THE HUT OF THE SENSES

Allen Ginsberg:

“ ... began seeing or feeling what I thought was the Great Being, or some sense of It,
approaching my mind like a big wet vagina — lay back in that for a while — only image |
can come up with is of a big black hole surrounded by all creation — particularly coloured
snakes — all real.” . !

“A compound symbol is represented on a Sarmatian mirror. (%) Here a hut (Baba-Yaga’s hut in
Russian fairy-tales) with four chicken legs is located in a circle with 27 rays (it is a solar sign). The
wordplay is quite possible: cf. Old Indian hat ‘to shine; to be bright’, Russian hata ‘hut’. In my
opinion, Tabiti, a Scythian/Sarmatian goddess of the sun, fire and hearth, corresponds to the
characters Baba-Yaga ‘The Old Woman Yaga’, Rozhanitsa ‘The Bearing Woman’” 3

The late Prague initiate, Vladislav Zadrobilek applies the word hut - to the Lodges of the Masonic
fraternity, in the following context:

“If we apply etymology, then the Czech word hut (Hiitte in German), which corresponds in
Nordic languages to "to guard, to protect, to hide, to be in a remote place", ¢

1 Allen Ginsberg, dated June 10th, 1960, Peru From: William S. Burroughs and Allen Ginsberg, The Yage Letters. Redux,
Penguin Books, London, 2008, p. 57 - illustration on p. 58.

2 Melyukova 1989: 385, table 80 [40])

3 Rjabchikov, Sergei V. Some Remarks on the Scythian and Sarmatian Religion [Online]

4 Vladislav Zadrobilek , [D. Z. Bor] , Master Stonemasons and the Light of Divine Wisdom, In: Opus Magnum, Trigon,
Prague, 1997, [267-271]. And in note 12: The German Hiitte, which has the basic meaning "hide"; it relates to words
denoting the hand, but also fo shelter (chalet), castle (French chateau), guard (German hiitten), hut (Arabic buss), forified
castle or stronghold (Old Indic kott a), wall (Hebrew Khet). In the book Handlungslexicon by ]. Huebner (1755), the
German word Hut (today Hiitte) is explained as "the place where metals are smelted, later where something else is kept
or guarded, shelter". See also: D. Z. Bor: Abeceda stivoreni (The Alphabet of Creation). Prague, Trigon 1993, pp. 70-73.



Nicholas Roerich, "M36a cmeptr” ("Hut of Death", sketch, 1905), an artistic expression of burial traditions
of Ancient Slavs

Gerda Hartmann:

“Sadayatana, the "seat" or sphere of the six, namely the senses including manas, is properly
represented in Tibetan drawings by a house with six openings (dvara) in the form of windows and
doors, since dvara has come to be connected with the senses in particular. This conception rests
upon that of the body as a house or a citadel with various numbers of "doors," so frequently found
in the Upanishads and a favourite symbol with the Buddhists as well. This house, built out of
bones and plastered with flesh and blood, is inhabited by the monkey "consciousness," according


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Nicholas_Roerich

to the Buddhists, or by the bird-like soul (hamsa), according to the Upanishads, which latter
conception probably gave rise to the image of a bird in a cage for soul and body. The builder of the
house is said by a commentator to be tanha "thirst," another link of the pratitya-samutpada. * 5

SEE ALSO: Ayatana (Pali; Sanskrit: 3Tdd) is a Buddhist term that has been translated as "sense
base", "sense-media" or "sense sphere." [@WIKIPEDIA ]

AND: THE WHEEL OF LIFE

The House with Empty Windows (The
Sense Organs)

A man sits within a house which has five

windows and a door. Through these
apertures, he watches the world. The
windows and the door denote the six
senses (eye, ear, nose, tongue and body
together with the mind). The senses are the
‘portals' whereby we gain our impressions
of the world.

The worlds to which the physical sense
gives us access are the lowest. It is only
through the door of the mind that we can
have access to higher worlds which are no
less real than the physical. The faculty for
perceiving them is cultivated through
meditation, which is defined as exercise for
the mind.

FROM: The Wheel of Life - Aesthetics of Suffering and Salvation [ONLINE HERE] [¢]

Mirjana Detelic:

“ .. .bones are an intermediary' between this and the other world, an agent freeing the
chthonic forces, channeling them and securing their controlled effect; when, however, the
activities with bones are aimed at the bones themselves, the used means have different
origin, and the expected goal is to activate the vital force which they carry in themselves,
namely - the resurrection.” 7

Baba-yaga, and chthonic spaces - use of bones in Fairy Tales . . Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm,
The Singing Bone. [ONLINE HERE]

Gerda Hartmann, Symbols of the nidanas in Tibetan Drawings of the "Wheel of Life", Journal of the American Oriental
Society, Vol. 60, No. 3 (Sep., 1940), pp. 359-360.

® Thanks to Michael Dickman for reference.

" Mirjana Detelic, Flesh and Bones: on Literary and Real Codes in Fairy Tales, Balcanica XXIX, Institute for Balkan
Studies, Belgrade, p. 287
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THE BABA YAGA TALE 8

SOMEWHERE, I cannot tell you exactly where, but certainly in vast Russia, there lived a peasant with his
wife and they had twins-son and daughter. One day the wife died and the husband mourned over her
very sincerely for a long time. One year passed, and two years, and even longer. But there is no order in a
house without a woman, and a day came when the man thought, "If I marry again possibly it would turn
out all right." And so he did, and had children by his second wife.

The stepmother was envious of the stepson and daughter and began to use them hardly. She scolded them
without any reason, sent them away from home as often as she wished, and gave them scarcely enough to
eat. Finally she wanted to get rid of them altogether. Do you know what it means to allow a wicked
thought to enter one's heart?

The wicked thought grows all the time like a poisonous plant and slowly kills the good thoughts. A
wicked feeling was growing in the stepmother's heart, and she determined to send the children to the
witch, thinking sure enough that they would never return.

"Dear children," she said to the orphans, "go to my grandmother who lives in the forest in a hut on hen's
feet. You will do everything she wants you to, and she will give you sweet things to eat and you will be

happy."

The orphans started out. But instead of going to the witch, the sister, a bright little girl, took her brother by
the hand and ran to their own old, old grandmother and told her all about their going to the forest.

"Oh, my poor darlings!" said the good old grandmother, pitying the children, "my heart aches for you, but
it is not in my power to help you. You have to go not to a loving grandmother, but to a wicked witch. Now
listen to me, my darlings," she continued; "I will give you a hint: Be kind and good to everyone; do not
speak ill words to any one; do not despise helping the weakest, and always hope that for you, too, there
will be the needed help."

The good old grandmother gave the children some delicious fresh milk to drink and to each a big slice of
ham. She also gave them some cookies-there are cookies everywhere-and when the children departed she
stood looking after them a long, long time.

The obedient children arrived at the forest and, oh, wonder! there stood a hut, and what a curious one! It
stood on tiny hen's feet, and at the top was a rooster's head. With their shrill, childish voices they called
out loud:

"[zboushka, Izboushka! turn thy back to the forest and thy front to us!"

8 Blumenthal, Verra Xenophontovna Kalamatiano de. Folk Tales from the Russian. New York: Rand McNally & Co.,
1903.



The hut did as they commanded. The two orphans looked inside and saw the witch resting there, her head
near the threshold, one foot in one corner, the other foot in another corner, and her knees quite close to the
ridge pole.

"Fou, Fou, Fou!" exclaimed the witch; "I feel the Russian spirit."

The children were afraid, and stood close, very close together, but in spite of their fear they said very
politely:

"Ho, grandmother, our stepmother sent us to thee to serve thee."

"All right; I am not opposed to keeping you, children. If you satisfy all my wishes I shall reward you; if
not, I shall eat you up."

Without any delay the witch ordered the girl to spin the thread, and the boy, her brother, to carry water in
a sieve to fill a big tub. The poor orphan girl wept at her spinning-wheel and wiped away her bitter tears.
At once all around her appeared small mice squeaking and saying;:

"Sweet girl, do not cry. Give us cookies and we will help thee."
The little girl willingly did so.

"Now," gratefully squeaked the mice, "go and find the black cat. He is very hungry; give him a slice of ham
and he will help thee."

The girl speedily went in search of the cat and saw her brother in great distress about the tub, so many
times he had filled the sieve, yet the tub was still dry. The little birds passed, flying near by, and chirped to
the children:

"Kind-hearted little children, give us some crumbs and we will advise you."
The orphans gave the birds some crumbs and the grateful birds chirped again:
"Some clay and water, children dear!"

Then away they flew through the air.

The children understood the hint, spat in the sieve, plastered it up with clay and filled the tub in a very
short time. Then they both returned to the hut and on the threshold met the black cat. They generously
gave him some of the good ham which their good grandmother had given them, petted him and asked:

"Dear Kitty-cat, black and pretty, tell us what to do in order to get away from thy mistress, the witch?"

"Well," very seriously answered the cat, "l will give you a towel and a comb and then you must run away.
When you hear the witch running after you, drop the towel behind your back and a large river will appear
in place of the towel. If you hear her once more, throw down the comb and in place of the comb there will
appear a dark wood. This wood will protect you from the wicked witch, my mistress."

Baba Yaga came home just then.

"Is it not wonderful?" she thought; "everything is exactly right."



"Well," she said to the children, "today you were brave and smart; let us see to-morrow. Your work will be
more difficult and I hope I shall eat you up."

The poor orphans went to bed, not to a warm bed prepared by loving hands, but on the straw in a cold
corner. Nearly scared to death from fear, they lay there, afraid to talk, afraid even to breathe. The next
morning the witch ordered all the linen to be woven and a large supply of firewood to be brought from
the forest.

The children took the towel and comb and ran away as fast as their feet could possibly carry them. The
dogs were after them, but they threw them the cookies that were left; the gates did not open themselves,
but the children smoothed them with oil; the birch tree near the path almost scratched their eyes out, but
the gentle girl fastened a pretty ribbon to it. So they went farther and farther and ran out of the dark forest
into the wide, sunny fields.

The cat sat down by the loom and tore the thread to pieces, doing it with delight. Baba Yaga returned.

"Where are the children?" she shouted, and began to beat the cat. "Why hast thou let them go, thou
treacherous cat? Why hast thou not scratched their faces?"

The cat answered: "Well, it was because I have served thee so many years and thou hast never given me a
bite, while the dear children gave me some good ham."

The witch scolded the dogs, the gates, and the birch tree near the path. "Well," barked the dogs, "thou
certainly art our mistress, but thou hast never done us a favor, and the orphans were kind to us."

The gates replied:

"We were always ready to obey thee, but thou didst neglect us, and the dear children smoothed us with
oil."

The birch tree lisped with its leaves, "Thou hast never put a simple thread over my branches and the little
darlings adorned them with a pretty ribbon."

Baba Yaga understood that there was no help and started to follow the children herself. In her great hurry
she forgot to look for the towel and the comb, but jumped astride a broom and was off. The children heard
her coming and threw the towel behind them. At once a river, wide and blue, appeared and watered the
field. Baba Yaga hopped along the shore until she finally found a shallow place and crossed it.

Again the children heard her hurry after them and so they threw down the comb. This time a forest
appeared, a dark and dusky forest in which the roots were interwoven, the branches matted together, and
the tree-tops touching each other. The witch tried very hard to pass through, but in vain, and so, very,
very angry, she returned home. The orphans rushed to their father, told him all about their great distress,
and thus concluded their pitiful story:

"Ah, father dear, why dost thou love us less than our brothers and sisters?"

The father was touched and became angry. He sent the wicked stepmother away and lived a new life with
his good children. From that time he watched over their happiness and never neglected them any more.

How do I know this story is true? Why, one was there who told me about it. ¢

% Notes: Baba, a peasant woman, or grandmother; granny. Yaga, witch. Baba Yaga, therefore, is the familiar

"Grandmother Witch."



Izba, a hut. Izboushka, a tiny hut.



