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To Hallow bone as a divine artefact of our Green Master, we hereby set forth the following Rite of nekuomanteia. Known to the Green Witch's Arte as the Vas Virens, our fetish is the Face of Cain arisen from the earth’d skull of Abel. As such the Skull becometh as an Oracle of Truth; a Masque of Severity Warding the Thicket; the Graal of Hallow’d Heresy for the imbibition of Secret Nectars, and the Osseous Throne of our Patron, made sweet and fragrant with the juices of all Herbes of the Greenwood. The Skull is invoked as the Hidden Magister in all Rites, and should be kept conceal’d from all eyes save its custodian and Faithful Brethren of the Garden.

The Perfum'd Skull serves as the locus of power for Cain Ara-Azhaka, Green Sovereign of Midnight’s Eden. It acts as well in the capacity of Bearing Silent Witness to the thoughts, words, and deeds of all Brethren present in convocation. In dream, trance, and ecstasy the Skull may also be beseech’d for the oracular wisdom it has become a Vessel for, whether in the form of an image, a sound, or any other omen serving unto the  gnosis. If the skull of man is not attainable, any portion thereof may serve, such as a jaw; or a skull-fetish carven of any kind of bone; or a wooden death’s head carven of either Blackthorn (Prunus spinosa) or English Holly (Ilex aquifolium). Where no material fetish is at hand, contemplative focus upon the visual form of the Mystery shall serve as votive praxis.

Take the flensed skull of thine Ancestors, and with a suitable brush, paint the bone with several successive coatings of Spirits of Myrrh. The Myrrh in this form will create an even coat of resin on the bone, and its ethanolic solvent will soon evaporate, leaving only the golden gifts of the Tree dispersed throughout the marrow. The Myrrh is a link with the Death-Worlds and one of the very best gifts of Nature, which will give a golden colour to the skull and a beguiling but pleasant odour. When the Myrrh has dried, the blood of the supplicant is obtain’d by work of the Arthana or Burin; or via the natural Tidewaters of the Womb, and then painted upon the bone as offering unto Qayin Ara-Azhaka. At this time, the Hallowing of the Bone-Vessel is sung with solemnity and devotion. Additional sigillic wisdom may be incorporated into the Skull's patina over time as revealed by ingenium and Familiar Spirits.

Let the chant resound for the duration of the rite, the supplicant at once envisioning two green flames deep within the eyes of the skull, growing in brightness to illumine the entirety of the Bone. The death's head shall wax in brightness in the imaginal mind, gradually becoming green, to encompass all greens of Nature. Then let Virid light flesh the skull with the wisdom of Moss, covering all bone and revealing the hidden face of the Greenwood's Master. Let flowers, grasses, bark, leaves, and roots come forth upon the bone, becoming the flesh of His fetish. Accompanying this vision and chant is the addition of blood, resins, oils, sweet wines, and other sacrifices apposite. 

The cranial cavity shall be pack’d with many a sweet-smelling Herb. Life Everlasting is most appropriate and pleasing to the nose; the dried Buds of Rose and Lavender may also be at home within the Skull, and give forth the blessed virtue of sanctified aroma; and Leaves of Labdanum and Sweet Grass. The eye-sockets may be packed with darker tree resins, and the spherical cones of Cypress, Great and Sorrowful Tree of the Bone-Yard. When Giving ablutions to the Skull, let fragrant tree-oils be rubbed into the bone as prayers of devotion are made.

Let the Hallowing of the Bone-Vessel of Qayin Ara-Azhaka begin. Each sensation should be conjur’d within the sensorium and offered unto the Skull. All Herbs used are likewise conjur’d in Spirit and applied singly to the bone. Offerings of mumia follow as directed by the Spirit.

The Hallowing of the Bone-Vessel.

I call upon the Bone of Plenty, Cornucopia of Wisdom,

Death’s Head and Spirit of the Crypt,

Hollow Sentinel and Graal of the Saints.

Thou who hast tasted mortal tastes,

Partaken of Odours,

Thou who hast kiss’d and curs’d,

Heard the rustle of leaves and the din of war,

Beheld the World through Eyes of Flesh,

Glimps’d the sickle-swinger come for Thee on Death’s Bed,

Now rise from the twilight of Mortal Decay,

And Know Thyself Anew

As the Portal Encharm’d of Qayin Ara-Azhaka!

Now see again,

Now hear again.

Now taste again,

Now speak again.

Now think again,

Now dream again.

For by Powers Green of all Sacral Herbs

Root to Trunk, Trunk to Branch,

Branch to Leaf, Leaf to Bud,

Thou art Rais’d this Night in the Name of the First Tiller

Qayin Ara-Azhaka, the Hairy, the Wild; Sower and Harvester

Heaven’s Host and Hell’s Hayward ride with Thee,

And Offer up the Fruits of Cunning and Transgression:

The conjoin’d Elixirs of Love and Death

The Feast of Flesh and Spirit

Unto the Mastery of Hedge and Plot!
