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There's a misconception about the Qabalah in the Magickal community that needs addressing.  Most have it to be little more than the Chaldean Book of Numbers and it's computations as found in Liber 777.  To this, they'll add the Holy Tarot and correlate everything within this framework; an exclusively gematric analysis.  But this is a small part of an overall body of knowledge that constitutes a mystical mythos.  What do I mean by that?
The apocalypses written by the ancient Merkabah mystics created a mythological universe by which we were enabled to explain ourselves to ourselves; to unravel that mystery that I can "I" and that I call "Not-I".  Whether we're speaking of the Book of Daniel in the Old Testament or the Revelation of John (it's close cousin) in the New Testament; both with the cherubs and trumpets and beasts, et al.  Indeed it's from these that the stage is set, both for the work of Dee&Kelly (Enochiana; especially the all but completely ignored Liber Loagoeth) and for Crowley with his writing of the Vision and the Voice.
All this goes to set the mind to a cultural paradigm wherein we develop a 'feeling' of the "consciousness of the continuity of existence"
The true nature of prophecy has about nothing to do with the prediction of the future; but a comprehension of the cycles of life and an awareness of the nature of the involution and evoution of the Universal Impetus (for want of a better phrase).  We find this in Genesis, from which the Qabalah originates, as we find this in Liber Trigrammaton.  And for us, all the Holy Books of Thelema are prophecy, though none of them have anything to do with divination.  Even divination shouldn't be a quest for predicting the future as that would mean our destinies are pre-set and not our own at all.  But that divination itself should be a search into the hidden nature of things as they are.
But it is for us that the Holy Books of Thelema contain the seeds of our ever expanding knowledge of life as connected to that intangible quality that we call consciousness.  Other Qabalistic processes have produced profound insights for the ancient Hebrews; notariqon and temura, wherein sentences were either extrapolated or converted into deeper interpretations and reveation of yet hidden insights contained inside the Torah.  These are processes only yet begun for us in the works of Liber 805, Liber 27 and the recent work of Paul Thomas.
The visions generated by working Liber 231 as we've explored together on this list in the past and of which Cammy has been reviving recently arouse that fever in us that is the passion for the mystical and the mythical so vitally necessary in this post-industrial culture that has successfully destroyed the old mythological framework that had caught the imagination of the Western mind through most of the Age of Pisces.  All this builds to the celebration of rites or as Liber Trigrammaton says, we build fires on the Earth.  And humanity continues in that unending process of revitalizing ourselves and enjoying the lust for life that is at the heart of our ever-contiguous joy.
The rituals, the construction of temples in our homes and maybe one day for us, community temples all lead to a cultural reign that feeds on human creativity in one large gleeful game called life.  It's all about life!  Though some blandly call it the "Practical Qabalah" as they then go on to teach you how to say the Magick words and prize the Magick papers as most build a game of Dungeons and Dragons that ultimately make a mockery of this ancient science.  Few strive to heal themselves as they more quickly yearn to seduce others.  And petty politics infiltrate the forums where our intuition should be enabled to brainstorm with the hearts of like-minded sympaticos.
Our arts and sciences are returning to this ancient shamanistic bend; though the reaction against both is increasing in intensity by the attacks of the nihilistic, ego-losing Black Lodge.  Physicists and Poets are derided as flakes in our society as a large internation body politic is interpretating the age of the Earth with a fundamentalist rendering of the chronology of the Old Testament.  I'll close this essay with a poem from my favorite mystical poet and my personal goddess and savior--Patti Smith; the poem, a pure apocalyptic vision and a true Qabalah:
His father died and left him a little farm in New England.
All the long black funeral cars left the scene
And the boy was just standing there alone
Looking at the shiny red tractor
Him and his daddy used to sit inside
And circle the blue fields and grease the night.
It was if someone had spread butter on all the fine points of the stars
'Cause when he looked up they started to slip.
Then he put his head in the crux of his arm
And he started to drift, drift to the belly of a ship,
Let the ship slide open, and he went inside of it
And saw his daddy 'hind the control board streamin' beads of light,
He saw his daddy 'hind the control board,
And he was very different tonight
'Cause he was not human, he was not human. 

And then the little boy's face lit up with such naked joy
That the sun burned around his lids and his eyes were like two suns,
White lids, white opals, seeing everything just a little bit too clearly
And he looked around and there was no black ship in sight,
No black funeral cars, nothing except for him the raven
And fell on his knees and looked up and cried out,
“No, daddy, don't leave me here alone,
Take me up, daddy, to the belly of your ship,
Let the ship slide open and I'll go inside of it
Where you're not human, you are not human.” 

But nobody heard the boy's cry of alarm.
Nobody there 'cept for the birds around the New England farm
And they gathered in all directions, like roses they scattered
And they were like compass grass coming together into the head of a shaman bouquet
Slit in his nose and all the others went shooting
And he saw the lights of traffic beckoning like the hands of Blake
Grabbing at his cheeks, taking out his neck,
All his limbs, everything was twisted and he said,
“I won't give up, won't give up, don't let me give up,
I won't give up, come here, let me go up fast,
Take me up quick, take me up, up to the belly of a ship
And the ship slides open and I go inside of it where I am not human.” 

I am helium raven and this movie is mine,
So he cried out as he stretched the sky,
Pushing it all out like latex cartoon, am I all alone in this generation?
We'll just be dreaming of animation night and day
And won't let up, won't let up and I see them coming in,
Oh, I couldn't hear them before, but I hear 'em now,
It's a radar scope in all silver and all platinum lights
Moving in like black ships, they were moving in, streams of them,
And he put up his hands and he said, “It's me, it's me,
I'll give you my eyes, take me up, oh now please take me up,
I'm helium raven waitin' for you, please take me up,
Don't leave me here!” 
The son, the sign, the cross,
Like the shape of a tortured woman, the true shape of a tortured woman,
The mother standing in the doorway letting her sons
No longer presidents but prophets
They're all dreaming they're gonna bear the prophet,
He's gonna run through the fields dreaming in animation
It's all gonna split his skull
It's gonna come out like a black bouquet shining
Like a fist that's gonna shoot them up
Like light, like Mohammed Boxer
Take them up up up up up up
Oh, let's go up, up, take me up, I'll go up,
I'm going up, I'm going up
Take me up, I'm going up, I'll go up there
Go up go up go up go up up up up up up up
Up, up to the belly of a ship.
Let the ship slide open and we'll go inside of it
Where we are not human, we're not human. 

Well, there was sand, there were tiles,
The sun had melted the sand and it coagulated
Like a river of glass
When it hardened he looked at the surface
He saw his face
And where there were eyes were just two white opals, two white opals,
Where there were eyes there were just two white opals
And he looked up and the rays shot
And he saw raven comin' in
And he crawled on his back and he went up
Up up up up up up
Sha da do wop, da shaman do way, sha da do wop, da shaman do way,
Sha da do wop, da shaman do way, sha da do wop, da shaman do way,
Sha da do wop, da shaman do way,
We like birdland. 
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