense and miraculous ability of our minds to step back 

from the situation, to enjoy, to observe. When you are fully aroused, ready to 

come, and you hold yourself there...you will discover your mind becomes calm, 

even though your body is fully engaged. Long-distance runners and marathon 

swimmers experience this sort of thing.

7.  Inside this calmness, you will discover many things. You will notice there are 

several levels of joy. a.) the immediate urgent physical joy of your cock b.) the 

observant filmmaker, recording the events in your memory to enjoy later c.) and, 

the tender lover, actually paying attention to what you are doing for, and doing 

with, the other person in the room

8.  If you love the other person in the room, that makes the whole process much 

more valuable.

9.  Do not underestimate the value of shared orgasms, even when you do not 

love the other person in the room. Both of you might discover you can hold an 

intelligent and pleasant conversation, even after you have shot your wad, or 

made joyful those satisfied puffy pussy lips.

I say none of this to be preachy about what you should or should not do with 

your happy little, mid-size or large sexual organs. I am simply pointing out a few 

psychological and biological facts for you to consider. Practice this a few times.  

Though I own a penis and not a vagina, I am certain female humans also 

experience the same process, when they are paying attention. Bring that warm 

pussy right up to the brink...and hold it their, hold it there as long as you can, and 

observe what happens in your mind, how your mind becomes calm, and focused. 

The

 

lioness in the tall grass. Just waiting. Fully alert.

Having practiced this kind of self-control for awhile, you may discover other 

surprising things: Like thinking about the hot girl at the drive-through coffee 

stand. A girl you have only seen three of four times, who you would like to get to 

know better, who is cheerful and friendly, and has a Moon Goddess tattoo on her 

flat belly (which you see when the weather is warm.) You may find yourself 

thinking about her, and jacking-off while you are thinking about her. Gushing 

cream, or squeezing your pussy. 
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And, this might make you courageous enough to ask her out. And turn your 

sweet fantasy into something worthwhile for both of you!  Nothing good will  

happen between yourself and the coffee girl, until you calm down, get-off and 

get on with the joyful business of being in love with her.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Chapter Twelve.  Section 3.    Roscoe's Litany of Saints

When used properly a fully aroused lingam may

provide spiritual growth for all men, young,

old, heterosexual, gay or undecided. Many men

often enjoy the first arousal of the day, shortly

after waking when our minds are still

susceptible to Divine Influences. After we get

up and drink coffee, our busy minds fill up with

daily demands, self-made and those demands

required to make money. During the sweet,

tender first hard-on, barely awake, we are free

to pursue our Higher Consciousness.

I make use of my morning erections more than

twice each week. I stroke my cock into Spiritual

Bliss. With much practice, even at 65-years-old,

I often sustain a full erection for ten to fifteen

minutes, hard enough to cut diamonds! No

pharmaceuticals required. I have learned to hold

myself at the cusp of orgasm, barely touching

my cockhead, knowing one more stroke will

gush semen. I hold myself there, in that

suspended state of immense joy. This does not

require the physical presence of my girls. They

may not be in the mood, or in the cycles of the

moon, or simply elsewhere in the morning

hours.

I fill my mind with the memory of their warm,

delicious, exciting nude bodies. I remember orgasms

I have had with each girl. I silently repeat their

names, like a mantra, or a Catholic Litany of Saints:

Codie, Virginia, Eva, Kim.... 

Codie, Virginia, Eva, Kim.... 

Bea, Anna, Olivia, Kate and Christiana. 
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The stimulation of my imagination keeps my cock hard,

and my deliberate control of each moment of

masturbation keeps me one touch away from orgasm.

Truthfully, I sometimes add personal commentary to

the litany of names:  Codie, I love you, and love 

when you stroke my erection. Virginia, I save each 

drop of cream for you. Eva, I save each drop of milk 

for you, holding it back until we are together, saving my

orgasm until we can share its joy. Kim, I ache to

be in your mouth, watching your lips tight around

me, your tongue busy, swirling, dancing on the ridge 

of my cockhead.

The mechanics and the mental techniques used to

sustain my throbbing hard-on are not the important

part of this article. What is most important is the

Higher State of Consciousness itself, the suspended,

floating, intense joy and calmness one feels during

those ten to fifteen minutes of masturbation. This is

what Hindu, Buddhist and Taoist monks go for in

their variety of ways. I dispense with the religious

training and go straight for the gold, in a most simple

manner: Jacking it. Every boy and girl can do this

with their own bodies, using their own anatomy to

reach beyond their bodies into the Infinite.

Now I hear some laughter. Some readers do not

believe I am describing my spiritual experience

accurately.

Some believe I am exaggerating, to create a

sexual tease. Believe what you wish to believe. 

I am attempting to provide useful information,

not available in most colleges and universities

in the United States. 

Our predominant religions, our educational

institutions and our suppliers of porn have no

interest in jacking-off for Spiritual

Enlightenment. Our mainstream sources of

information are severely limited by other goals,

mostly by the goal of making money. People in

charge of most universities and most churches

do not believe spiritual education is possible

using their own inherent sexuality. 

Using orgasms, and controlled orgasms to touch

God, well, that is simply outside their

imaginations.
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What do I learn touching myself and touching

the Infinite? I learn our own minds and bodies

are the best resources available for

understanding our place in the Universe. We do

not need to send rockets to distant planets. We

do not need to beat each other into submission

with this or that social or economic or political

ideology. Boys can simply grab their hard

cocks. Girls can sink fingers into their wet

pussies. We enjoy our bodies as much as we do,

because our Sacred DNA demands attention. 

We have innate sexual demands, not just to make

babies, not just for sexual entertainment. Step outside

narrow cultural views of sexuality, just long enough

to realize your own body truly is a Sacred Temple.

God really does live inside each human being. Most

of the time we ignore God completely, and believe in

mechanical momentary causes and effects, as if we

were mangy, flea-bitten dogs fucking behind a 

dumpster

 

in

 

New York City.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Thirteen.      In My Own Words.

As Roscoe Forthright's oldest and closest friend, I realize I have a unique view 

of him, and a more complete understanding of the history and development of 

his religious ideas than most other people. For this reason, I take this chapter to 

speak for my self, in my own words, as Garabed Gregorian.

I do not always agree with Roscoe.  I do not always accept his interpretations of 

reality, and his view of Oneness.  He is so very cheerful, intelligent and 

charismatic, I find myself drawn in, immersed in his version of cosmic cause and 

effect, and many other worldviews he articulates.  But, now and then, Roscoe's 

version of reality does not reflect my own personal experience, and in those 

moments I understand Roscoe can be as misdirected and inaccurate in his 

conclusions as any other person.  He is not an all-encompassing spot-on genius 

all

 

the time.  

As with my dream of Archangel Gabriel, Chakrasamvara, his consort 

Vajravarahi, and Lord Shiva. For me the dream was just an ordinary dream, 

though a very colorful and interesting dream.  I had no sense it was an out-of-

body experience, an astral journey to some Celestial Realm.  In my view, 

Roscoe's interpretation of my dream was exaggerated, and not accurate to my  

experience of the dream.  He was exaggerating the importance of the dream, 

because he liked what the deities had to say, and wanted Followers to pay 

attention and accept those ideas as fact.  As an accurate representation of 

reality.

For me, the dream and a few other experiences (which Roscoe promotes as

 

accurate views of reality) are in fact, Roscoe's gentle and imaginative form of

 

propaganda.  He is pushing a propaganda, just like government and corporate

 

leaders push propaganda.  Roscoe's propaganda is a lot more fun, and pleasant

 

and optimistic, but it can still be defined as propaganda.  He wants people to

 

think about his ideas, and the many implications of his ideas.  To that end, he

 

will often exaggerate the religious or spiritual aspects.  Like an actor, placing

 

high emphasis on this or that emotion for dramatic effect.

As with an actor, the fictionalized dramatization of a scene and the ideas within

 

the scene are intended to grab the attention of the audience (the Sacred

Followers of Roscoe Forthright, and anyone else who is watching the videos or

 

reading the writings.)  In other words, the fiction is used to stimulate the

 

imagination of the viewers.  The intention is to get people excited enough to

 

spend time thinking about the ideas which are being offered.  In this way,

 

Roscoe's use of outright fiction, and his strictly inaccurate observations of

 

reality serve an honest purpose.  The honest purpose of getting people to expand

 

their imaginations and think about ideas they had not previously considered.

His primary purpose for having beautiful, sexually aroused young women in his

 

short videos and in his feature films is to Get Your Attention.  As he said in a

 

poem he wrote for Beth,  “The whole point of a beautiful naked woman reading

 

a beautiful poem is To Get Your Attention!”
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Roscoe and I, and all the other men in our Lodges enjoy the physicality, our 

sexual interaction with beautiful, young, naked and orgasmic women. So, we are 

not only talking about abstract, philosophical or religious ideas.  We are talking 

about the use of our own bodies, the use of friendly, joyful personal sexuality.... 

To Get Your Attention!

After Roscoe has attracted a viewer's attention, or a reader's attention, he is able 

to communicate worthwhile ideas and give people many things to think about.

The essential first step is Getting Your Attention.  Many brilliant and valuable 

ideas never gain wide acceptance, or remain completely unknown, and do few 

people any good at all, simply because only a few people paid attention.  And the 

ideas are dismissed by the large audience as being unimportant, simply because 

the initial audience was small, and remains small.  This is the essential function 

of marketing and promotion:  To get ideas into the minds of a large audience. 

Lovely young breasts with erect nipples, wet orgasmic vaginal lips, and smiling, 

laughing, friendly human females work wonders in marketing!

A great failure of instant telecommunication and the worldwide web is the 

creation of massive, mind-numbing distractions.  Hundreds of millions of people 

receive incoming information everyday, and much of the information has little 

lasting value, and nothing worth thinking about.  Human minds are so distracted, 

many people find their ability to listen carefully, and consider ideas carefully is 

significantly diminished.  Simply because the flow of noise, and distraction, and 

business or entertainment information is so fast and large, our minds stop paying 

attention.  Important and useful ideas are lost, like sparrows in a hurricane.

Many young, intelligent people limit their worldview to authorized sources of 

information, as if those few conduits of information are entirely accurate on all 

subjects.  The authorized sources, are those places on the internet, where 

thousands of young people go, and agree in a pop culture way, those places offer 

accurate and useful versions of reality.  Reddit, Wikipedia, various popular 

podcasts, etc. Sources of information which do not have the pop culture stamp 

of approval are looked on with suspicion.  Because of information overload, it is 

more convenient to rely on those few authorized sources, than to look carefully 

elsewhere, for a wider diversity of philosophic thought.  In fact, there is very 

little philosophic thought in most things most people under thirty are watching.

Perhaps that is always true.  People under thirty are generally less motivated to 

consider carefully the definitions of reality in which they live.  Most young 

people receive the pop culture version of reality, and run with it.  Advertisers of 

all kinds, selling all kinds of products, rely on this fact.  Hundreds of millions of 

dollars are to be made, when a product or an idea is given the pop culture stamp  

of approval.  Hundreds of millions of dollars in profit is a huge motivation for 

corporations to manipulate popular versions of reality.  Governments are also 

fond of manipulating popular versions of reality.   Many young people do not 

think clearly about these facts and these large motivations.  Propaganda works 

because millions of people go along with whatever they are told. It remains true, 

a sucker is born every minute.

121



In this cultural environment of mass distractions, and pop culture stamps of 

approval, and government and corporate manipulation of narratives.... Roscoe

attempt to distribute a handful of new and worthwhile spiritual ideas.  It may in  

fact, be an impossibility to reach a large audience under these circumstances. The 

20,242 video views Roscoe movies have received during the past 30 days,  

tabulate internet interest in beautiful, young naked women having orgasms and 

sucking cocks. These views came from 4561 unique IP addresses.  The number 

of views and IP addresses does not measure internet interest in Roscoe's 

philosophic ideas.  Interest in Roscoe's ideas remains a peripheral effect of 4561  

people clicking a few times each, on Roscoe's porn videos.

How valuable is that?  In any tangible way, how does that process, the clicking on 

sexy videos, and the peripheral intake of philosophic ideas.... how does that  

process improve our civilization in any tangible way?  The clicking has not 

reached the level of pop culture stamp of approval.  The pop culture stamp of 

approval requires more than 10 million views.  Roscoe is nowhere close to that.

Being fully aware of the place and time in which he lives, Roscoe uses the tools at 

hand... the internet, his website, the online storage of videos and printed  pages, 
the popular interest in porn videos... all these things Roscoe uses as tools  to place 

his ideas in front of a large audience.  And it works, in modest ways. 20,242 

views per month is significantly more attention than most people ever get  their 

entire lives!  Even if the attention is superficial, and few ideas are  communicated, 

this contact with a large audience is a good starting point.

The above is the best description I have for where things stand, with the 

distribution of Roscoe's spiritual ideas to a large audience.  The videos, our 

website and this printed book are places to start.  What happens next, how far  

the ideas reach.... Who knows?  I have no capacity to predict such things.

Garabed Gregorian.  Seattle  2021.
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Chapter Fourteen.    Canadian Men in Amber's Coven

Section 1.    Smiling Wolf and Elk

Billy Smiling-Wolf was pleased with

his worldly accomplishments. With

the support of his tribe and tribal

leaders from other Provinces, Billy

had gone to Ottawa with enough

political and economic influence to

repel Canadian Law, Section 207

which essentially prevented

Aboriginal People from building

casinos on native land in Canada.

This opened up the casino business,

allowing it to prosper, as it has in

the U.S. 

The bottom line was: 

Over the next decade, his personal

efforts would raise many tribes out

of poverty, and allow the tribes

future political power to influence

all decisions made by the Canadian

government regarding Aboriginal

People.

So, he took a vacation, drove is

Chevy pickup truck out into the

Kootenay Mountains to hunt elk. As

a hunter from age 8, Billy was

entirely comfortable and safe in the

woods, on his with his knife, pistol

and rifle, and his extensive knowledge of

outdoor survival. He parked his truck and

walked into the woods. He walked for four

days. Joyful, at peace with the world, enjoying

the plants, animals, trees, streams and lakes, a

happier man could probably not be found in all

of British Columbia and Alberta.

He carried only one day's worth of dried food

in his pack, confident he could find what he

needed wherever he happened to be. 

Fish in the rivers, small and large game, over twenty

edible plants and mushrooms in generous supply. 

This was before he fell off a cliff 

and broke his leg. 
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Foraging and hunting became next to

impossible without use of both legs. With a

splint on the leg. 

He managed to build a lend-to shelter against

a large boulder near a lake.

He caught trout in the lake, casting from

shore. But, after eating one fish he discovered

this lake had been poisoned. He vomited for

three days from the poison fish. 

He ate what berries, mushrooms and roots he could find,

but his extremely limited mobility was now a

risk to his survival. 

Within four days he had

eaten everything edible within his immediate

area. Tired, dehydrated and hungry, Billy

became a desperate, starving human, with no

humans available to rescue him. 

He was far from any cell tower, far from any 

ranger station, in a place so remote people rarely

came within twenty miles of his location.

On the third day without water or

food, Billy began to accept the fact

he would probably die in these

woods. He began to pray to Raven,

Bear, Elk and the Great Spirit of

Earth to save him, to allow him to

continue his good work, to further

the cause of tribal people in Canada,

and do other good things for

humankind. 

He was sincere in these

prayers, truly more concerned for

his good work coming to an end,

than for the loss of his own life. He

always knew his one life was only a

small portion of the Great Spirit, but

he would miss being alive, and miss

seeing and loving other people. This

was no way for a young warrior to

die. A warrior with many more

years of courage, vitality and genius

inside him.
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On the fourth day, Elk arrived.

Literally, a large stag elk came out

from the forest and stood twenty

yards from where Billy lay dying.

The elk stood quietly in bright

midday sun, looking directly at Billy.

After not moving for fifteen or

twenty minutes, the elk moved

closer. It now stood ten feet from

Billy. Billy raised his rifle. The elk

was fully aware of what this meant.

He had seen men and rifles before.

 The elk bowed his head toward Billy, and Billy

felt the presence of love, unselfish, sacrificial

love. A love he had never felt from any human.

He felt a complete Oneness with the elk. The

elk lifted its proud and noble head once more,

looking directly into Billy's eyes. And Billy

pulled the trigger.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Section 2.    Threesome with Amber

Tom Bennington and Alex Norholm had never

shared a woman before. Until now, at no time

in their adult lives had they considered a

threesome a worthwhile, inviting or helpful

idea. It had been a giggly fantasy when they

were school-boys, and they had seen

threesomes in porn and in Cannes Film Festival

Prize-winning independent films from Portugal

and France, but both men always considered

threesomes in the realm of sex orgies, fantasies

of no value in the normal lives of mature and

reasonable people. Besides that, both men

were naturally shy, so showing one's erection

to another man, or pumping a girl with another

man in the room, those things were frankly,

unthinkable, rude and vulgar.

All their puritan manners changed forever,

when Amber invited both men to take a

shower with her. 
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The shower in Amber's

bedroom was the size of a walk-in closet,

allowing all three people plenty of room to

stand or sit, or kneel. 

Amber positioned both

men against the long wall, opposite

the frosted glass door. 

She knelt in front of them, 

and sucked both their cocks.

First, Tom's. 

Then, Alex's. 

Then she put both cockheads in her mouth,

pressing them together and licking

wildly. 

For both men, the sensation

of having their full, tingling

cockhead pressed against the

cockhead of another man was

shocking. 

They visibly flinched the

moment this occurred inside

Amber's mouth. 

But, within seconds, they 

forgot all about their

previous prudish, slightly

homophobic manners, and were

overwhelmed with pleasure.

Amber now stood, one hard cock in

each hand, kissing both men. The

men allowing themselves to

submerge beneath the cresting

waves of this forbidden fantasy, and

become calm, as if having an out-of

body experience, viewing the sex

scene from the other side of the

frosted shower door, hearing the

moans and sighs coming from

people across the room. Their

hands, four strong hands, caressed

and kneaded Amber's large breasts

and round, firm fanny. 
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Politely, they shared Amber's slick vagina. 

Alex smiling at Tom, seeing Tom's fingers

deep inside Amber.  And Tom,

whispered to Alex, “It's your turn

now,” as he removed his hand to make room for

Alex, Alex's fingertips sliding gently between

Amber's puffy pubic folds.  Both men were

notable examples of well-mannered, Canadian

courtesy.

Amber said: “I want you both to come in my

mouth. But not here. Let's dry off and go to my

bed.” Neither man objected to this idea. In fact,

they behaved like eager puppies, almost

drooling with anticipation. Within two

minutes they were laying next each other on

the bed, waiting for Amber to enter the room.

Amber took her time. Drying her hair. Putting

on red-gloss lipstick. To the boys it seemed

like hours before she arrived. They had gotten

fidgety, and turned-on the TV to watch a

hockey game. Amber came in laughing, “You

forget about me so quickly when a good game

is on!” Both men blushed, and Tom quickly

turned-off the TV. Of course, by now their

pulsing erections were long gone. Even their

enthusiasm had wandered (because it really

was a good hockey game.)

Their Canadian addiction to hockey became

irrelevant, when Amber knelt between them,

pointing her round, beautiful fanny at their

faces as she sucked their cocks. 

She sucked

and sucked. 

She moved to the floor and told

them to stand in front of her. 

When she was

satisfied with their strategic placement, and

satisfied with the fullness of their erections.

She poured a few drops of lube on each

cockhead and said: 

“Now, gentlemen. 

You must finish the job. Jack-off into my

mouth.” Amber opened her lovely

mouth wide, her glossy red lips a

perfect target perimeter. 
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She extended her tongue full-out to

receive their semen. And, being

good troopers, following explicit

orders, they gushed generous

spasms of cream onto her tongue,

her chin, her nose and closed

eyelids. Of course, much of their

aim was far off target, but Amber

did not complain. And the boys

were too ecstatic to even notice.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Section 3.    The Great Rite During Beltaine

Gina, Bea and Noelle got naked with

Billy, Tom and Alex. It was no

surprise. Each boy had paired-up

with his favorite witch over six

months ago. The boys rarely had sex

with anyone other than their

favorite girl, with the exception of

Amber. All three boys could not

resist Amber's charm and beauty

and sexual invitations. Gina, Bea

and Noelle were well-pleased when

their boys fucked Amber. She was

their High Priestess, deserving of

ever ounce of joy and pleasure

available. When the High Priestess

is happy, the coven is happy.

At this point in time, only Billy was

initiated into the Three Degrees of

Wicca. He had a personal inclination

toward spiritual thinking, both from

his tribal traditions and his personal

experience. His experience with Elk,

opened his consciousness and his

spiritual imagination wider than

ever before. The myths were no

longer myths. 

128



He now understood

the urgent and immediate, beautiful

and sustaining reality those old

stories attempted to describe. The

Oneness of witchcraft beliefs were

completely compatible with the Oneness 

of aboriginal beliefs. 

The current occasion for these six people to get

naked was the Beltaine Ritual, May 1st, 2021

Beltaine is the most lusty spoke

on the Wheel of the Year, and represents the

peak of Spring and the beginning of Summer.

Earth energies are at their strongest and most

active.  All of life is bursting with potent

fertility and the potential becomes conception.

On May Eve the sexuality of life and the earth is

at its peak.  Abundant fertility, on all levels. The

Maiden goddess has reached her fullness. She

is the manifestation of growth and renewal,

Flora, the Goddess of Spring, the May Queen,

the May Bride. The Young Oak King,

as Jack-InThe-Green, as the Green Man, 

falls in love with her and wins her hand. 

The union is warmly consummated 

and the May Queen becomes pregnant. 

Bea was chosen as May Queen, and her

boyfriend the young, skinny purveyor of pot,

Tom Bennington was chosen as the Green Man.

A large wooden gazebo overlooking a lake was

the stage for the Beltaine Rituals. 

The final ceremony is The Great Rite, 

the enactment of the creation of the universe

in Wiccan tradition. 

In plain terms: Cosmic Fucking. 

The Ultimate Union to bring forth 

all forms of creation. 

The May Queen and the Green Man

copulate in a blessed and sacred space, and all

people within that space enjoy the spiritual

energy and joy of their ritual copulation. 

In milder forms of Wicca, a dagger

substitutes for a hard cock, and a

chalice substitutes for a wet vagina.

The High Priestess dips the dagger

into the chalice. 
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This hardly seems

worthwhile for healthy grown-ups,

who have sex with each other on a

regular basis!

A cauldron in the center of the

gazebo holds a burning red candle.

The coven has spread themselves

around the Sacred Circle. In the area

between the cauldron and the

perimeter, the coven starts a soft,

rhythmic clapping. The High Priest

picks up a green scarf, gathers it

lengthwise like a rope and holds it

with one end in each hand. He starts

to move towards the High Priestess,

making as though to throw the scarf

over her shoulders and pull her to

him; but she backs away from him,

tantalizingly. While the coven

continue their rhythmic clapping,

the High Priestess continues to

elude the pursuing High Priest. She

beckons to him and teases him but

always steps back before he is

allowed to capture her with the

scarf. She weaves in and out of the

coven, and other women step in the

High Priest's way to help her elude

him. 

After a while, say after two or

three 'laps' of the Circle, the High

Priestess allows the High Priest to capture her

by throwing the scarf over her head to behind

her shoulders and pulling her to him. They kiss

and separate, and the High Priest hands the

scarf to another man. That man has dalliance

with his partner in a similar way. When the

scarf is handed to Amber, she tosses it around

Rosalee's neck, as Rosalee will be her sexual

partner for this Beltaine.

Now on his knees before The May Queen, our

Green Man says:

“I am a stag of seven horns; I am a wide flood

on a plain; I am a wind on the deep waters; I

am a shining tear of the sun; I am a hawk on a

cliff; I am fair among flowers;
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 I am a god who

sets the head afire with smoke." 

The May Queen replies: 

"Oh, do not tell the Priest of our Art, Or he

would call it a sin! But we shall be out in the

woods all night, a-conjuring Summer in! And

we will bring you news by word of mouth, For

women, cattle and corn-- Now is the Sun come

up from the South With Oak, and Ash, and

Thorn! Summer is a-coming 

in, Sing Cuckoo! Sing Cuckoo!”

The May Queen continues:

“My beloved, thou art the point within the

Circle, which we adore; The point of life ,

without which we would not be. And in this

way truly are erected the holy twin

pillars! In beauty and in strength

were they erected, To the wonder

and glory of all men. So we now

become the pillars, Beauty and

Strength. Come to me now, and seal

this matter with your Sacred Kiss.” 

The Green Man then kisses the May

Queen on the lips, and says: 

“Open for me the secret way, The

pathway of intelligence, Beyond the

gates of night and day, Beyond the

bounds of time and sense. Behold

the mystery aright, The five true

points of fellowship: Foot to foot,

Knee to knee, Breast to breast, Hand

to back, Cheek to cheek or Mouth to

ear. Come to me now, Here where

the Lance and Grail unite, And feet,

and knees, and breast, and lips. Seal

this matter with your Sacred Kiss.”

The Green Man and May Queen kiss

again, only noticeably longer than

before.

It remains an undeniable fact of

human nature, sexual intercourse

for ritual purposes should be with a

carefully selected partner, at the

right time and in the right place.
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Honest love, and only honest love

gives sex the spark of magic

essential to spiritual work. 

For this reason Amber chose Bea and Tom as

ideal partners for the Great Rite, the Sacred

Copulation. Their love for each other had

become more and more ardent and joyous over

the previous four months.

So here, under a canopy of stars, under a Full

Moon, under the rafters of a gazebo lit by tall

candles, Bea sucks Tom's cock fully erect, and

lays on her back, white thighs spread wide.

The young, virile Green Man wastes not one

heartbeat before he is joyfully pumping inside

his lover!

 

Gina sucks Billy's cock, and Noelle

sucks Alex's cock. 

Rosalee and Amber are nude together

in a hammock, licking each

others vaginae. 

Many delightful moans and

whisperings then occur, and orgasms soon

follow, in no particular sequence. 

Each member of the coven

now paying attention

only to their own lover, and ignoring 

the goings-on of others.
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Chapter Fifteen.    The Testament of Tracy

My name is Tracy Swift.  I am the girl in Zebulon, North Carolina, the happy 

girl Roscoe pumped in the ass on his first visit to North Carolina.  At the time, 

Billy Nordquist was looking to join the Sacred Followers Lodge in Zebulon.

Tina and Susie were both initiated Followers before Billy and I came into the 

Lodge. Susie told me she sucked Billy for a long, long time that first time Billy 

joined the Rituals. That sucking was going on while Roscoe was inside me.

I could not help myself. I had fallen in love with Roscoe within one week, and I 

needed to have him in my booty.  Other kinds of sex were not good enough for 

me, with this beautiful, tender, elderly gentlemen, and his wacky sex cult!

During my second or third meeting of our Lodge, I remember Bill had a 

wonderful time eating both Tina and Susie, while Amber Riverwood sucked 

Billy's lovely, long cock.  He came in Amber's mouth, and she swallowed his 

semen, with a big smile on her face.  I love Amber's dimples, when she smiles.

I had more orgasms in that one week with Roscoe, than I had experienced in the 

previous four years. Now, at 26 years old I am grateful for every single moment 

I spent with Roscoe, and every single moment I spend with the Brothers and 

Sisters of my Lodge.  The six Lodge members have become my second family. 

It is important for people to understand, I love my own family, my birth brothers 

and sisters, my parents and grand-parents, and my aunts, uncles and twelve 

cousins!  I love my husband, and my five-year old little boy, Benjamin. I have a 

normal family life, with picnics and potty-training, with dogs and cats, and cars 

which work and cars which do not work.  I have that normal life, and normal sex 

with my husband, and I have my spiritual sex life and my extended sexual 

family in the Lodge of the Followers of Roscoe Forthright.

My husband knows all about my participation in the Lodge, and has no interest 

in joining. It is all too sexual and, in his words “creepy and pagan” for him.  I 

am very lucky he is OK with me being a Follower, and he gives me no grief over 

it in anyway.  I know he prefers I would not have sex with other men.  And I 

think he gets a thrill from the thought of me having sex with other women.  He 

has met Susie and Tina, and I think he would love to fuck them, if he only 

allowed himself to do so.  His own Christian Baptist upbringing gets in the way

and holds him back.  The religious things we do in our Lodge are far outside the 

imaginations of the good Christians in his church, and in most churches in North 

Carolina.

Being fully aware of the moral stance of my neighbors, and the moral stance of 

my husband, I keep most of the details of my religion to myself.  I am nothing 

like the LGBTQs, wanting to put on colorful parades, and get everyone's 

attention. I do not need other people's approval. I live my life the way I wish to 

live my life, and I have no need to make a big deal about it.  I have no need to 

convince my “moral” neighbors of anything at all.  They have their religion. 

And I have a completely different religion.  To each his own.  As I said, I am 

grateful my husband accepts my choices, and never attempts to shut me down.

133



Truthfully, he could never shut me down.  I would divorce him with no regrets 

if he ever tried to shut me down, or demanded I change my form of worship. Of 

course, we do not talk about my Lodge at family barbeques, and never mention 

swallowing sacred semen when we are at the Country Club playing golf.  We 

use simple common sense, and discretion in what we share with our friends and 

neighbors.  Our family and friends know I attend some witchcraft or occult 

social club, and since most of them love the Harry Potter stories, they are 

entirely OK with me dabbling in witchcraft.  There is a long tradition of 

witchcraft in the Carolinas, across New England and the Southern States.

If we behaved like LGBTQs, newly out of the closet, and demanding the whole 

world get on-board with their sexuality, we would bring holy wrath and eternal 

damnation, the wages of sin, blasphemy and all the other Christian prompted 

nonsense crashing down into our front yard. We have the good sense to avoid all 

that, simply by keeping our mouths shut, and going about our daily lives, just as 

other people go about their daily lives.  I do not need to know what my 

neighbors do in their bedrooms, and they do not need to know what I do in my 

Sacred Lodge, with the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright.

Our Sacred Lodge is located near the Walmart Supercenter.  We are conveniently 

located, so I often go grocery shopping on the way home, after I have had bursts 

of sacred semen on my face and in my mouth.  After I have had one boy in my 

mouth, and one boy in my vagina, and Susie or Tina have eaten my pussy. After 

multiple orgasms, I am in a good mood, and ready to go home.  Ready to make a 

good meal for my family. Ready to read bedtime stories to my boy, and soak in 

the hot tub with my husband. On the days I visit Lodge, my husband knows I 

will be home by 6pm, and cooking him one of his favorite meals. He often gets 

the table ready and prepares salad and dessert.  In this way, my Lodge days are 

special days for my family. Both my husband and my son look forward to those 

evenings.  And I am tired by 10pm. I sleep well and sleep peacefully.

Also, it is important for people to understand, I love my husband very much. 

And he receives all the sexual pleasure he expects and deserves. My sexual 

pleasure at Lodge does not diminish by joy with my own husband in my own 

house.  I have as much enthusiasm for him as I do for my Sacred Brothers and 

Sisters. He knows this.  Even while the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright 

remain far outside his imagination, he is certain my love for him is permanent 

and joyful.  He is not being replaced by any of the other people in my life, and 

his importance in my life is not diminished in any way by my religion, nor by 

my sexual relationships with other people. 

It takes a grown-up to understand and accept the kind of life I live. Previous 

ideas about sexual fidelity and romantic jealousy become as obsolete as rotary 

dial telephones and VHS home video cassettes.  Some things serve no purpose, 

when new ideas or better ideas come along.  The same is true of social and 

sexual behaviors. Fidelity and romantic jealousy serve no useful purpose in 

my life, and no essential purpose in my husband's life. He still holds to some 

youthful fantasies about me being his one and only sexual partner, but he is a 

grown-up about it, and will probably drop those longings after awhile.
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I do not criticize people who are happy with the older ways, happy with sexual 

fidelity, or have some innate need for monogamy.  Monogamy works very well 

for some people.   I am not one of those people.  And I have specific reasons 

why that way of life is not possible, and not desirable for me.  I do not say my 

way of life is for everyone.  I know I am way off the scale of acceptable 

behavior in the minds of tens of thousands of people.  I do not require them to 

sign-up for my way of life.  And I have no reason to sign-up for their way of life. 

My way of life suits me, and allows me to be fully satisfied in all aspects of my 

existence. I enjoy my body, my mind, my spiritual experiences, in addition to the 

usual satisfactions of family life, and stable relations with family, friends and 

neighbors.   

I have not spoken about money.  Clearly the Lodges of the Sacred Followers of 

Roscoe Forthright would not exist without the multimillion dollar donations 

from Anon.donor.  Some people will look at this with suspicion, thinking 

perhaps, Anon.donor has some long-term evil agenda behind his support of the 

Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright.  I have met the man, and seen the 

account books.  Our bank account information is available to all initiated 

members of the Lodges.  Any one of us who wants to know the details of the 

finances and assets of the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, or each 

individual Lodge, has access to that information. Our Grand Lodge and 

individual Lodges have no reason to cook-the-books, or hide any assets.

Also, we are not set up like many past cults, that is, for the purpose of making 

money and putting a few people in charge of the lives of the followers. We do 

not do that here.  We have no reason to do that here. Because we have no need 

for money, we have no need to con people, and no need to seduce people into 

some ridiculous form of slavery for the sake of the vanity and ego of our leaders. 

Those things have been standard procedure in many cults, and given cults a bad 

name. Truthfully, some of our biggest cults, and most widely accepted cults con 

more people out of more money than any religious or sex cult.  We call our 

widely accepted cults, the Democratic and the Republican Parties in the United 

States.  They act like cults, pushing specific agendas, and gathering hundreds of 

millions of dollars, and tens of thousands of faithful followers.

Our huge political cults, cause more trouble in the lives of more people than any 

little half-ass sex cult could ever do.  The big political cults push inaccurate 

versions of reality on entire populations, and waste billions of dollars on State 

and Federal elections. Money which would be better spent on improving local 

schools. Or to repair roads.  Or to repair bridges.  Our political cults pass laws, 

or avoid passing laws, based on what the cult leaders want most in this or that 

election year.  The laws often have little to do with improving our civilization, 

and nothing at all to do with improving the daily lives of hundreds of millions of 

citizens.  The cult leaders decide what they want to do, and push that agenda on 

hundreds of millions of people.  Usually, this is about making money for a small 

group of people, at the expense of hundreds of millions of people.

I am aware, many people do not consider the Democratic and Republican Parties 

national political cults.  But they sure look that way to me.
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As with my sexual religious preferences, I am not telling other people what to 

think or what to do, nor saying the wonderful political cult they belong to is a 

huge fraud.  Many people enjoy being part of those huge political cults.  It 

makes them feel they have some control over their lives, and some influence on 

what State and Federal governments do, and do not do.  To each their own. 

During my lifetime, during my short 26 years, it seems to me, most State and 

Federal governments, in the U.S. and elsewhere around the world, do exactly 

what the cult leaders want to do.  With or without the approval of their citizens.

Leaders appear to respond, only when thousands of citizens show up in the 

streets protesting for this or that cause.  Why are leaders so oblivious and 

unconcerned about public opinion, until public anger becomes a crisis, with 

thousands of citizens marching in the streets?  Some nations simply do not care 

at all, as in China.  As in Hong Kong, where the street protest leaders are put in 

jail. Or financially destroyed.  Our own leaders in the U.S., Canada and some 

countries in Europe are slightly more subtle in their suppression of dissent.  Our 

cult leaders use tools of mass propaganda, leading many young people to believe 

protesting in the streets, or protesting at all, is a waste of time.  The propaganda 

creates obedient, submissive economic slaves, tens of millions of economic 

slaves under the age of 30. 

I need to say: That is not the kind of civilization I wish to live in.  People who 

have trouble accepting cults like the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, 

should take a close look at their own political cults.  And ask themselves, who 

exactly do they want in charge of the big decisions which effect millions of 

lives.  Are they willing to go along with the agendas of their own cult leaders?
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Chapter Sixteen.    Random Thoughts with Roscoe

 [ One day last summer, as Roscoe was editing a movie, we struck up a 
conversation, leading in many directions.  I flipped on my cell-phone and 
recorded it.  Below is a transcription from my cell recording. G.G. ]

Roscoe:  “People with small and defective imaginations really try very hard to 
make other people buy into desperate ways of thinking.  Such people want to 
prevent other people from having fun.  Simply because they have forgotten how 
to have fun for themselves, and feel left out.  And they can never admit that fact 
to anyone. Constipated minds, remain constipated, because those minds have run 
out of good ideas. This remains true, one generation to the next.”

Roscoe chose to slow down a 5-second clip of Amber having a loud orgasm. He 
separated the audio, and extended the audio track to make Amber's vocalizations 
fill the whole clip. Slow motion allows the audience to fully appreciate Amber's 
sustained orgasm, to view each jolt and tremor of her joyful body.  He boosted 
the audio of every little sigh and whimper to match Amber's loud orgasmic 
peaks.

Continuing his thoughts, he said, “Such people, through personal disappointment 
with their own lives, or simple jealousy of other people's lives, often talk a good 
game.  They are well educated and articulate ideas clearly, and include pithy 
references to this or that well-established philosopher or scientific professional.
And hope the rest of us will be bobble-heads, nodding in agreement with each 
turn of the logical and well-presented, and thoroughly depressing point of view. 
They want us to be bobble-heads with not one original and joyful thought 
crossing our minds.  Such conversations are desperate forms of intellectual 
manipulation, sour propaganda flowing forth in flowery phrases, intended to 
destroy, once and for all, every last shred of spontaneous human joy.

When I speak about Universal Oneness, and Universal Joy, such people have no 
frame-of-reference. They have only read nihilistic and miserable philosophers. 
They quote Kierkegaard, Nietzsche, Sartre or Ayn Rand.  “Since boredom 

advances and boredom is the root of all evil, no wonder, then, that the world 

goes backwards, that evil spreads. This can be traced back to the very beginning 

of the world. The gods were bored; therefore they created human beings.” Soren 
Kierkegaard said this and expected us all to believe he was making an accurate 
observation of reality.

And Kierkegaard also said, “Listen to the cry of a woman in labor at the hour of 

giving birth, look at the dying man's struggle at his last extremity, and then tell  

me whether something that begins and ends thus could be intended for  

enjoyment.”

These quotes are witty and clever, but more a statement of personal 
disappointment than a clear-headed observation of reality.  Many things 
Kierkegaard said contain some optimism, and I don't mean to single him out.
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There have been many, very smart people who spout clever phrases, and 
honestly believe they are accurately describing reality.  And identifying 
Universals. In truth, they often simply identify universal disappointments.

A well-educated, self-confident person, who feels they have a good bead on 
reality, will listen to my descriptions of my own personal experiences, my own 
experiences with Oneness and with Joy (of all kinds) and believe I am making it  

all up, telling a fantasy story.  Such people do not allow themselves the 
intellectual, nor emotional, nor spiritual freedom to consider the frightening 
possibility:  Their view of reality, their view of personal interactions, their view 
of society, politics, 21

st
 Century civilization, and past civilizations might be 

inaccurate, small and defective.  Some unhappy people with large quantities of 
intellectual vanity hold fast to their slightly, or overtly defective worldviews.

There is little I can do about that.  My personal goal is to spark some creative 
thinking in young people's minds, before they grow petrified and disappointed, 
clinging to old and useless ideas.”

Roscoe paused, to edit a clip of his face, his mouth and tongue enjoying the 
vaginae of Amber and Beth. In the clip Roscoe's mouth moves from one girl to 
the other, and back again... several times.  Roscoe played the last part in slow 
motion, as the camera moves from Beth's vagina to her orgasmic face.  He 
boosted the volume of Beth's orgasm. 

Then, continuing with his train of thought:
“The fact is, most citizens of our planet do not get their worldview, their view of 
Truth and view of Reality from Soren Kierkegaard, or any of the other famous 
philosophers.  Most people develop personal versions of reality based solely on 
Ad Copy.  That is, the most successful, sentences and phrases from corporate and 
government propaganda.  The ad copy writers are as witty and clever, and every 
bit as articulate as Soren Kierkegaard.  The big difference is, the ad writers do 
not even attempt to articulate an accurate description of reality.  The ad writers 
write what they are told to write, and the sole purpose is to sell large populations 
of people on this or that idea.  In other words, to control what people think.  Ad 
copy is deliberately invented cultural propaganda, intended to enslave the minds 

of millions of people.

I will tell you this, Garabed. Rudyard Kipling wrote about this subject almost 
exactly 100 years ago.  He wrote a poem about Copybook Headings.  
The "copybook headings" to which the title refers were proverbs or maxims, 
often drawn from sermons and scripture extolling virtue and wisdom, that were 
printed at the top of the pages of copybooks, special notebooks used by 19th-
century British schoolchildren. The students had to copy the maxims repeatedly
, by hand, down the page. The exercise was thought to serve simultaneously as 
a form of moral education and penmanship practice. 

Rudyard Kipling realized the popular versions of Truth and Reality, as seen by 
most of his fellow citizens, and especially to the leaders of governments and 
business, those individual people held versions of truth and reality they acquired, 
word for word, from some copybook. Requiring no independent thought.
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In other words, the ad copy writers and speech writers, for corporations and for 
governments are creating a worldview for everyone else to absorb and honestly 
believe.

[  I include the Kipling poem below for reference. G.G. ]

The Gods of the Copybook Headings

I make my proper prostrations to the Gods of the Market-Place.
Peering through reverent fingers I watch them flourish and fall,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings, I notice, outlast them all.

We were living in trees when they met us. They showed us each in turn
That Water would certainly wet us, as Fire would certainly burn:
But we found them lacking in Uplift, Vision and Breadth of Mind,
So we left them to teach the Gorillas while we followed the March of Mankind.

We moved as the Spirit listed. They never altered their pace,
Being neither cloud nor wind-borne like the Gods of the Market Place,
But they always caught up with our progress, and presently word would come
That a tribe had been wiped off its icefield, or the lights had gone out in Rome.

With the Hopes that our World is built on they were utterly out of touch.
They denied that the Moon was Stilton; they denied she was even Dutch.
They denied that Wishes were Horses; they denied that a Pig had Wings.
So we worshiped the Gods of the Market Who promised these beautiful things.

When the Cambrian measures were forming, They promised perpetual peace.
They swore, if we gave them our weapons, that the wars of the tribes would 
cease.
But when we disarmed They sold us and delivered us bound to our foe,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "Stick to the Devil you know."

On the first Feminian Sandstones we were promised the Fuller Life
(Which started by loving our neighbor and ended by loving his wife)
Till our women had no more children and the men lost reason and faith,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "The Wages of Sin is Death."

In the Carboniferous Epoch we were promised abundance for all,
By robbing selected Peter to pay for collective Paul;
But, though we had plenty of money, there was nothing our money could buy,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "If you don't work you die."
 
Then the Gods of the Market tumbled, and their smooth-tongued wizards 
withdrew,
And the hearts of the meanest were humbled and began to believe it was true
That All is not Gold that Glitters, and Two and Two make Four—
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And the Gods of the Copybook Headings limped up to explain it once more.

As it will be in the future, it was at the birth of Man—
There are only four things certain since Social Progress began:—
That the Dog returns to his Vomit and the Sow returns to her Mire,
And the burnt Fool's bandaged finger goes wabbling back to the Fire;
And that after this is accomplished, and the brave new world begins
When all men are paid for existing and no man must pay for his sins,
As surely as Water will wet us, as surely as Fire will burn,
The Gods of the Copybook Headings with terror and slaughter return!

Rudyard Kipling.  1919   

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Roscoe continued: “As I said, my personal goal is to spark some creative and 
independent thinking in young people's minds, before they grow petrified and 
disappointed, clinging to old and useless ideas.  And end up as very sad as 
Rudyard Kipling.”

After listening to all this, I could not help myself.  I said:  “Roscoe, are you so 
certain your own ideas will not be considered old and useless, 20, 30, 40 or 50 
years from now?”

Roscoe replied:  “My dear, Garabed.  I honestly hope and pray my ideas are old 
and useless 20, 30, 40 and 50 years from now!  My primary goal is to get people 
thinking for themselves, and creating the new ideas they need.  Every generation 
needs new ideas to adapt to their new situations.  I want my ideas to become 
obsolete as people invent new ways of seeing, ways I could never have 
imagined.  Independent, active creative thought, and clear-headed accurate 
observations are essential to building sustainable happiness.  Many young people 
do not seem to know this.  They latch on to trendy self-definitions, and trendy 
worldviews, and do not think independently of those pop culture views, which 
are often deliberately invented cultural propaganda, intended to enslave their 

minds. (As with banks running million-dollar ad campaigns, flashy images of 
happy young people signing up for credit cards, to improve their credit ratings, 
so they will certainly live happily ever after!)  

Garabed:  “Do you really believe the thousands of young men who watch our 
videos, and jack-off to our pretty girls, will be paying attention to any of the 
ideas you are offering.  Will any significant percentage of those young men
think about the various ideas we offer in our feature-length films?”

Roscoe:  “Who the hell knows?”  He smiled warmly. “I do not know. I hold out 
some hope, the smarter boys, the intellectually curious boys will pick up a few 
ideas and run with them.  My ideas play in the background, like catchy music.
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Almost like hearing a catchy tune, a boy might start to hum it to himself.  They 
might not deliberately think on my ideas at the moment they are jacking it, 
watching Beth have orgasms.  But, they may think on the ideas later, when they 
are calm, and remember what was being said while Beth had that big, purple 
dildo inside her!”

Garabed:  “Roscoe, I find you to be on most occasions, ridiculously optimistic.”
Roscoe:    “Thank you.  I do my best.”

Garabed:  “What I appreciate most about your philosophy is its cheerfulness. 
Schopenhauer, Kierkegaard, Nietzsche will never be mistaken for cheerful.
And you do not say your way is the only way, or even the best way.  You let 
people make up their own minds about how they choose to live. Do you 
remember what you said when I came to the island?”

Roscoe:  “Hahahahahah!  Yes. I remember clearly.

[  Anon.donor had purchased a small island off-shore from Vancouver Island, 
British Columbia.  When I visited Roscoe, he said, “I don't know what you do on 
your island. That is entirely up to you. This is what we do on our island.  And we 
will continue to do so.”

Roscoe said this while standing near the beach, on a sunny summer day, on his 
small tree-covered island.  He was wearing a bright blue and yellow Hawaiian
shirt with a big Toucan on the back, and wearing loose khaki shorts.  Rosalee 
and Beth were with him.  Both completely naked, wearing only their sun tans. 
Roscoe spoke with me while he was kissing... more like making-out tongue in 
mouth... with Sister Rosalee.  He was caressing and squeezing Beth 
Darmstadt's, firm, beautiful young naked breasts as he made out with Rosalee. 
I noticed both girls had wet vaginae.  Moisture glistened from their pubic lips 
in bright sunlight.  That is my kind of island! ]

I started flipping through a stack of Gina Caprice Swan's paintings.  Acrylic on 
canvas paintings, 10 inches to 3 feet tall. Eighteen to twenty of Gina's paintings 
were leaning against a wall.  I said: “Roscoe, is Gina still making art?  I really 
enjoy some of these.  Some are as good as anything Jackson Pollock created.”

Roscoe:  “I agree.  I have thought for a long time about the big con job, which 
is the Art Business.  Who exactly decides what are is worthwhile, and what art 
is not worthwhile?  It is clear, the art which fetches the most money at 
Christie's is not the best art ever invented.  The problem of determining the 
actual human value of a piece of art, that problem is seen in all areas of art: 
writing poems, writing novels, writing plays, composing music, making 
movies.  Like with philosophic ideas, often an elite, a group of self-declared 
experts pushes their version of value on the rest of us.”

Garabed:  “I notice this most in the painting and sculpture world in the past 
forty years.  It truly becomes ridiculous.  A taxidermy of a shark in 
formaldehyde behind glass, sold as a sculpture for eight million dollars.”
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Roscoe:  “Let's talk about money and the relative importance of things. 
Abstract expressionist paintings by our lovely Gina Caprice Swan have never 
sold for millions of dollars.  Few of the several hundred thousand people who 
have seen Gina in our movies sucking my cock, have seen her paintings.  So, 
what is the actual human value of her paintings?  What is the actual value of 
any painting or any work of art?  

It is a provable fact, more viewers are entertained each day by watching pretty 
girls suck on cock, far more people than are ever entertained by all the abstract 
expressionist paintings ever created.  Even Jackson Pollock will never have as 
many viewers as viewers of porn.  If one of Gina's paintings sold at auction, at 
Christie's in New York for one million dollars, then she would be considered an 
important artist, just like Jackson Pollock.

If she sold several paintings, Gina's talent for sucking cock and her talent for 
fixing cars would no longer be important.  In our society only the money-
making talents are taken seriously and considered important.  So, if we are 
talking about entertainment and talking about art, is the value of any creation 
determined by the number of viewers, as measured by Google?  Or by cash 
value, by the dollar amount someone paid for that entertainment?  

Porn wins by viewers.  Jackson Pollock wins by dollar amounts.  58.4 million 
dollars is the highest price paid at auction for a Jackson Pollock painting. 
Several other Pollock paintings have sold for around 20 million dollars each.

I will tell you this:  Gina Caprice Swan's existence, everything she is, her 
talents, her intelligence, her beauty, her art... everything she is, is more valuable 
than any painting by Jackson Pollock.  I would say this about every girl, every 
one of my female Followers, even the ones who have never sucked my cock.
So, what is the actual human value of any entertainment?  And why do a few 
viewers spend millions of dollars on Jackson Pollock paintings, while no art 
lover spends one thin dime to support the work and the life of Gina Caprice 
Swan?

So, what is the actual human value of any entertainment?  The value of any 
painting.  The value of any good blowjob?  The value of any video clip or any 
feature length film, or any work of art?   If my assessment is accurate, Gina 
Swan and many other beautiful, talented and intelligent girls are more valuable 
than any 20 million-dollar Jackson Pollock painting.  More valuable than 
hundreds of paintings and sculptures, sold at ridiculous prices to millionaires 
and billionaires. 

If my assessment is correct, hundreds of millions of dollars are being spent on 
unimportant things. Why would any sane person pay 20 million dollars for one 
painting.  They could give $500,000 each, to forty different beautiful, smart, 
intelligent young women, to encourage those women and pay their rent for 
awhile, as the girls developed their talents. If the rich art collectors truly valued 
art, they could pay forty different abstract expressionist painters $500,000 each 
and get forty new works of art, probably more like eighty new works of art.
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The collectors could get a lot more for their money.  And serve the cause of 
supporting living artists, or living young women.  If art and individual people 
were considered important and valuable, hundreds of millions of dollars would 
not be wasted.  In our civilization that is not how art and entertainment works. 
The perceived value or the quick thrill is usually more important than the actual 
value and the lasting thrill.  I could go on for days about what “actual value” 
means!”

As Beth says:

                             The Whole Point

The whole point of a beautiful naked woman 
reading a beautiful poem is:   
To get your attention!

If your mind is wandering, going nowhere,
distracted, treading water, 
wasting precious moments of your life,
you will never learn a few essential ideas.
Likewise, when you enjoy the beautiful        
smiling and cheerful naked woman
only because she helps you jack-off,                      
as lovely as that is,
you are missing the point.

The beautiful naked woman exists                          
to open your desire, to throw wide
your imagination, and what you learn
from that experience is entirely up to you.

You may have exquisite orgasms with her, watching her.
Or, you may rise-up in love with her                     
and have exquisite orgasms with her.
(We do not fall in love, we rise-up.)

Exquisite orgasms alone will teach you
next to nothing.
All important philosophical ideas rise-up, each time
your love and your imagination are set on fire,
made valuable, made sacred by the beauty 
of a friendly, cheerful, smiling and willing
beautiful naked woman
reading a beautiful poem.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Garabed:  "There are so many important ideas, and important works of art which 
never reach a large audience, or any audience at all beyond the thinker, the artist 
and their small circle of friends.  I think about this when I watch Rosalee's video, 
the one called, Rosalee's School for Girls.

Rosalee says:

Truly, I do not mind bringing pleasure to this boy, or that boy, 
or the occasional, generous, friendly elderly gentleman. 
Clearly, they need what I offer. And it is not just unimportant play. They truly 
need what I offer. They need what I offer, 
because other females in their lives are just not getting the job done. 

There are far too many female humans who show little or no interest in pleasing 
boys. Not even in pleasing one special boy. 
And other immature females get obsessed with this or that abuser or loser,
and their sexual imagination goes no further than pleasing that one worthless 
son-of-a-bitch asshole.

Other girls decide boys are essentially irrelevant. Boys are to be used, 
to achieve this or that goal.
Some handsome boys can even be adored for awhile, 
and then completely forgotten. 
Some female humans are entirely inconsistent in their emotional 
and sexual behavior. Some form self-destructive
attachments to abusive people, or to lazy, unintelligent, pathetic losers. 
I do not mean to criticize the entire female population, 
but far too many girls have no common sense at all. I simply say what I see.

Some girls miss many good opportunities. 
Good opportunities to be loved, and to create long-term,
close and solid friendships with worthwhile men. 
Some females are simply not paying attention.
Some females are not paying attention most of the time. 
In their twenties, some girls decide they know-it-all, 
and build their lives around that inaccurate assumption. 
They know how to get what they
want. They know how to manage boys. 
They know how to make money. 
They know the ropes of this,
or that working environment. 
In truth, they have invented fantasies about the whole she-bang. 
They have fantasies about love and romance, 
with some gorgeous and chatty young man. 
Sometimes the delicious young man also has a good job. 
A handsome man with a good job is certainly better than a
handsome man with no job, and no ambition for getting a good job.
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Some girls hook-up with the losers, come hell or high water, 
they have convinced themselves they will do anything, 
absolutely anything for the man they love. 
The fact is, such girls will take it in the ass,
and take it in the ass. And make sandwiches, 
and take it in the ass for boys who do not love them at all. 
The boys are often there to sit on the couch, and smoke weed, 
and pump ass and eat the nice sandwiches. 

Some girls go through several relationships like that,
telling themselves they are loving their man, truly, deeply, 
unconditionally, loving their man romantically forever. 
Only later, they understand what suckers they were, being played and played.

I look around and see, far too many people, both men and women, 
being played for some short-term,
unimportant reason. Only later, they understand 
how their own bad judgment made the disasters possible. 
The girls could have found a good man, with a good job, 
and a healthy, grown-up attitude,
instead of being with the abuser or the loser. 
So much damage is done this way. 

And all that damage is so unnecessary.  With a little common sense, 
it all could have been avoided. To younger women,
women in their late teens and twenties, I say: 
Do not be so easily played.  And do not imagine you have it all figured-out, 
and know all about love and sex and romance, and how to get what you want.
There is no need to play people, and no need to be played by other people. 
There is no reason to settle for anything less than actual love, and actual joy,
 and actual long-term friendships. 

Sustainable love, with mature people is available. 
There is no need to flip for the gorgeous loser, 
when you can find an equally gorgeous, absolute winner. 
And also, gorgeous is not always the most worthwhile
quality in a human being. Whether you prefer sex with men, 
or sex with women, you do not need to settle for any
abuser or any loser.

Oh, look! This elderly gentleman is ready to come! Let's get to it. Let's get 
this job done!  Watch me make the elderly gentleman spurt his cream! “

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

“Rosalee said all those things, in one of our erotic videos.  How many people 
heard her?  How many people paid attention?”
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Roscoe:  “We have no control over who pays attention to what.  Unlike 
corporations and governments, we are not in the propaganda business. We are in 

the truth-telling business.  Our truth-telling business is not nearly as popular as 
the breezy or loud propaganda most people listen to all day long.”

Garabed:  “I will now remind you of your past writings.” 

[  I brought this essay up on my laptop.  G.G. ]

Great Art Made Impossible By 

Superficial Entertainments

Charlotte Moorman was once naked, wrapped in plastic, performing a concert 
in 1966. People went to such Classical music concerts back then, and 
considered it fun and worthwhile. Now, not so much. We are over-saturated 
with flashy entertainment on our digital devices. (I really wanna be the guy 
holding the cello end-pin in my teeth! That looks like fun!!)

I think about fads within the art form we call, Classical Music. Many of the hot, 
trendy living composers of the 1960s and 1970s are nearly forgotten in the 
United States, known only among music geeks, and rarely performed. Even our 
most famous Classical composers, the Hollywood film composers, are rarely 
programmed by major symphony orchestras. When they do get programmed, it 
is collections of their film music, rather than pieces specifically composed as 
concert pieces, like a Symphony or a Violin Concerto. The fact is, the paying 
audience, the Symphony Board, and the major benefactors of most professional 
symphony orchestras, want to hear Brahms, Mozart, Beethoven and the other 
truly great, but thoroughly dead composers. 

They will put up with a short overture by some living composer, but that is 
usually as far as the audience will stretch its patience.

Given these circumstances, we have four categories of 21st Century classical 
music composers: 1.) The Hollywood composers, 2.) Academic composers -with 
some sort of reputation- with tenured university jobs. 3.) A small group of 
composers -with some sort of reputation- who are funded by one or two wealthy 
benefactors, and 4.) Talented and serious classical composers, who no one is 
ever likely to hear. All of this flies under the radar of most music lovers. As I 
said, as consumers of entertainment in the 21st Century United States, we are 
over-saturated, and hardly notice classical music at all. It struggles to remain a 
living, breathing and worthwhile art form. For the most part, audience time and 
money is spend elsewhere, on flashier things, usually visual art forms, film and 
video productions. The audio art form, Classical music, with its limited visual 
appeal, feels sort of old fashioned. Rock and pop music are often as much 
theater as they are music, so they fall into the entertainment category of video 
or theater, rather more than being exclusively music.
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Given these circumstances, it is nearly impossible for a talented, living Classical 
composer to gain any following, nor any financial support. This is the main 
reason we have not had a Beethoven nor a Mozart, nor Sibelius in the United 
States, and more broadly, on the entire planet for over 100 years. There needs to 
be a paying audience, to consume the art of the great artists. Great artists are 
being born, and they produce some art, but more often than not, they go 
unnoticed and unsupported by the civilization in which they live. Especially in 
the United States. Does anyone care enough about the art form called, Classical 
music, to do anything about this situation? Probably not. Again, we are an 
entertainment economy driven by flash and visual stimulation, not by the high 
artistic standards of a Beethoven, a Brahms, a Debussy, a Dvorak, a Nielsen 
or a Sibelius.

I point our this flaw in our civilization, because the situation does not only apply 
to composers. We can include, painters, poets, novelists, dancers, sculptors, and 
even scientists, inventors and innovative holistic doctors. Few people in these 
categories succeed, without serious money behind them, seriously good 
marketing plans, and opportunities to bring their art to large audiences. A 
scientist or an inventor working in an area of discovery which has no cachet 

among wealthy decision-makers, is lucky to even get a job at a small community 
college. Both the inventors and the innovative doctors also have another hurdle: 
Technology and medicine are huge businesses, and squash any competition. So 
when an inventor or a doctor comes up with something truly brilliant, the big 

guys want to own it, or those ideas may be suppressed, publicly denigrated, or 
worse, taken to court in the form of lawsuits, to permanently disable or destroy 
the lives of the inventor or the doctor.  Thank God this does not happen to most 
musicians and artists!

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Garabed:  I will now recite your famous Reality Check in 6 Line Items

Reality Check in 6 Line Items.

1. Whatever you learned in school about reality is 90% inaccurate. Useful skills 
are learned in schools, but all institutions of learning hold bias views about what 
is, and what is not good for society, civilization, personal health, economics, 
politics, etc... Millions of people get loads of nonsense poured into their brains, 
and believe most of that nonsense.

2. Clear thinking and accurate observations are essential to gaining an accurate 
and useful view of the world in which we live. People who accept, and rely on, 
the propaganda presented by leaders of government and leaders of business, will 
always be disappointed. They will be lied to, over decades, and may never reach 
an accurate worldview.
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3. Leaders of government and business, and leaders of science, technology and 
education are often not deliberately evil, often they simply lack understanding, 
and are so full of themselves, they do not even look for new and better ways to 
understand our world. A Prime Minister of Britain, or a President of the United 
States who orders the death of innocent people, people who are no threat at all to 
anyone, such leaders sincerely believe they are working for some higher or 
greater good, to accomplish some goal they imagine to be worthwhile. In some 
cases, the only worthwhile thing accomplished is selling more weapons to 
foreign governments, or securing contracts to make this or that small group of 
people very, very rich.

4. In reality, our current form of civilization in most places on Earth can 
accurately be described as economic slavery. An upper class hordes the wealth, 
and forces millions, billions of people to make money to perpetuate the wealth 
and increase the wealth of the small upper class.

In the U.S., the small upper class often loses all interest in the welfare of the 
majority of citizens, to the extreme of looting their retirement plans, and leaving 
millions of people to struggle in their old age. (This was the sub-prime mortgage 
crisis of 2008, where decision-makers at major banks chose to steal billions of 
dollars from millions of people. In that crisis, government leaders went along 
with the looting and even made it worse by bailing-out a few favorite failed 
banks.) 

5. The only solution I see to such huge, global problems is to grow better,  

smarter leaders within the small upper class, the class which makes all the big 
decisions. The big decisions are not voted-on by millions of citizens. Only a 
handful of people make such decisions. Therefore, we need a larger percentage 
of people in the upper classes with an accurate understanding of the self-
destructive results of economic slavery. Leaders with an understanding of 
Oneness.

6. Line-items no.1 to no.5 relate to our practical lives in the physical world. 
An understanding of those items is essential to creating Free Will, Free Choice,  

Freedom of Expression, and essential to creating government, business and 
economic systems which truly work, and truly improve the lives of billions of 
people. The Communist Party of China will brag about raising millions of 
people out of poverty, a noble goal. Except those millions of people remain 
social, political and economic slaves to a handful of leaders. And have no Free 
Speech. Democratic and Socialist countries are often no less brutal in 
suppressing their citizens. In the U.S. we are suppressed by political and 
economic propaganda, telling us to buy shit we do not need.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Roscoe:  I am amazed! You learned at that by heart!

Garabed:  Those ideas seemed important to me. So I memorized them.
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Roscoe:  "I really have no idea what is truly important.  I say what seems 
relevant to me at any given moment.  So much of what any person thinks and 
says pertains to their own personal moments, in their specific place and time, 
and is of no value at all 10 or 20 years later.  We all make the mistake of 
believing our place and time is static.  Our understanding of economic, social 
and political reality needs to adapt to constantly changing circumstances. The 
large truths, like Oneness, are useful across many decades. For this reason, I talk 
more about Oneness than about any passing trends, or passing, momentary 
versions of reality.  As I have said before, Oneness exists like the Rings of 

Saturn.  Oneness is what it is, and does what is does, regardless of what any 
person or group of people have to say about Oneness.  Our words and doctrines 
about religion or God or Eternity, may or may not be an accurate description of 
reality.“

Garabed:  “ The word 'eternal' is outside the capacity of our imaginations, even 
when we stand outdoors on a warm summer night in Montana, and look up at 
the stars.  The practical urgencies of our daily lives often leave little room to 
consider the larger realities.  Talk about things eternal or cosmic remain for 
many people in the realm of speculative fiction, like a sci-fi movie, or those 
shows about ancient alien astronauts.  When the larger ideas, like Oneness 
remain in the realm of fiction, the ideas have little effect on our daily lives.
It takes more thought and more effort to extend our creative imaginations to 
bring the big concept into useful purposes in our daily lives.  Without such 
effort, everything you have been teaching about will remain fictional story 

telling, as unimportant as Godzilla movies, and less important than the Real 
Housewives of Atlanta!”

Roscoe:  “I am painfully aware of this fact. For this reason, I want our physical 
Lodges to grow, and develop new teaching methods, to bring more people into 
our circle of teaching.  I need to draw a larger audience, and make rituals which 
are not so completely focused on sexuality and good orgasms.”
Garabed:  “It remains a fact.  We are far too promiscuous, far too concerned with 
pretty girls sucking cock, and pretty girls having their pussies eaten.  We truly 
need more family-friendly content, if we wish to expand our reach.  At present, 
we offer nothing at all to children. Children can also learn the concept of 
Oneness, but not in the ways we currently teach Oneness.”
Roscoe:  “This is really on my shoulders.  As the leader of the sex cult, it is up to 
me to invent the new teaching methods.  Up to now, I have not taken the time to 
consider teaching methods for anyone other than grown-ups.  I have been 
pushing the sex rituals, specifically to get grown-ups to use their bodies for 
spiritual purposes. So far, I have not thought much beyond my original 
intentions.”

Garabed:  “There are many, many scenes, with you eating pussy in our movies. I 
would not want to delete any one of those scenes with joyful pussies!  I love that 
sort of thing!  You overlooked the larger audience, because you were focused on 
the needs of the grown-ups in your immediate circle. You had no reason to think 

further  until  the  growth  of  our  Lodges .   I  do  not  believe  you  imagined  the  Lodges
 would  take  off  as  they  have  done.”
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Roscoe:  “Not at all.  At first, I was hesitant toward the whole idea of Lodges. I 
thought we would be better to remain exclusively online, without the burden of 
expensive real estate or the burden of large bank accounts.  Those things have 
destroyed the spiritual value of many religious organizations.  I think the 
Mennonites and the Amish are among the few religious groups who have not 
been corrupted by property and money.”

Garabed:  “Anon.donor has made it easy.  We have a large advantage over most 
religious organizations, simply because we do not need to raise any money at 
all. We have all the money we need, and will always have all the money we 
need.  This makes us immune to the mistakes made in the process of making 
money.  We need to generate no propaganda for the purpose of making money. 
Most large religious organizations cannot exist without such propaganda.”

Roscoe:  “My concern now is for the health and prosperity of each individual 
Lodge.  I demand each Lodge manage its own finances, with no assistance, and 
no-bail out loans from our Grand Lodge, when they have financial troubles. I 
specifically do not want the generosity of Anon.donor to extend to the 
individual Lodges, because I know some people might take advantage of his 
large bank accounts, and be less frugal and self-reliant as they should be.”

Garabed:  “People are that way.  There is no cure for innate human laziness. 
Hahahahah.  No amount of spiritual teaching can cure laziness, or lack of 
personal responsibility.  Some people will be irresponsible regardless of what 
we say or do.”

Roscoe:  “I know. I know. I am very practical in that way.  Tell me, Garabed,
What would make our Lodges more fun for you and other people?”

Garabed:  “Weed nights! Twice a month, we could have a weed party, where we 
can try out four or five strains of weed.  We can become cannabis connoisseurs, 
like some people are connoisseurs of wine.  'Ganjiers' seems to be catching on as 
a title for such connoisseurs.”
Roscoe:  “Oh, Garabed, I like that very much. We can encourage our Lodges to 
have community barbeques, and weed nights for the grown-ups!” 

Garabed:  “Speaking of weed...would you like some of this. It's called, Animal 
Cookies.”
Roscoe said with a big smile, “Yes!  I will fire-up the bong!”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

Roscoe and I spend a pleasnt twenty minutes getting stoned to heaven.  I highly 
recommend this procedure to all seekers of higher consciousness.  In this 
particular case, because of Roscoe's ability to conjure spirits, our experience of 
raised consciousness was a bit more fantasmigorical than most.
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Our friend Sierra sat nude on a low granite boulder.  Behind Sierra, Roscoe 
reaches down holding her small breasts in his hands, teasing her erect nipples. 
Reaching behind her fanny, Sierra holds Roscoe's erect cock in one hand, 
squeezing it in a pulsing rhythm. Roscoe is breathing hard, panting, ready to 
come. Being completely familiar with Roscoe's cock, Sierra relaxes her grip, 
touching the shaft lightly. Sierra knows how to keep Roscoe on the cusp of 
orgasm, as she feels the cockhead swell fully, and retract slightly, then swell full 
again. She keeps this going for several minutes, until Roscoe says: “I'm ready. 
Take my cream in your mouth. Let me come inside you.”

In that moment, as Roscoe fills Sierra's mouth with semen, a rift opens above 
the altar. The blue-green oval widens, electric strands burst from the edges, 
lashing out in all directions. Within the oval, Roscoe sees a vision of Azoth. 

It is summertime there, flowers in full bloom. After swallowing Roscoe's cream 
and cleaning her face with a moist towel, Sierra turns to watch the rift. This 
portal between our world and Azoth, floats three feet above the altar, filling the 
Temple with silver-blue light. The oval, now four feet wide and six feet high, 
emanates sound, like human or angelic voices, a celestial choir. Roscoe and 
Sierra put their robes back on, fastening leather belts securely around their 
waist.

They step up on the altar barefooted, and pass through the portal.

The two step out onto a summer lawn, the park with deer, where Roscoe had 
previously been.  They notice a playful faun or satyr in the distance, close a the 
wooden gazebo, the goat-footed fellow is... well, boinking Amber from behind! 
And Gina is helping!

This threesome went on for some time. Roscoe and Sierra moved to the gazebo 
for a better view. The place was active with humans, satyrs, centaurs, nymphs, 
angels, and a few minor deities. In addition to the Goat-God Pan sporting with 
Amber and Gina, six or seven other groups of humans and mythological 
creatures held picnics or small orgies on the lawn surrounding the gazebo.

Giggles, moans, whispers and sighs were heard, emanating from all directions. 
Three slender, nude, small-breasted pale nymphs brought Roscoe and Sierra 
trays of food and pitchers of water, juices and wine. A tray of grapes, mangoes, 
kiwi, strawberries, cherries, with slices of orange and pineapple arrived, 
followed by a tray of seven cheeses and sliced meats, followed by a tray of 
artisan breads, sweet breads and cookies. Sierra relaxed with a tall glass of 
lemonade, and Roscoe drank from a large bronze goblet, filled with a mixture of 
mango and papaya juices.  Looking down to the left, Roscoe watched the 
Horned-God Pan chase Amber and Gina around a large oak tree several times, at 
last catching Amber and lifting her up to sit on a low, wide branch. Soon Amber 
was dangling from the branch, her ankles around Pan's neck, pulling him toward 
her vagina. Amber had her arm wrapped tightly around the branch, allowing her 
body and legs to swing free below. Pan spread her thighs wide, nuzzling his 
furry face close to her pussy, pursing his wide lips to blow cool air onto her 
vaginal folds. Amber let out squeals of joy as the long tongue of the Goat-God 
flicked in and out of her, circling and darting about her vagina.
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At the same time, Gina rode the Goat-God's large cock. She had straddled the 
god, her smooth, pale, white thighs supported and roughly caressed by the 
coarse-haired muscular thighs of the Goat. Pan held Gina's hands firmly, 
allowing the girl to stretch out her arms and lean back, with her head almost 
touching the ground. In this position she received the full thrust of the God's 
cock, bouncing against his hairy hips. Amber continued to bounce her pussy 
against Pan's face. The threesome enjoyed this position eight to ten minutes until 
both girls were in full, loud orgasms.  Satisfied with his work, the Horned-God 
helped Amber down from the tree, breathless, panting, and he caressed Gina's 
large breasts, breathless and panting. All three lay down to cuddle on the warm 
grass, both Amber and Gina smiling up at Roscoe and Sierra. The girls laughed, 
giggled and waved their hands, happy to know Roscoe and Sierra had seen them 
fucking the Horned-God. Pan's cock was still fully erect. The god had not 
achieved an orgasm. He generously satisfied the human females, unconcerned 
about his own godly getting-off.  He was a calm god.  He knew he could spurt 
cream later.  As often as pleased him.

Sierra noticed the beautiful, thick, inviting erectile situation and said, “Roscoe, 
my love, I think I will go down and join Amber and Gina.”

With a nymph now sitting in his lap feeding him grapes, Roscoe replied, “Of 
course, sweetie. Go have some fun. That god still looks ready for a good time! 
Call me if you need me.” Roscoe could say no more, as the nymph was now 
kissing his mouth, with both her slender hands under his robe, caressing his 
cock and squeezing his testicles.  Sierra introduced herself to Pan, and the god 
welcomed her, standing up on his powerful goat-legs. He was nearly seven feet 
tall. He shook both her hands with both his hands, then placed Sierra's right 
hand on his full erection. The Horned-God said, “Sierra, little one, it is also 
considered polite to shake the phallus of a satyr.” Laughing out loud and 
smiling, Sierra did as she was invited to do, vigorously shaking the god's cock 
as if she was shaking a third hand!

Sierra lay down near Amber and Gina. All three girls simultaneously decided it 
was time to finish the job, time to see what the Goat-God could do; time to get 
him off. Amber, Gina and Sierra took turns holding the Horned-God's cockhead 
in their mouths.  It was large, nearly the size of a small orange. 

It was, therefore, not possible to take the god's erection fully into any human 
mouth. The girls satisfied their oral needs by sucking and licking along the 
shaft, sucked and licked the beautiful brown cockhead. For some time, all three 
girls had their mouths on the celestial phallus at the same time, often squeezing 
and caressing the god's dangling balls as they sucked him. Pan smiled and 
laughed, and laughed some more as he ate grapes, as he caressed their breasts, 
teased their vaginae with his long fingers, and gently petted and smooth the hair 
on their heads. The girls spread their thighs wide as they kissed the god, 
allowing him to finger and caress their pubic folds, without obstructions. 

Roscoe was intrigued by this scene and wished he had his high-resolution video 
gear with him. He kept thinking, “Damn! This would make a great movie! How 
often to we get to see the Horned-God sucked off by three beautiful girls?! 
Never.  This would be film history and religious history at the same time!”
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One lovely nymph now had Roscoe's cock fully inside her mouth, and a second 
nymph was kissing Roscoe's mouth. Roscoe peaked over her smooth, tan 
shoulder and saw the Horned-God gush a geyser of godly semen, three feet into 
the air!  All three girls had hands around the long, thick shaft, stroking and 
squeezing.  At the same instant, Roscoe spurted his modest human cream into 
one nymph's warm mouth, and the second nymph whispered, 
“Welcome to Azoth.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Chapter Seventeen.   The Beginning

Section 1.   Preparations for Bestowing Oneness to All

When Roscoe woke at 5:23am in a cottage near Dallas, Texas, a robin was 
singing in the bushes outside the window.  Half awake, Roscoe got up, quietly 
opened the window and lay back down in his bed.  He wanted to hear the bird 
more clearly.  He remembered a robin is a thrush, like its close relatives the 
Hermit Thrush, the Wood Thrush and the Veery.  Robins are much less shy, and 
seen more often than other thrushes.  They all sing beautifully.

Roscoe considers his recent history. He has had a wild ride the last fifteen years. 
There is always something new to consider, new ideas to consider carefully 
when one is the leader of an international sex cult, with tens of thousands of 
Followers.  He does not have sex as often at 80 years old as he did at 65 years 
old.  He is OK with that.  He has wonderful memories, and he is still surrounded 
by 5, 10 or 15 beautiful naked, friendly, cheerful and willing young women, 
anytime he wishes to be surrounded by beautiful naked, friendly, cheerful and 
willing young women.   At times, he prefers to be alone with Beth, in the garden 
sipping iced tea and listening to birds.

Oneness remains the primary idea of all his teaching.  He keeps trying to invent 
new ways, inviting ways to encourage people to consider the wonderful reality 
of Oneness.  Stories and rituals to help people drop the old ideas of Separateness 

as promoted by several major religions, and promoted by leaders of nations and 
leaders of corporations.  A firm belief in Oneness is an effective way to keep 
people from enslaving each other, or robbing each other blind, or killing each 
other.  People in many places in our modern 21st Century, remain willing and 
able to enslave, rob or kill each other at a moments notice!

As if the peaceful teachings of major religions have served no good purpose at 
all, across more than 2000 years of non-stop preaching. Some brilliant, lovely 
architecture, some wonderful music, some beautiful ceremonies and rituals, but 
none of that has managed to convince some people to behave better.  Far from it. 
Powerful people remain focused on one single objective: enslave as many people 
as possible, and grow richer and richer from that enslavement.  Protect the old 
set-up, a small group of slave-owners, and millions of economic slaves, 
worldwide. Protect that old form of social and political control by any and all 
means available.  Let the elite class move from one decade to the next, 
transferring their single-minded philosophy from one elite generation to the next.

The rest of us, the hundreds of millions of economic slaves are expected to go 
along with that program, forever!  Until the end of time.  A philosophy of 
Oneness is entirely opposed to this continued economic enslavement, and 
opposed to the enslavement of minds which precedes the economic enslavement. 
That is, the perennial stream of propaganda, propaganda designed to convince 
young people economic enslavement is the best possible form of civilization. To 
convince young people, credit card debt, and debt of all kinds makes your life 
wonderful and prosperous, and happy and glamorous.
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This is what I see on TV and internet ads, one decade to the next.  Attempts to 
enslave minds, to convince people to enjoy and support their own enslavement.

Roscoe has experienced the brutal intentions of the powerful.  Powerful people 
clearly understand the threat of Roscoe's on-going Gospel of Oneness.  Powerful 
people are eager to shut Roscoe down, to eliminate the cult of the Sacred 
Followers of Roscoe Forthright.  So far, no one has been killed in this battle. 
But Lodges have been threatened, and a few burned to the ground.  The police 
reports say those fires were accidental, with no one to blame.  That is far from 
accurate.  The fires were arson.  Every single one of them. This shows the power 
of the elite to put lies on paper, in official reports.  Their attempt to alter reality 
by filing official reports and summary papers with government stamps, and 
authorized signatures.

Also, Anon.donor has hired two buildings full of internet geniuses, to prevent 
government and corporate hacking of our servers.  This is an ongoing battle. 
Anon.donor remains slightly more creative and clever than the people attempting 
to hack us and shut us down.  Our servers currently have the same level of 
security as banks for crypto-asset investors, buried in the bunkers in 
the Swiss Alps. One step ahead of the government and corporate hackers.

For the people wishing to shut us down, hundreds of billions of dollars are at 
stake, with the potential loss of hundreds of millions of economic slaves. 
Oneness has already turned tens of thousands of former slaves into self-reliant 
independent business people, no longer slave to any government nor any 
corporate agenda.  Oneness, is not deliberately subversive to government and 
corporate agendas, but that is the end result, when millions of people begin to 
think independently, and no longer go along with the pushed propaganda. The 
success rate of our philosophy of Oneness, creating mental and economic 
freedom in the lives of our Followers... the success rate is very high, over 90%.

Few corporate and government propaganda programs can claim that kind of 
success rate.  Establish religions also, do not like us one bit. We are a threat to 
their continued wealth and their continued existence. More and more young 
people display little or no interest in the old religions. They find nothing of value 
in the old ceremonies and ancient scriptures, and mind-numbing sets of rules. 
Judaism has specific problems with specific ancient traditions.  Many young 
parents do not wish to slice off the foreskins of their male children.  Many young 
parents see that as barbaric.  A deliberate form of child abuse perpetuated across 
hundreds of years!  Absolutely barbaric!

All these things, Roscoe considers, as he lays in bed, listening to the robin 
outside the window in Texas.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Section 2.  A Private Conversation with Anon.donor

Roscoe suggested I meet with Anon.donor in some secure location to document 
our benefactor's views on the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, and 
whatever else the man may wish to say.  Anon.donor has been self-protective 
and secretive from the start, knowing his own wealth and his own person are 
equally at risk.  Knowing the powerful people who wish to shut Roscoe down, 
would also enjoy shutting Anon.donor down, and preventing anything similar to 
Roscoe and his Lodges from popping up again, under some other name.

I was instructed to be at a specific set of GPS coordinates in the woods of 
northern Montana, 40 miles from the nearest cell tower, 10 miles from the 
nearest electrical grid.  Anon.donor communicated with me by shortwave radio, 
and two long antennas attached to his Jeep.  When I saw the vehicle, it reminded 
me of a large metal insect, the antennae sticking up twelve feet into the air.  The 
tall man wearing aviator sunglasses, walked over to my Toyota pickup.  I got out 
and we shook hands.

Garabed Gregorian:  “Good to meet you, sir.  I am pleased to thank you in 
person for making Roscoe's work possible.

Anon.donor:  “My pleasure.  My distinct, and ongoing pleasure.  Come, let's sit 
over there in the shade by the cabin.”

We walked fifty yards or so to a rustic, but well kept log cabin, under a stand of 
cedar trees.  A picnic table sat under a large awning attached to the cabin.

Anon.donor:  “Roscoe tells me he is doing well.  And now has all the staff he 
needs to keep up with the demand for spiritual learning. Honestly, I never 
imagined the spiritual learning business would grow so quickly, and reach so 
many people.  I expected it would take twenty or thirty years to reach the 
demographics we have gathered.”

Garabed: “I suppose your intention from the start was to reach a large 
audience?”

Anon.donor:  “Oh, yes.  That was a primary focus of my business model. I saw 
early on the potential of Roscoe's erotic films and his singular, unique 
philosophy...the whole idea of Universal Oneness as having great public appeal. 
It simply needed to be well-financed.  And presented to the public in a non-
threatening and credible way.  For example:  If we had created a mega-church 
and run ads on television, and done high-profile marketing campaigns with big-
shot celebrities, we would have failed.  Most everyone is suspect of that kind of 
religious marketing. We needed to work in an underground sort of way, gaining a 
following on the internet, without ever appearing as a corporate entity pushing 
some religious product. Roscoe's use of x-rated videos was perfect for this.  In 
the beginning no corporate, government or religious organization felt threatened 
by Roscoe Forthright.
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They believed no one would take Roscoe's religious thinking seriously, because 
the lessons were being delivered by beautiful, naked young women having 
orgasms!   Haahahahhahah!  At the time, ten and twelve years ago, most viewers 
did not take the religious teaching seriously.  By building your Followers 
completely under the radar of powerful people, we snuck up on them.  Roscoe 
had 50,000 to 60,000 Followers before any government, corporate or religious 
organization realized what was going on.”

Garabed:  “Have you ever participated in our Lodges, in person, or on 
Oneness2?”

Anon.donor: “Hahahahhhaaaa!   Oh, no dear boy!  I am far too shy for that.  And 
honestly I have no personal interest in the sexual activity, and no interest at all in 
the religious thinking.  I have no idea if Oneness is a factual description of 
Cosmic Reality, or not.  Cosmic cause and effect is really of no interest to me.
And I do not join cults, or religious organizations, or social organizations of any 
kind.  I am happy with my small circle of friends.  And, usually, I am far too 
busy with work to worry about Divine Truth, or increasing my circle of friends.”

[ Truthfully, I was stunned by these comments.  I had assumed Anon.donor was 
an enthusiastic believer in Oneness, giving Roscoe millions of dollars to promote 
our religious philosophy.]   Garabed:  “I do not understand.  I thought you were 
supporting our work because you believe in what we are teaching.”

Anon.donor:  “Oh, no.  Not at all.  I have nothing against the idea of Oneness. 
But it does not personally concern me, one way or another.  I do not care if 
Roscoe's description of reality is more accurate than some other religious or 
philosophic view of reality.  Those big questions are outside my areas of 
expertise, and I have no personal need to spend time thinking about such things.
My main concern from the start was this:  From the time I was 8 years old, 
watching the Evening News in Rotterdam, I realized Western Civilization is in 
sharp decline.  Our form of civilization rests on self-destructive ideas, and 
promotes self-destructive forms of economics.  From that time until now, it has 
been my personal goal, to find ways to redefine our civilization.  To save the 
good things.  And there are many good things about our form of civilization. 
Unfortunately, the destructive tendencies are far too powerful, and those 
tendencies make our civilization unsustainable.”

Garabed:  “I feel you are talking about something much larger than Black Lives 
Matter and global warming.”

Anon.donor:  “Hahahahhhahhhaha! Oh, Garabed! You have a great sense of 
humor!  Yes.  Global warming and racial nonsense are not real issues at all. Our 
social, economic and political systems will collapse long before global warming 
hurts anyone.  And racial tensions are trumped-up, literally Trumped-up to 
destabilize our society.  Our biggest threat is our entrenched, unblinking, purely 
evil and brutal, and truly global economic system... our pervasive system of 
economic slavery.  Billions of people spend most of their working lives making a 
handful of people millionaires and billionaires.  
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That is a definition of self-destruction!  The daily and monthly political and 
social nonsense never addresses the deeper, truly destructive problem of global 
slavery.   I never hear that discussed on the Evening News.  Once, only one time 
in the past 20 years, I heard a French university professor talk about the growing 
problem of economic oppression, in supposedly free nations.  He said our 
economies are headed down a steep road to self-destruction.  No one paid 
attention.  And, since that one interview,  I have never heard anyone, on any 
national broadcast, in any nation of Europe or North America say anything close 
to that.”

Garabed:  “We bury our heads in the sand. And hope the starving hyenas will go 
away.  And magic unicorns will appear, with rainbows and piles of money.”

Anon.donor:  “Exactly.  No one in public office.  And no one with a good job at 
a major college or university wants to discuss the terrifying central issue of our 
self-destruction: global economic slavery.”

Garabed:  “So.  That has been your purpose in supporting the teachings of 
Roscoe Forthright, the motivation to use your personal wealth to buy our 
buildings, to develop Oneness2, and pay for all our large events?

Anon.donor:  “Yes. From the start.  Roscoe knows this.  I am surprised he never 
mentioned this to you. He knows I have no interest in his religious teaching, and 
even less interest in his sex rituals.  As I said, I am far too shy to participate in 
anything like that!”

Garabed: “How do you measure your success, so far?  Are Roscoe's Followers a 
large enough group of voters, and a demographic large enough to create national 
or international change?  What changes are required to transition from our slave 
economy to something else, something more sane and more durable?”

Anon.donor:  “I truly wish college and university professors, and all those 
prestigious 'think-tanks' would spend a few years working on that issue.  To my 
knowledge, no one has invented a viable economic system to replace our system 
of economic slavery.  The big nation of China could tackle this issue if they 
chose to.  But their leadership has other goals.  Obsessive goals and fantasies of 
global economic conquest.  Political leaders in North America and Europe have 
no motivation to work on this problem, as they are part of the problem.  Most of 
our current leaders fully support economic slavery.  It works very well for 
them.”  

He paused for a few moments.  And indulged in his one vice.  He lit up a pre-
rolled marijuana joint.

“To answer the first part of your question.  I do believe Roscoe has gathered 
enough Followers to sway public opinion, and shake things up just enough to get 
several million people thinking about the problem of economic slavery.  Five or 
ten million people is more than enough to turn any political election in the U.S.
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 And, enough people to force corporations to create new paradigms, new 
paradigms in the relationship between employees and corporate leadership, and 
new relationships between corporations and the public who buys their products 
or services.  In other words, global business will be forced to be socially 
responsible, and be required, by their customers, to advance the good health of 
our civilization.  In other words, businesses of all kinds will stop raiding people's 
wallets, and stop trying to control or eliminate their competitors.  New and 
effective self-imposed mandates of civic responsibility need to become pervasive 
in our forms of economics. Up to now, most civic responsibility in corporate 
environments and government offices is a function of public relations  

propaganda, not a function of actual, meaningful change.”

Garabed: “What do you think about Roscoe's plan to rent the stadium in Dallas?”

Anon.donor: “Hahahahahahah!  I think it is brilliant!  Another stroke of Roscoe's 
marketing genius.  If he can fill that stadium, and put on a good show, his 
ambitions and my own ambitions will leap forward.  A wildly successful event, 
broadcast worldwide would certainly increase our potential for global economic 
change.  The cause of eradicating economic slavery does not even need to be 
mentioned.  A large public event, globally broadcast will double or triple the 
number of people who recognize the name Roscoe Forthright, and pay attention 
to what Roscoe has to say.  It is very likely he will start appearing on mainstream 
news broadcasts, and be in demand for guest appearances on talk shows.”

Garabed:  “Hahahahaha! I would love to see that! Our Roscoe on CNN or FOX 
News, talking about Oneness, and inviting attractive mainstream newswomen to 
participate in our sex rituals!  You are correct.  That would stimulate millions of 
views on our website, millions of views of our x-rated films.  And a few hundred 
thousand of those viewers will take some bits of information seriously, and start 
thinking about solving the economic slavery problem.”

Anon.donor:  “I truly hope all of that occurs.  Roscoe tells me he has some big 
surprise in store for the Dallas event.  He was truly mysterious about it, and I did 
not press the issue.  Has he said anything to you about it?”

Garabed:  “He was also mysterious with me.  He said he has invited some 'old 
friends' to entertain the crowd.  He did not mention names.  I really do not think 
Roscoe knows any Hollywood stars, or media stars of any kind.  He has 
deliberately avoided rubbing shoulders with the high profile celebrity crowd.  I 
know he gets many invitations to celebrity events, and he throws all them into 
the trash.  So, I really have no idea who his secret guests are.  He only dropped 
one hint.  Roscoe said with a sly smile, “I know a terrific trumpet player!” “

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Section 3.       At Dallas Lodge No. 34                            

Two weeks before the big Event at the Dallas Cowboy Stadium, Jeb Forestter, 
the Master of Dallas Lodge No. 34 had his plate full.  Literally, he was at a 
Texas-style barbeque, and the Mayor of Dallas had just scooped a mountain of 
baked beans onto Jeb's overflowing plate. The City of Dallas threw this barbeque 
sponsored by the City Council, as a tourist marketing event, taking full 
advantage of the national and international media attention generated by Roscoe 
Forthright.  It became clear within a few days of the announcement of the Sacred 
Followers of Roscoe Forthright shindig, this would be big, BIG!  Perhaps the 
first major tourist opportunity since the Covid pandemic, over eight years ago. 
Tourism had not recovered in Dallas.  More than 50,000 hotel rooms sat empty 
in Dallas since Covid.  And the entire hospitality sector was on the verge of 
bankruptcy.

For this reason, the Mayor of Dallas was doing everything he could to make the 
bizarre sex cult Followers feel welcome in his city.  “There now, “ said the 
Mayor with a cheerful grin, “That should keep a big boy like you going for 
awhile!  Is there anything else you need?”

Jeb, replied, “Thank you, sir.  No.  Nothing at all. You have been a great help to 
us, getting all the forms signed, and getting the Police Department, Emergency 
Services and everyone else on board, and ready to sail.”
The Mayor said, “We do the best we can.  My city wants you and all your people 
to enjoy every moment, and take full advantage of everything we have to offer. 
You might not think so, but we are an international trade destination. Our Dallas 
Market Center has over five million square feet of showrooms, products of all 
kinds, something for everyone.  We welcome people from many countries and 
many religious beliefs.  Of course, most of us in Texas remain good Christians 
and go to church every Sunday, but we welcome people with other beliefs.”

Jeb smiled, “Truthfully, Mr. Mayor, I was surprised when you invited me to meet 
with you two months back.  I know our little cult is way off the scale for most 
people in Texas.  Under other circumstances, under different economic 
conditions, I would expect your boys in blue to run us out of town as fast as 
possible.  Over 77% of your citizens follow Jesus.  And we are really nothing at 
all like Jesus.”

The Mayor laughed long and loud, “Dear boy, we don't let our preachers get in 
the way of any good business deal. Yes, yes, we all know your rituals are more 
like orgies than anything I have at my church.  But, I am a practical man, and 
most of our business leaders agree, the benefits Roscoe brings to Dallas far out-
weigh any prissy concerns over morality.”   The Mayor downed a shot of 
whiskey and continued, “In fact, I have already put a muzzle on two 
fundamentalist Baptist groups, who got on local TV to rant over Roscoe 
Forthright perverting the morals of our young people.” 

Jeb got serious, and paid close attention. He said, “Mr. Mayor, I had no idea 
there were organized protests against us here.”   
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The Mayor patted Jeb on the back in a fatherly way, and said, “Nothing to worry 
about, my boy.  I have it under control.  Your porn videos and your church 
doctrines truly ruffle some feathers.  All our kids have instant internet on their 
cell-phones, and I am certain hundreds of young people in Dallas click on your 
web pages every single day.  That is not my concern.  Good clean fun, with 
pretty naked girls.  I am all for that.  Your physical presence in Dallas, your 
Lodge has never cause one single problem.  You are courteous with your 
neighbors, and never push anything sexual in public. In fact, you guys were so 
low key, I had no idea you had a Lodge in Dallas until three months ago. I only 
became aware of the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, because my buddy 
Larry, who runs the Cowboy Stadium called me up. He thought I should know 
about the contract he signed with your fellow, Anon.donor.”

“Thank you, Mr. Mayor,” Jeb replied, “We do our best to avoid trouble, in every 
place we have a Lodge. I am glad the business we bring to Dallas will benefit 
thousands of people.  You will find, all of our Followers, all 35 or 40 thousand of 
them are polite and courteous.  We are aware our way of doing things really 
upsets some people.  So we make an extra effort to keep our mouths shut when 
we need to, to maintain good relations with our neighbors.”

“I am glad to hear that, Jeb.  A big part of my job is crowd control.  I need to 
balance the pushy agendas of this group of people, with the pushy agendas of 
that group of people, and find some balance in the middle. And usually, my top 
priority is keeping our City in business, making sure our people have jobs, and 
can pay their rent.  I keep the lights turned on.  I have no interest in what this or 
that political party, or this or that corporate enterprise wants on any given day. 
My job is to keep the lights turned on and have some reasonably stable place of 
law and order, were people can pursue their lives, with minimal intrusion from 
their government.”

Jeb was honestly surprised by these comments.  He said, “Mr. Mayor, I wish 
other mayors in other cities had your clear vision about their jobs.  And your 
view of the place of government.  Government should stay out of people's lives 
as much as possible.  Nothing good happens when governments want to control 
every goddamn little thing, and extract money from every goddamn little thing.”

The Mayor said, “Some mayors, and many government officials think they are 
much more important than they actually are.  If they are not keeping the lights 
turned on, and keeping people employed, they are sucking at the public tit, and 
being as useless as dogs fucking behind dumpsters in New York City.”
                    

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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[ Author's note:  Jeb Forestter, Master of Dallas Lodge No. 34. provided me this 
commentary on establishing his Lodge, current and future projects.   G.G. ]

We were very lucky, the Independent Order of Odd Fellows in Corsicana, Texas 
rented us one of their Lodge buildings when we first arrived in Dallas.  Two years 
later, the building was put up for sale and we purchased it.  In this way we 
acquired a beautiful and comfortable space for rituals, meetings and dinners.
Located four miles away from the Dallas Botanical Garden, we are easy to get to
and convenient to many places we enjoy.

We started with nine members, being the same size as Portland Lodge No. 17. 
Since then we have grown to an astonishing 42 members, making us the largest 
Roscoe Lodge in the world.  As you know, most Lodges average around 8 to 10 
members.  It comes to my mind, we may need to restructure our Lodges to 
accommodate the fast, growing interest in our religion. Thousands more people 
wish to join, and be fully initiated Brothers and Sisters, and we are simply not 
equipped to handle that volume.

I might suggest we have three separate levels of organization, interacting with 
each other and supporting each other.  The largest level of organization would 
remain our public Oneness2, group masturbation zoom platform.  Oneness2 has 
been essential to the growth of our Lodges.  Users of Oneness2 often have no 
interest at all in pursuing our spiritual teaching, and that is exactly as it should be. 
We need to change nothing with that largest level of public interaction.  What we 
need to do is establish a second level of large community Lodges, less focused on 
sex rituals, and designed as a community gathering place, a dinner hall, a 
community resource center.  We could develop non-sexual initiation rituals for 
these new Lodges, rituals designed for a wider audience.  This would bring many 
thousands of people into our realm of religious thinking, to enjoy our sense of 
Oneness, without requiring each and every girl to suck cock.  Many girls are not 
interested in sucking cocks at Lodge.  

Because we started out small, with small, exclusive groups of girls who loved to 
suck cock, we never thought much about the larger audience, the much larger 
demographic of beautiful women who prefer to suck cock at home, and have no 
interest at all in sucking cock for ritual purposes.  Now, as we are a global 
organization, with a wide variety of personalities, we must adapt to the new 
circumstances, and make our religion comfortable and available to all those girls 
who are not interested in public sexuality, girls much more shy and demure, than 
Beth, Amber, Gina, Rosalee and our other lovely girls.

I see this as a slight adjustment.  We can present the philosophy of Oneness in less 
graphic detail, without the spurting cocks and orgasmic vaginae.  I believe this is 
possible to accomplish, without watering-down the impact or importance of 
deeply felt and physically felt Oneness.  Our goal can remain the same, but we 
can create rituals and teaching methods to accommodate the larger, wider 
audience. 
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If we look at this in terms of volume we can see our demographics in a clear 
context:

Oneness2       -  weekly online users:    18,000 to 20,000 individual people

Community Lodges  -   weekly in-person Lodge visits:   8000 people

Sex Ritual Lodges  -   weekly in-person Lodge visits:  500 to 600 people.

These proportions would better serve the needs of each individual group of 
people, and allow us to design new online and in-person activities and ritual 
content.  The new content will educate people on the concept of Universal 
Oneness in many different ways, reserving the sex rituals for the more exclusive, 
smaller Lodges.

Worldwide, our demographics are still very small, with a huge potential for 
growth.  I am suggesting growth will only be possible with the creation of the 
mid-level Community Lodges.  The overall proportions between the three levels 
of Roscoe Forthright Membership would remain the same, even as the number of 
individual users doubles and triples.

That is my two-cents worth.  I hope Roscoe is not offended by my projection of 
his ideas and his intentions into the future, to promote future growth.  I see the 
Community Lodges as essential, for the personal preferences of thousands of 
people, and also because non-sexual events and rituals will allow our philosophy 
of Oneness to include entire families, men, women and their children.  Family 
movie nights, family dinners and picnics.  All those events are fun and valuable in 
building a sense of community in each of our physical locations.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ

[  Roscoe's response. ]

Absolutely brilliant, Jeb!  Public interest grew so quickly, and with such 
enthusiasm, I did not think things through, as you have done.  Community 
Lodges are the next step, a part of our forward motion which I have completely 
ignored.  I will begin writing material and creating videos, specifically for the 
new Community Lodges.  We can discuss with Anon.donor the acquisition of 
large spaces for the larger audiences, though some of our former Masonic 
Lodges and I.O.O.F. Lodges have plenty of room, and would easily 
accommodate larger membership.   All good wishes to you, Jeb! 
Thank you so very much!

–  Roscoe, in Toronto, Canada.

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Section 4.        Amber and Roscoe discuss The Event. 

Amber Riverwood said:  “Roscoe, what exactly do you want me and the other 
girls to do?  Our videos and our movies are nothing like being on a huge stage in 
the center of the Dallas Cowboys Stadium. The biggest stage I ever played was 
in a strip club in Las Vegas.”

Roscoe replied:  Hhahahaah!  Oh, sweetie, don't be nervous. All you and the 
girls need do is sit there, and look pretty, and wave to the crowd like a Walt 
Disney Princess. You will be sitting naked on-stage, pleasant eye-candy for 
the audience until the show starts.  If you want to you can feed me grapes or 
massage my feet.”

Amber laughed:  “That's it?  No sucking on your cock, or whipping out my 
vibrator?   I can dance to rock and roll.  I have been doing that for eight years 
or more.”

Roscoe:  “If you want to.  I'm sure the audience would love that.  Especially if 
you danced with Beth.  All those fans who have enjoyed your girl-on-girl orgasm 
videos, will love to see you in person, dancing with Beth on-stage.  Truly, we 
will be on-stage for only ten or fifteen minutes before the show starts, and we 
can do whatever we want to.  After the superstars come out, and the show gets 
going, no one will be paying attention to us at all.”

 Amber:  “Superstars?  What superstars?   I didn't think you liked any celebrities. 
Not even that Wonder Woman girl, Gal Gadot.  Who did you book for our Big 
Event?”

Roscoe:  “Sweetie, that needs to remain secret, even from you.  Believe me, you 
do not want to know this, because you would never be able to keep it to yourself.
I have a difficult time not talking about it, because this kind of show has never 
happened before.  Not ever, in the history of the human race.”

Amber:  “What?  What the hell are you talking about? Have you been smoking 
my weed again, or eating my edibles?   That sounds like the promotion for most 
every Hollywood blockbuster.... Never seen before, once in a lifetime, etc, etc.”

Roscoe: “Well.  I really mean it.  No one has ever thought of this before. No one 
has been able to get this kind of talent on-stage together, ever.  Not ever.”

Amber changed the subject:  “Do you really think a stadium full of people is 
going to want to watch me feed you grapes?  I should at least let you eat my 
pussy, or something fun like that?”

Roscoe smiled:  “Yes! That sounds very good to me!  Maybe we can do that one 
thing before the Big Show starts... line you up on my love-seat, all four girls 
wide open.  And I will lick each one of you, several times!”
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Amber:  “Are we sure their will be no minors in the crowd?  What about the 
live-feed on the web?  The camera-people will need something to look at, some 
other place to go, while you are eating our pussies.  You cannot broadcast that to 
forty countries across the planet!”

Roscoe:  “I will tell the camera people to survey the crowd.  Show audience 
responses to our sexy fun, show audience members interacting with each other,  
or aerial shots, looking down on me eating you, from 80 feet up in the air, the 
camera on a drone, giving a wide view of the ballpark.”

Amber: “That would work. The camera would be too far away to see what is 
really going on.”

Roscoe:  “As long as I warn the camera people, we can put on a family-friendly 
show, and not be shut down by corporate and government censors.  We are at 
risk of losing our live-feed if the owners of the stadium, or the internet providers 
sending our signal to tens of millions of viewers, decide to flip the switch, and 
cut us off.  As good and smart Anon.donor is, he has not invented a way to 
circumvent the control of the all internet service providers.”

Amber:  “So it is OK for me to suck your cock, as long as the live-feed is 
showing something else at the time?”

Roscoe:  “Exactly.  Since we are selling tickets in advance, and requiring ID 
checks at the door, everyone in the stadium will be legally old enough to watch 
you sucking my cock.  It will be up to the camera-people to get creative, and 
keep the adult content off the live-feed.”

Amber:  “They could show just the top of my bobbing head, like in those cheap 
porn movies they play in hotel rooms.  And never show any of the nasty bits.”

Roscoe:  “That is what I will suggest to the camera people.  If some of our 
Sacred Followers decide to have sex with each other during the show, the 
cameras can show the girl's smiling face as she is having her orgasms, and never 
even show her breasts, or one glimpse of her vagina.  If we do that, we will have 
a show with a mild R-rating, and that will fly in most places.”

Amber: “Are you really selling tickets?  I thought we never charged people 
money for our public events?”

Roscoe:  “We are not exactly selling tickets, it's more a way to predict the 
audience size, and not seriously overbook the stadium. We are charging $2 per 
person, and they will get an e-ticket to show at the door.  Anon.donor hired a 
company to make this happen, and keep the emails and contact information of all 
audience members private.  We could not use any existing services and get that 
level of security.  So far, one week out, we have pre-sold 45,000 tickets.  It will 
be a good turn-out.  I expect at least another 20,000 people, maybe more.”

Amber: “Really!! Zowie!”
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Roscoe:  “Do you still want me to eat your pussy in front of an audience of 
65,000 people?”
Amber laughed and laughed:  “It is nothing most of them have not seen before. 
The fact is, many of those people will have watched our videos, and already seen 
you eating me.  This will simply be a much larger setting for the action.”

Roscoe:  “Absolutely true.  Anon.donor has run the analytics, and it looks like 
85% to 90% of our ticket sales have gone to people who have clicked on our 
videos five or more times.  It looks like most of the stadium audience will be 
video fans, or people who have downloaded our movies.  Most all of them will 
have seen you having an orgasm or two!”

Amber:  “So tell me more about the show.  What is the plan?  How long will all 
those people be in the stadium?

Roscoe:  “It will be a 2 ½ hour show. Maybe two hours, forty-minutes. We will 
open with some rock'n'roll, followed by Richard Wagner's Entry of the Gods 

into Valhalla, from his opera, Das Rheingold. Our superstar guests will be 
introduced with this music.  That opening, will be flashy entertainment full of 
fireworks. And will last about 15 minutes.  Next, we will have a 20-minute 
Oneness Ritual, for the entire stadium, 60 or 70 thousand people in group prayer. 
By the end of this ritual people will need a bathroom break, so we will have a 15 
minute break.  And I know many people will want beer and hot dogs by then.  

When everyone is back in their seats, each of my guests will have 10 minutes to 
speak to the crowd, to say whatever is on their minds.  This will take about an 
hour.  The closing meditation will be short, perhaps 10 minutes.  And we will 
close the Event with what can only be described as rock'n'roll dance party.  We 
will spend at least 20 minute dancing naked and drinking beer before everyone 
goes home.”

Amber:  “Are you sure the big audience will sit still for an hour of preaching 
from your superstars?  Your celebrities must be awfully big for people to pay 
attention that long.”
Roscoe:  “Believe me.  After the grand opening, the audience will want to hear 
what each celebrity has to say.  Some of these people have millions of fans, and 
most people will want to know what the celebrities have to say about Oneness, 
and about many other things.  I wish I could tell you more.  But I promised each 
one, their appearance will be known only to me, until the moment they arrive. 
We are not using their names in the promotional publicity. With the turnout we 
already have, it is clear we did not need to use their names.  If we used their 
names in our promotion, and played promotional ads on the Dallas Evening 
News, we would probably be able to fill two stadiums. That is far, far too big 
for us to handle right now.”

Amber looked at him with her impish smile:  “Roscoe you can sure pile on a 
massive load of bullshit, once you are on a roll.  Hahahahaha.  I really don't 
know if I should believe one word you have said. I have never heard you 
exaggerate like this before.  It is really not like you, to talk such big bullshit.”
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Roscoe smiled:  “I know. I know it all sounds ridiculous, and impossible. But 
I am telling you all I can right now.  Once you meet these celebrities, you will 
understand.  These are not people you ever want to make angry, or betray, or tell 
lies to.  They are truly larger than life.  If I had the President of the People's 
Republic of China, the President of the United States, and all the heads of State 
in Europe to speak at our event, I would have far less power and intelligence in 
the place than I have with my celebrities.  None of our current world leaders 
have anything worth saying, compared to my celebrities. And, more important, 
people will pay attention to my celebrities, and know they are being told the 
Absolute Truth.  With our political leaders, we all know we rarely hear two 

complete sentences of truth, after they have spoken for two hours.”

Amber:  “I have never heard such admiration in your voice.  You are scaring me 
a bit.  You sound like these people are Divine, or Supernatural in some way.”

Roscoe looked at his feet, and whispered, “Perhaps they are.”

Ѡ  Ѧ   Ѡ  Ѧ  Ѡ
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Section 5.     In the Dallas Cowboys Stadium

In a period of fifteen years, from three naked young women in a cabin on 
Vancouver Island, British Columbia, the Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright 
grew in size.  After a full year of planning, most of the Followers traveled to 
Dallas, Texas for a group ceremony, far larger than any previous ceremony, more 
than ten times larger than the largest meeting on the zoom-platform Oneness2.

80,000 people, a capacity crowd, joyfully filled the Dallas Cowboys Stadium.  
38,543 of them were initiated Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright.  A stage  
rose on the fifty-yard line, with seating on the fake grass, matrix turf with helix 
technology.  The Masters of each Sacred Lodge formed these first rows of 
Followers, seated fifteen yards away from the stage. Roscoe sat on a raised dais, 
on a cream-colored love-seat.  (Some film fans will recognize this love-seat from 
Roscoe's film, Sex Rituals, and other short videos. A favorite piece of furniture 
on which Roscoe boinks Amber, Beth, Rosalee and Gina.) 

The girls, Amber and Gina, Rosalee and Beth sit on either side of Roscoe, 
reclining on wide circular futons, in bright colors, red, lime green, orange and 
royal blue.  The girls are naked.  Roscoe is naked beneath his favorite dark green 
robe, with golden rune symbols on his chest, and vine, stem and leaf pattern 
embroidery around his wide shoulders.  All this we see in close-up on the large 
stadium view-screens.  The erect nipple on Amber's left breast is seen as an 
object one-foot wide!  As sitar music is heard over the sound-system, the loud 
audience noise diminishes to a whisper, everyone expectant, eager to hear 
Roscoe's first words.

“Hello,” Roscoe smiles.  “Welcome to our Festival.  I will not spoil any 
surprises. I will simply say, each one of you will be transformed, be transformed 
by a spiritual metamorphosis, and leave a different person than when you 
arrived.  I will direct your attention to the air, forty feet above my head.”

As he said this, a spherical cloud appeared, and grew from a few inches to a 
swirling globe twenty feet wide within a few seconds. The swirling colors were 
streaks of white and gold.  Soon the entire globe began to pulse with single 
colors, colors rotating in a series: lime, purple, turquoise, forest green, orange, 
golden yellow, shimmering silver, and dark red.  It took a full minute for the orb 
to cycle through these color changes.  The sound of ocean wind accompanied 
these color changes.  It was obvious to all, the ocean sounds were coming from 
the swirling sphere, not from the stadium sound-system.  The audience could 
also feel wind on their faces and smell salty air.

From the center of the swirling sphere, the Tibetan God, Chakrasamvara steps 
forth. He carries in is arms, his naked consort, Vajravarahi.  Chakrasamvara and 
Vajravarahi float slowly down from the cloud to land in the area in front of the 
stage.   Flashes of lightening and thunder accompany this descent. A few 
lightening bolts touch the astro-turf, and leave melted puddles of helix 
technology, surrounded by charring and small flames. 
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Roscoe said, “This is Tibetan Lord Chakrasamvara and his consort Vajravarahi. 
Praise them with all your joy!”

On the big screens, the audience saw a close-up of Chakrasamvara, and noticed 
his bright blue cock was fully erect. Chakrasamvara lifted Vajravarahi up, 
impaling her vagina with His Sacred Member.  Vajravarahi snuggled down, 
laughing and smiling, bouncing up and down with Chakrasamvara's big blue 
balls tucked up tight against her small, firm, round fanny.  She wrapped her legs 
around the God's hips, to secure her position. Chakrasamvara held her large 
breasts in two of his twelve hands.  With his other ten hands, the God waved to 
the crowd, encouraging them to cheer and clap their hands.  Two pairs of his 
God-Hands began a rhythmic beat, which was soon picked up by the crowd, and 
the entire stadium throbbed to clapping hands and stomping feet, as Vajravarahi
bounced on the Sacred Member of Chakrasamvara.

Four minutes later, Lord Shiva swooped down from the sky in his Fire Chariot,
Through the open dome, straight down from the puffy summer clouds over 
Texas.  Lord Shiva screamed into the stadium, with the sound of a volcano 
erupting.  Lord Shiva leaped from the Chariot to stand next to Chakrasamvara.
And the Chariot sped off, skyward, disappearing in clouds far above.

Roscoe said, “This is the Hindu Lord Shiva, Lord Of Gods, Lord of the 
Universe, The One Who Bestows Prosperity, the Great Lord of Time, the Fierce 
One. Praise him with all your joy!”

Lord Shiva raised his hands high above his head.  And clapped his hands.  Two 
hundred white doves appeared in the center of the stadium and flew off in all 
directions.  The crowd roared.  Chakrasamvara and his consort Vajravarahi were 
still in Celestial Copulation, so Lord Shiva slapped Vajravarahi on the ass, and 
the slap echoed like a clap of thunder across the stadium. The beautiful golden-
skinned goddess, laughed.  The entire stadium laughed!

Moments later, a large angel soared down, circling within the stadium dome, his 
silver wings were at least fifteen feet across. He wore a bronze helmet, carried a 
flaming sword in his right hand and a trumpet in his left hand.

Roscoe said, “This is Archangel Gabriel, the Trumpet-Player, the Angel of 
Revelation, Hero of the Battle of Bahr, Patron Saint of All Messengers.  
Praise him with all your joy!”

Gabriel landed near Lord Shiva, blew out the flame of his sword, and set the 
shining blade on the grass.  He raised his trumpet and blew four distinctive 
notes, familiar to all, the fanfare:  “Da-Da- Ta-DaaaaaH!

In a booming, theatrical voice, Roscoe said, “And now, for the first time this side 
of Paradise, three Deities worshiped by billions of people.  Never before seen 
together.  Never in ancient times.  Never in modern times.  For the first time 
ever, welcome Guan-yin!!”
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Most Texans have no idea who Guan-yin is, but the crowd was so worked-up 
they would cheer for most anything, so thousands of people stomped their feet, 
clapped and cheered.   A burst of fireworks, sparklers and flames appeared, 
between the Four Deities and the very surprised first row of Sacred Followers.
Out from the flames stepped a  fragile-looking beautiful Asian woman, wearing 
no clothes.  She held one slender hand, shyly concealing her small breasts.  Her 
other hand was raised aloft in a gesture of welcome. Guan-yin apparently felt no 
shyness in showing the world her lovely moist vagina. On the big screen, 
viewers noticed, the delicate curls of her black pubic hair were moist.

Roscoe said, “This is the Buddhist bodhisattva, Guan-yin. The One Who 
Perceives the Sounds of the World.  The beautiful Avalokiteśvara and Lokesvara. 
The Sun and Moon were born from her eyes. The winds from her mouth, the 
earth from her feet, and the sky from her stomach. 
Praise her with all your joy!”

The crowd went wild.  No one.  Not one Sacred Follower of Roscoe Forthright 
had expected to see a nude Asian Goddess today!  Moments later two men 
dressed in Hawaiian shirts and blue jeans, stepped from the crowd, and slowly 
walked together, hand in hand, to stand next to the gorgeous, naked Guan-yin.

Roscoe said, “These men are Lord Jesus Christ and the Prophet Muhammad. 
neither man requires an introduction.  They have spoken for themselves, and 
continue to speak in the hearts and minds of billions of people.
Praise them with all your joy!”

The crowd was stunned.  For several long seconds the stadium of 80,000 people 
was absolutely quiet.  Then, simultaneously, those 80,000 people clapped hands, 
cheered or stomped their feet in tremendous joy!  Many had tears in their eyes. 
98% of this audience were former Christians of one sort or another, and several 
thousand people were former Muslims.  This was too wonderful for words, Jesus 
and Muhammad together, holding hands, and now taking off their clothes!  Oh, 
My, God!!  What is now going on?! 

Guan-yin was helping Jesus and Muhammad get naked. The jeans, Hawaiian 
shirts and two pairs of checkered boxer shorts now lay on the turf.  The central 
figures of Christianity and Islam now stood naked before a crowd of 80,000 
Sacred Followers of Roscoe Forthright, and hundreds of thousands more people 
who were watching the live-feed simulcast on the internet.  Oh, My, God!! 
Guan-yin now held the Sacred Penis of Christianity and the Sacred Penis of 
Islam in both her slender hands.  And the cocks had sprung to life, fully erect! 
Everyone could see this in huge detail on the big screens of the stadium.

Guan-yin was jacking them!   Jacking them!!

[   The end of the Journal entries of Garabed Gregorian. ]
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