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Prologue
For most of human history, mankind believed the heavens were fixed and unchanging. Then, in 1572, a new star appeared in the sky—so bright it could be seen in broad daylight, rivaling Venus itself.
 
Within months, France descended into one of the bloodiest acts of religious violence in European history. The streets of Paris ran red during the St. Bartholomew’s Day Massacre, as thousands were slaughtered in the name of God.
 
Thirty-two years later, another supernova blazed into existence. Once again the heavens seemed to announce an age of turmoil. Within a generation, Europe erupted into the Thirty Years’ War, one of the deadliest conflicts in human history, fought largely over questions of faith, power, and the will of God.
 
Since Kepler’s Supernova of 1604, no human being has witnessed another naked-eye supernova within our galaxy. More than four centuries have passed without a new star appearing in the heavens.
 
Coincidence, perhaps. Yet history has a curious habit of changing shortly after the sky does.
 
 
 
 
 

The Supernova
 
The world changed forever that fateful night in 1572. A supernova exploded in the night sky, challenging the idea that the night sky was fixed and forever unchanging. It was ironic, maybe perhaps just coincidental; that Tycho Brahe’s discovery of the supernova happened during one of the most turbulent years ever seen on the planet Earth. 
The Spaniards were still suppressing Incan culture, Japan was in the middle of an intense civil war, the Dutch were revolting against Spanish rule in the Netherlands.  In England, Queen Elizabeth the first was solidifying her Protestant rule while facing threats from devout Catholics within her kingdom.  Despite all of these conflicts, none of them compared to the evil that was taking place in the court of King Charles the Ninth under the influence of the most vile creature of darkness ever to step foot on this home we call earth, her name was Catherine de’ Medici, the Queen mother of France.
 
 
 

The King
 
King Charles was a tolerant king.  He was a devout catholic just like his mother  Catherine and the majority of France.  While the famous letter of Martin Luther had inspired many in England to embrace religious reforms to declare themselves Protestant, or better known in France as Huguenots; many French citizens held on to their devotion to their catholic upbringing. Tensions between Huguenots and Catholics kept escalating. As a solution, a marriage was proposed between the king’s sister Margaret of Valois (a Catholic) and Henry of Navarre (a Huguenot). This coalition took place on August 18, 1572. A few days later while Paris was still full of Huguenots, an Admiral that was counseling the king to help the Dutch Huguenots in their revolt against the Spanish was almost assassinated. The outcry from the Huguenots was deafening. Catherine de Medici would do anything to maintain her Catholic dominance over her son and also France. That’s why she orchestrated the assassination of Admiral Gaspard de Coligny,  when the attempt failed, she and the rest of the catholic leadership feared retaliation; so they planned a coordinated attack on all the Huguenot leaders in Paris, soon this attack grew from not just leaders but to all Huguenots in Paris, then it expanded to all over France.  The attack was no longer an attack, it was a massacre.  Defenseless French citizens who declared their faith for God were being slaughtered because they were not declaring their faith the way the Catholic Church wanted them to.  August 24, 1572 was the first day of The Massacre of St. Bartholomew. It’s a fitting name considering that he himself was flayed alive, forced to watch his own skin being peeled from his bones.
 
Admiral Coligny was eventually slaughtered along with 30,000 other Huguenots. The massacre was so brutal that even the Spanish Catholics attacking the Dutch Protestants found it gruesome and revolting. In the eyes of Europe it symbolized religious intolerance and undermined France as a respectable Political entity. For Catherine de Midici, it was just Tuesday.  The height of her evil had not yet started.
 
King Charles the ninth had always tried to surround himself with even minded advisors such as Admiral Coligny and other intelligent Catholics and Protestants, Catherine would undermine these advisors by bringing in soothsayers claiming that the stars say that these advisors would betray him.  Catherine wanted power.  She wanted the throne, or at least control of the throne through manipulation of her son.  She succeeded in her machinations but it left King Charles bedridden.  If he dies, she loses the kingdom.
 
The deathbed was dark and heavy with incense. A shivering King Charles IX lay propped against his pillows, his face pale, his breathing shallow. At his side stood Catherine de’ Medici, the Queen Mother, her hands clasping a rosary, her lips murmuring prayers—but her eyes were cold, calculating.
Charles’s reign had been marred by bloodshed, Catherine had whispered in his ear, justifying the slaughter as a necessary act to protect the Catholic faith and the throne. But it was her ambition, not her piety, that had guided her. The massacre was not just a blow to the Protestants; it was a calculated move to consolidate her influence, a gruesome chess piece in her relentless game for power.
Now, as Charles hovered between life and death, Catherine plotted her next move.
 
 

The Sorcerer’s Rite
 
Catherine, surrounded by trusted confidants and shadowy figures of the occult, had summoned a sorcerer. On the altar before them lay a white host and a black host, the tools of an unholy ritual, a black mass. An 8 year old child, innocent and wide-eyed, was brought in, dressed as though for baptism. After he performed his first communion, The white host was placed in the child’s mouth, and moments later, the blade fell.
The child’s severed head, still warm, was set atop the black host, its glassy eyes reflecting flickering lamplight. Catherine watched without flinching as the sorcerer began the ritual of the Oracle of the Bleeding Head. The king’s illness, she was convinced, was more than physical; it was a spiritual affliction, a curse that threatened her control over the throne. She needed answers, and she was willing to pay any price. But it wasn’t her question that was answered,  it was the unspoken question inside the mind of King Charles that was answered.
The head spoke, its voice thin and unnatural, “Vim Patior”. It confirmed for Catherine  what she already feared—her son was weak, his faith wavering, his trust in her diminishing. To keep her grip on power, Catherine would have to act swiftly, ruthlessly.
 
 

A Mother’s Whisper
 
As Charles weakened, Catherine began a campaign of fear. She reminded him of the massacre, painting it as a righteous act that God Himself had approved. “The Protestants conspire even now,” she whispered in the dark of night. “Without me, their blades will find your heart.”
But it wasn’t just the Protestants she sought to manipulate. She turned his mind against his advisors, feeding him lies about their treachery, isolating him from allies who might challenge her authority. To keep him compliant, she brought astrologers and mystics to his bedside, claiming they had seen omens that warned against defying her.
Yet Charles was haunted by visions of his own. The massacre weighed heavily on his 23 year old soul, and in his fevered dreams, he saw the faces of the slaughtered. Among them was the child from Catherine’s ritual, a spectral figure with hollow eyes and a bloody mouth.
 
 

The Final Hours
In his last moments, Charles was gripped by terror. He screamed about the child’s head, crying out, “Away with that head! Away!” His attendants, ignorant of Catherine’s black Mass, thought he was raving about Admiral Coligny, the Huguenot leader slaughtered during the massacre.
Catherine stood by his side, her face a mask of concern, but her thoughts were elsewhere. With Charles gone, she would position her younger son, Henry III, on the throne. Henry was malleable, easily controlled, a perfect puppet for her schemes.
As Charles took his final breath, Catherine allowed herself a small smile. The kingdom would mourn, but she would celebrate. Her grip on France was tighter than ever, her shadow long and unyielding.

The Writings of Elphias Levi

An Excerpt 
In his book The High Doctrine of Ritual and Ceremonial Magic, Eliphas Levi writes about the black mass that took place in the court of King Charles the Ninth.  He claims that his source for the story is the Grand Grimoire, in which the monk who performed the ceremony recorded himself.
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About the Author
 
David John is very Awesome. The end.[image: David John Profile photo.PNG]
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THE SABBATH OF THE SORCERERS

sorcerer consecrated two hosts, one black and one white.
The white was given to the child, who was brought in
clothed as for baptism, and was murdered on the steps of
the altar immediately after his communion. His head, cut
by one blow from the body, was set palpitating upon the
great black host which covered the bottom of the paten, and
then transported to a table where mysterious lamps were
burning. The exorcism began, an oracle was besought
of the demon, and an answer by the mouth of the head
to a secret question which the king dared not make aloud,
and had confided to no one. A strange and feeble voice,
which had nothing human about it, was presently heard
in the poor little martyr's head, saying in Latin: Vim
patior; “I am forced.” At this reply, which doubtless
announced to the sick man that hell no longer protected
him, a horrible trembling seized the monarch, his arms
stiffened, and he eried in a hoarse voice : “ Away with that
head ! Away with that head !” and so continued screaming
till he gave up the ghost. His attendants, who were not in
the confidence of the frightful mystery, believed that he was
pursued by the phantom of Coligny, and that he saw the
head of the illustrious admiral ; what tormented the dying
man was not, however, a remorse, but a hopeless terror and
an anticipated Hell.
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Attacked by a disease of which no physician could dis-
cover the cause or explain the frightful symptoms, King
Charles IX. was dying. The Queen-Mother, who ruled him
entirely, and had everything to lose under another reign—
the Queen-Mother, who has been suspected as the author of
the disease, because concealed devices and unknown interests
have always been attributed to her who was capable of any-
thing—consulted her astrologers, and then had recourse to
the foulest form of magic, the Oracle of the Bleeding Head,
for the sufferer’s condition grew worse and more desperate
daily. The infernal operation was performed in the following
way. A child was selected, of beautiful appearance and
innocent manners; he was prepared for his first communion
by the almoner of the palace. When the day or rather
night of the sacrifice arrived, a monk, an apostate Jacobin,
given over to the occult works of black magic, celebrated

the Mass of the Devil at midnight, in the sick-room, and in

the presence only of Catherine de Medicis and her trusted
confidants. It was offered before the image of the demon,
having a crucifix upside down under its feet, and the






