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Dedication 
 
To the Arcana, those obscure forces that are the source of all art and all magic, and 

certainly the source of this book. 
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The Arcana 
 
The Arcana are the mysteries of sex and death, masculine and feminine, transmutation 

and evolution.  They’re movements in the dance of love and power that pervades all space and 
time.  They’re the major figures of the Tarot. No one on the deep journey escapes the Arcana. 
They visit you, they change you, and they either call forth from you your deepest gifts or they 
rush you into complete despair. The outcome depends on you, but the visits themselves are fated.  
They commence the moment you step out of your coded, familiar world and into the vast 
unknown.  Each mystery has its own initiation and crisis; its own secret and trial.  You are 
always The Fool. - John Dee, blog post March 2011 

 

Laney’s  life  sucked 
 
 

Laney Mitchell’s life sucked.  Not sucked a little, as in, “Oh, some 
things haven’t happened that I would have liked to have happened” but 
sucked a lot, as in “Nothing about my life is going well at all.” 

Growing up, Laney passionately fell in love all the time.  Falling in 
love, excessively and madly was her major forte.  Her first romantic 
relationship was with a young man ostensibly named Draco, who lived in 
Vermont, whom she met in an AOL horror movie fans chat room.  Laney did 
not at all like horror movies.  Except for A Clockwork Orange, which the world 
in general did not count as a horror movie, but which Laney did because the 
violence in it terrified her.  She liked Alex in A Clockwork Orange.  She loved 
his one eye, with false eyelashes on the bottom and upper lid, the way it made 
his one eye seem so lurid and alert and menacing while his other eye looked 
so normal and fresh.  While she hated the violent scenes, she loved the threat 
of violence in Alex’s eye, the mad look in it.  The young man in Vermont 
whom she met in the horror fans chatroom called himself Draco and 
identified with dragons.  By regular mail he sent her pictures of himself, and a 
lock of his chestnut-flat brown hair which he had sprayed with his cologne.  
When Laney opened, alone in her bedroom, the envelope that he had sent 
with his hair in it she swooned with joy.  Other things that made Laney 
swoon with joy were bees and hunger.  Laney loved bees not only because 
they threatened to sting her, but because they made honey, which seemed like 
an excessively generous thing for them to do.  She knew that theoretically the 
bees made honey for themselves, but she never saw pictures of them eating 
the honey, only making it, so it seemed to her that the honey-making 
enterprise of bees was exclusively altruistic.  Laney loved hunger because she 



 
 

liked the gnawing, empty pain in her stomach to match the gnawing, empty 
pain that she carried with her in her heart most of the time, when not 
presented with cologne-doused locks or bees.  

At sixteen, Laney had no advantages. She wasn’t pretty. In the least.  
In fact, she was the kind of awkward-chubby-and-pimply that you’re 
supposed to out grow at age thirteen. On top of this, she was intensely, 
acutely, insanely sensitive.  The kind of sensitive that you’re supposed to out 
grow at age thirteen.  She had never gone to college (a high school counselor 
had suggested community college, but community college just looked like 
more of the same hell that high school had been, so she declined to explore 
that option).  She lived with her alcoholic mother in a small rent-subsidized 
apartment in the Highland Park neighborhood of Pittsburgh.  Laney’s 
mother, Joan, wasn’t just alcoholic— she was a mean alcoholic, and obese. 
Her meanness focussed mostly on Laney, who was the only one around to 
take it.  Joan had never married Laney’s father, a punk rock plumber who 
now lived an hour away in Uniontown, Pennsylvania.  Joan hated herself and 
she hated her daughter and she didn’t care much who knew it. Joan got a 
tiny disability check each month (bad back) and used it  to buy cheap gin, 
rolling tobacco, and frozen Hungry Man Sports Bar dinners. 

Laney’s meals came from the neighborhood Thai restaurant, the Happy 
Turtle, where she worked as a waitress.  That part of her life wasn’t so bad.  
The owner of the store, Mai, was a good-natured middle-aged lady who felt 
compassion for Laney and didn’t get upset with her even when she was 
discombobulated and slow.  Which she often was.  She wasn’t a very good 
waitress.  Waitressing is a far more demanding profession than most people 
like to acknowledge, a job which makes all sorts of demands on one’s social 
skills, short-term memory and co-ordination, none of which Laney had in 
ample abundance.  She spilled soup while trying to serve it, forgot to refill 
people’s waters, and out of shyness sometimes waited so long to approach a 
newly-seated group at a table that the group would just get up and leave.  
Still, Mai was kind about it and when Laney cried as she went home at the 
end of every shift, part of what made her cry was how touched she was by 
Mai’s patience. 

 
 
 
 
 

Laney has the hots for John Dee 
 
In other words, Laney was vulnerable.  
Laney first encountered John Dee at the Ant Hill coffee shop on the 



 
 

Southside. John Dee styled himself as an esotericist.  He read tarot cards; he 
organized pagan rituals; he led an occult group called the Order of the 
Auburn Evening.  

 All the weird kids and outcasts hung around the Ant Hill: it was a 
pretty amazing place.  To begin, it featured as a seating option the ruby-
colored vinyl booth which had once been the breakfast table in Andy 
Warhol’s childhood home in Oakland, back when he was still Andrew 
Warhola.  Fact.  Three crystal chandeliers, begotten from god-knows-where, 
graced the ceiling.  The walls displayed bold murals and installations by the 
town’s greatest living artists: Dean Cercone and Sigh Meltingstar.  
Furthermore, the Ant Hill housed several satisfying pin ball machines.  
Among them: Dawn of the Dead, Castles and Kingdoms, Truth Demons, and 
Burn-Slayer.  You could always get a banana milk shake with a giant fudge 
brownie.  They had a courtyard in the back with trees, tables, blinking 
Christmas lights and a fountain that poured water over a broken-armed 
Virgin Mary. They stayed open until 2 am. You were allowed to smoke 
inside: they even had a vending machine that sold American Spirits, condoms, 
pens and notepads. In short, the Ant Hill was heaven for Pittsburgh’s lost 
children. 

John Dee held court at the Ant Hill.  Laney saw him there for months 
before she ever spoke to him.  He was a handsome young man with a square 
jaw always dressed head-to-toe in black and green: black fedora; glossy green 
shoes; black suit-jacket; green tie.  He was always surrounded by a gaggle of 
admiring boys and girls in trench coats and fishnet tights. Wherever he went, 
he brought a large black poodle with him named Mephisto.  Laney liked this 
style immensely: she herself was partial to the color green.  When not at work 
(which required a uniform of simple black blouse and black slacks) she 
exclusively wore floor-length green evening dresses which she got at the 
Good Will in East Liberty, green slippers, red lipstick and green fingernail 
polish.  The fact that John Dee dressed himself in green and black therefore 
struck Laney as having no small significance.   She would take the bus over to 
the Southside after work, perch in one of the elevated window seats at the 
Ant Hill, read Ursula K. LeGuin novels and keep her senses alert for John 
Dee’s appearance.  He would materialize around seven, when the swimming 
classes he taught at the YMCA finished for the day.   

Laney didn’t have to look up from her book to know that John Dee 
had entered the Ant Hill.  She could feel his presence like a blue electric 
wave.  The blue electric wave touched the skin on her shoulders and arms 
first.  From there it moved into her chest and shot down into her crotch.  She 
would be unable to keep herself from physically shaking as soon as she 
became aware that he was near.  She kept her eyes focused like little lasers on 
to the page of her book, even though at that point she’d be unable to read, 
and pray to a God she didn’t much believe in that her convulsive shaking 



 
 

would go unnoticed by everyone in the shop and especially by John Dee.  It 
largely did go unacknowledged by John Dee, but not by everyone else.  The 
girl who worked the counter at the Ant Hill, Baby Mary, noticed Laney’s 
trembling every day for a week and feared that Laney was epileptic and 
might one day have a straight-up air-kicking and mouth-frothing seizure right 
on the cafe floor.   

On the sixth day that Baby Mary noticed Laney trembling, she walked 
up to her with a cup of chamomile and valerian tea.  “It’s on the house,” Baby 
Mary said gently as she set the steaming tea cup down in front of Laney’s 
shaking form.   Laney didn’t say anything; she just looked up from The Left 
Hand of Darkness with alarmed eyes and blinked at Baby Mary.  “Are you 
okay?” Baby Mary asked her.  Laney nodded, wishing like hell that she 
would go away back to the counter as soon as possible.   

“I don’t believe that you’re okay, actually.” Baby Mary stated flatly.  
Laney felt a little shock of rage pool up in her.  Who was this coffee barista to 
question her okayness? 

“So I just need you to tell me, before I go back to the counter, why you 
shake like that.”  

Laney still didn’t say anything.  She just gave Baby Mary a wide-eyed, 
outraged look.  

“Is it because you’re sick?”  
Laney shook her head no. 
“Is it because you’re cold?” 
Laney shook her head no. 
At that moment, John Dee got up from his table at the back and 

walked close towards the front where Laney had her seat in the window.  He 
walked out the front door to go meet a friend of his who was locking up his 
bike outside the shop.  As John Dee walked by at a close proximity, Laney 
shook hard.  When John Dee and his friend walked in to shop again, Laney 
shook hard. Again. 

Baby Mary noticed it and suddenly made the connection. 
“Oh, honey,” she said. Laney looked down at her book again.  “You’re 

in love— and really bad, too.” 
Laney started to cry. 
“I’ve never seen any body react like that to stupid John Dee,” Baby 

Mary marvelled aloud, not with any malevolent feeling but with simple awe. 
“I mean, he’s cool and all,” she reasoned, thinking of the times that John Dee 
had procured weed for her and the other girls at the shop. “But it’s a little 
ridiculous, isn’t it, with the poodle and the green ties all the time?” 

Against all her will, Laney sobbed a loud, heaving sob. 
“Oh honey,” Baby Mary knitted her brow. “That was really mean of 

me.  I swear. I’m sorry.  He’s not all that ridiculous.  He’s fine.  Really.  
Honey, don’t sob like that, I’m afraid you’ll have a seizure.” 



 
 

Laney couldn’t stop sobbing. 
Baby Mary cast her eyes around the room, looking for help with the 

situation on her hands.  She couldn’t find any.  She was the only one 
working.  How was she going to get this girl to stop crying? 

“Look,” Baby Mary said to Laney, “I can introduce you to him.” 
Laney became silent.  Except for hiccoughs.  
“But you have to calm down, okay?” 
Laney looked at Baby Mary with wide, red, tear-streaked eyes.  She 

nodded in the affirmative. 
“Not today though,” Baby Mary cautioned.  “You need to be way way 

more calm.” Laney nodded yes, again, as she began to consider and savor the 
possibilities.  

 

John Dee turns lead into gold 
 
John Dee realized that those outside his clique looked at him with 

some skepticism, and he did his best to fit in with the larger world so as to 
smooth his way through it. Hence the drug-related favors for the girls at the 
Ant Hill counter. But really, he had larger problems than Baby Mary and her 
doubtfulness: namely, that he was actually a successful alchemist.   

John Dee’s success in alchemy came at no small price.  For years he 
had spent almost everything he earned teaching the backstroke and butterfly 
to kids at the Y on materials: handblown glass decanters and tubing; vials of 
mercury; countless rare minerals and acids; stainless steel compounding 
bowls; powdered angel’s blood; bricks of lead; facsimile editions of works by 
Boehme and Fludd— none of it came cheap and almost all of it had to be 
ordered from special Swiss catalogues and took weeks to arrive.  He had 
sacrificed countless hours of his life to the art, staring until his eyes burned at 
a plate of simmering substance, whispering incantations in Arabic until his 
tongue hurt, missing out on most fun social happenings, and along the way 
earning a reputation as a loner and a weirdo.  Until the hour of his success 
came and his fortunes shifted, his reputation ensured that he had never found 
a girlfriend. 

John Dee kept his laboratory at an abandoned warehouse in West 
Homestead.  He had a perpetual problem with crack addicts breaking into his 
works to steal the glass tubes.  To remedy this problem, he’d fortified the 
doors with massive chains and locks.   

John Dee, like Laney, lacked a father.  Or rather, he had once had a 
father but that father had dissolved faster than phosphorous in a pot of 
carbon disulfide.  John Dee’s mother, Barbara, was a mermaid oracle.  
Which is to say, she channeled messages from the mermaid princesses of 



 
 

Atlantis, and had a small but loyal internet fan base.  She used this income to 
keep her and John Dee marginally comfortable inside a house in Homestead 
which smelled of mildew and was located not far from John Dee’s laboratory.  

One January morning while the air inside the warehouse was chill as 
ice and the only heat in the place came from the small heaving furnace in the 
center of the space, the furnace which seemed as if about to sputter and fall 
apart just about any minute, John Dee had his eyes fixed on a plate of lead at 
the center of the furnace. He knelt and viewed it through the slit window in 
the belly of the apparatus.  This, of course, was not just any plate of lead. It 
was lead that had been treated through countless stages of nigredo, albedo, 
citrinitas.  It had been peppered with saltpetre and painted with blue vitriol.  
It had been steamed with magnesia and rubbed with alcohol.  Mostly, it had 
been prayed over.  And now— it flashed red inside the furnace.  Not hot red.  
Not the red of heated metal. But transcendent red.  Lightning red.  A 
disgusting, enflaming, bewildering red.  An unearthly red, almost purple.  
Rubedo.  And now, right before John Dee’s goggle-covered eyes, that flash of 
purple-sick-red subsided. In the center of the furnace a plate of gold glowed 
where the lead had been.  Mephisto, curled on an old blanket and shivering in 
the corner, stood up and started to bark loud. 

At that moment, John Dee changed forever.  He knew now.  He knew 
that he had always been right and the naysayers had always been wrong; he 
knew that what the ancient books said could be done could indeed be done— 
and probably much more.  He took a deep breath inside a world without 
limits.  Happiness and strength flooded him.  He didn’t have to feel apologetic 
anymore for his weirdness.  He didn’t have to feel embarrassed anymore.  
Suddenly, for the first time, he believed his mother actually was 
communicating with mermaid princesses from Atlantis.  Why the hell not?  
He could stand straight now.  He didn’t need to be ashamed.  He didn’t have 
to fear.  He was right.  The world was a more magical place than anyone 
wanted to let on.  He had won a giant battle against the Nothing, the force of 
materialism and cynicism.  He had turned lead into gold.  

That had happened when John Dee was seventeen.  The next night, he 
made his first appearance in his green and black get-up at the Ant Hill.  He 
wore his alchemist’s goggles atop his fedora.  He offered his classes on Tarot 
and the Qabala at the table in the back near the pinball machines.  He 
attracted a crowd of kids.  Gradually, he organized these kids into a modest 
cult: the Order of the Auburn Evening.  He intended to teach them all to 
accomplish the same feat that he had accomplished, and in doing so, to 
repopulate the world with the undeniable presence of wonder and magic.   
But it would take a lot of work.  Most of the kids John Dee met at the Ant 
Hill had no esoteric upbringing whatsoever.  He had been fortunate to have 
the kind of Aquarian mother that he did.  He had never lacked for arcane 
knowledge.  But the children at the coffee shop were starved for it.  They 



 
 

didn’t even know the first thing about astral projection, let alone projecting 
yourself into the heart of a metal so that you could change its molecular 
structure with the force of your will. They had a long way to go.  

The burden of being a successful alchemist was that one knew that the 
world, in its rampant scientific materialism, was completely nuts.   Also, one 
had to figure out how to launder all that gold without drawing suspicion.  

 

Baby Mary takes Laney to Bandi Shaum 
 
The whole Ant Hill except for Laney knew about the bon fire that 

John Dee was holding at Bandi Shaum Plateau on Saturday night. Probably 
because Laney talked to no one and no one talked to Laney.  But now Baby 
Mary was talking to Laney, and Baby Mary told her she would give her a 
ride there after her shift ended at 8. 

To get to Bandi Shaum Plateau, you have to go straight up 18th Street 
up onto the Southside Slopes.  You turn at McGill Street, onto the little blue 
bridge.  Then you park in a little parking lot where you see a worn old City 
Parks sign that says “Bandi Shaum Field.”  From the little parking lot, you 
hike up a paved road to an overgrown and empty baseball field.  There, you 
see another road, this one unpaved, going up higher.  Cement barriers block 
the unpaved path.  You’ve got to climb up over them in order to walk to the 
plateau.  Once you arrive at the top of the steep and curving way, you feel not 
a little like you’ve been transported.  The place looks much more like a 
primordial jungle full of dinosaurs than a park in Pittsburgh.  A rocky cliff 
juts out over the abandoned field below.  The cliff is clear of trees and the 
moon beats down there.  On the Saturday night that Baby Mary took Laney 
up there, John Dee had a huge bon fire going on the cliff, rather nervously 
close to the edge. Members of the Order of the Auburn Evening gathered 
round the fire, dressed in green, talking with each other. 

Baby Mary took a moment to look up at the stars in the clear sky while 
she thought of just what to say to introduce Laney to John Dee which 
wouldn’t make Laney freak out.  But in the meantime, the light of the fire had 
gifted Laney with a boldness she had not previously possessed.  She walked 
right up to John Dee where he stood with one foot on a pile of wood, 
lecturing to a group of rapt and pretty girls.  She very, very lightly tapped his 
shoulder and made him bend down to hear her. 

“I’m the High Priestess,” she whispered in his ear. 
Something about her words, something in the sound of her voice, 

gripped him.  She spoke at just the right frequency.  He knew what she said 
was true. He had always known that he was The Magician and that she 
understood it, also. He backed away a pace and looked directly at her. “Yes, 



 
 

yes, you are.”  
 

Interlude: The Arcana 
 
There are 21 of us alive on earth at any given time.  We are the living 

embodiments of ancient mysteries— the major arcana.  We see each other in dreams. We 
glimpse one another in books. We are bound together by a sacred duty - to preserve the 
imaginal realm, the world of meaning and magic and interconnection which is constantly 
threatened by the banality of The Nothing.  In this generation we are more downtrodden 
than we have ever been.  And yet the forces of banality weaken.  Now, at our low-point, we 
have to make one final push to determine the nature of the coming age. We have to take 
decisive action to turn the tide.  The good news is that we have begun to find each other 
here on this plane.  After working alone for millenia in distant lands we are now finding 
one another again. The time is ripe for evolution. - John Dee’s blog,  May 2011 

 

Laney’s love affair 
 
Thus began Laney’s love affair with John Dee, Pittsburgh’s only 

successful alchemist.  John Dee realized at the moment that Laney 
approached him that her acute sensitivity made her an especially receptive 
feminine complement to his own masculine will and expertise.  Even the fact 
that she wasn’t at all pretty strangely pleased him.  It was as if her odd looks 
made her into a kind of rare accessory, something distinguished and 
interesting, harder to ignore than something lovely.  A hot house flower.  In 
the light of the bonfire on the plateau, in her floor-length green evening 
gown, Laney looked to John Dee like the misshaped heroine of a 
sadomasochistic erotic fantasy novel that he had read when he was thirteen 
and dedicated to masturbating after school every day alone in his bed room 
on his squeaky bed. Within minutes of standing around the bonfire with 
Laney, he fell in love.  

John Dee had never been in love.  He didn’t realize what a tremendous 
trial it was, to feel oneself instantly and involuntarily sucked into a whirling 
hot pool of turbulent nothing.  To feel like an all-powerful god in the eyes of a 
very tender woman. If he had realized this, he certainly would have tried it 
sooner.  That night he took Laney home to his laboratory at the warehouse.  
He did not want to take her home to his actual house, because that place 
contained his mother.  Laney could understand.   

Laney, of course, had been in love for quite awhile. With John Dee.  
The fact that John Dee was now evidencing signs of being in love with her 
(gazing into her eyes as she spoke, seeking to hold her hand, offering her sips 



 
 

of absinthe from his hip flask) was strangely calming.  It felt right.  It felt 
natural.  She felt her hysteria subside and a ringing bright focused clarity, not 
unlike the kind that one obtains from significant doses of methamphetamine, 
possessed her.   

“You have quite an effect on me,” Laney said to her beau as she waited 
for him to unlock the padlocks on the warehouse doors. 

“Yeah? You’re a witchy little girl, you know that?” John Dee wrapped 
his hand around Laney’s slight wrist and pulled her inside the building. 

Laney looked around in awe.  The abandoned warehouse felt even 
larger inside than it had looked from the outside.  The ceiling must have been 
a hundred feet high.  John Dee flipped a switch and the lights came on.  
Laney heard, but could not see, bats flapping their wings in the ceiling.  The 
lights were spotlights rigged to illumine only the laboratory which John Dee 
had assembled in the center of the open warehouse space.  The lights left the 
rest of the warehouse completely, terrifyingly dark.  The lab stood there like a 
vulnerable, still pounding heart within an otherwise emptied-out cadaver.  
John Dee led Laney towards it. The laboratory was a rabbity-maze of tables 
of varying heights (coffee tables; end tables; dining room tables; card tables) 
all burdened with beakers and burners and cabinets with tiny drawers 
bearing hand-scribbled labels: Antimony, Arsenic, Aqua Regia, Camphor, 
Carmot, on and on. Behind one of the tables stood a bookshelf fashioned out 
of cement blocks and plywood.  It held fat leathery books by Ostanes the 
Persian and Albertus Magnes next to giant stacks of Batman comic books. 
Everything was covered in a layer of ugly soot, thin in some places and much 
too thick in others. Between two tables stood the stout coal furnace, the 
center of John Dee’s world, the womb out of which the gold emerged.  It was 
an iron box with a rusty-hinged door that had an open slot in it for viewing 
the happenings inside its belly.  A chimney pipe rose up from the furnace and 
sprouted an improbably tall distance, all the way up to the very high ceiling of 
the warehouse and through its roof, taking some of the coal smoke outside.  
Not all of it. Hence the soot.  Not really sufficiently far from the sooty 
furnace lay a large futon mattress and a pile of grey blankets and pillows, 
occupied by a large dog with very curly black fur who was standing and 
barking. 

“That’s all right, that’s all right.” John Dee patted the poodle on the 
head. “This is Mephisto,” he explained to Laney. “He’s mad because I didn’t 
take him out to the fire tonight.  But he has to rest.  He’s being treated for 
heart-worm.” 

Laney nodded, trying to reckon the mundane detail of Mephisto’s 
medical fate with the whole fantastic atmosphere of the laboratory.  John 
Dee’s alchemical warren was more than Laney had ever in her life dared to 
hope to see of magic and magicians.  Now she understood why she had 
always loved John Dee so much.  It was because he was like her.  He 



 
 

believed. And he was magic.  
John Dee flipped another switch and some electronic music came on.  

The music sounded like bees buzzing in an orchard in pursuit of the first pear 
that falls in the autumn.  Laney thought of her favorite poem by H.D., “The 
Orchard,” and remembered the first lines: “I saw the first pear / as it fell / and 
I fell prostrate / crying.” John Dee busied himself with opening a locked safe.  
Laney stood swaying to the music. “The yellow-banded / the honey-seeking / 
were not more fleet than I.” She thought that was how it went, anyway.  She 
felt like the first pear as it fell.  “Eureka!” John Dee exclaimed. “I have found 
it.” He turned to face her and grinned. His eyes shone. He held the “it” in a 
closed fist behind his back. Laney marvelled and felt herself drawn to him 
like a metal moth drawn to a giant force field of pulsing magnetic electricity.  
He wasn’t like a flame.  He was definitely much more like a force field than a 
flame. He really was— she thought— amazingly, pathologically charming. 

“What did you find?” Laney gently inquired, for he seemed to want her 
to. 

“The ring I wrought from the first gold I made from lead.” 
She nodded, silently. 
He approached her. 
He got down on one knee. 
He softly took her limp hand into his strong one. 
He slid the gold ring on to her finger. 
“I want you to be mine,” he said to her. 
She trembled and said nothing. 
“Am I going too fast?” he asked. 
She shook her head, no. 
“Have I offended you?” 
She shook her head, no. 
“You will then? Marry me?” 
She nodded: yes. 
John Dee rose from his one knee and kissed Laney.  His kiss felt like 

the honey-seeking, the golden-banded swarm.  And she fell prostrate, crying.  
Right on to his sooty grey bed. 

“I’m in love with you, Laney,” he whispered into her tiny conch-like 
little ear. “I’m in love with your elfish weird face and your chubby knees.”  

Laney said nothing.  Rapture shook her and held her incapable of 
speech.  Her only communication was to stroke her fingers against his face.  
This was what she needed.  It felt like a gift: a giant, profound gift.  The gift 
that the world had been cruelly keeping from her throughout her life.  
Suddenly, it had been delivered.  The world had delivered the gift and now 
the wait no longer mattered.  She was perfect. Life was perfect.  Everything 
was enormously, swellingly perfect like a goddamn Connie Francis song.  
“Love is a Many Splendored Thing.” Fuck yeah. 



 
 

Laney’s life became a whirlwind of excitement.  She and John Dee 
moved entirely away from their mothers and into the warehouse. They made 
it more homey with the addition of two giant sofas from the Salvation Army, 
a big old wooden wardrobe for clothes, and a refrigerator and microwave 
hooked up to the same gas-powered generator that fueled the spot lights.  For 
the first time in her life, Laney was thrillingly, constantly, all-the-time happy.  
She wore John Dee’s desire for her around her body like a plush mink stole. 
She became astoundingly popular.  Now that she was John Dee’s girlfriend 
she was also the hostess of all the parties at Bandi Shaum Plateau, the high 
priestess at every ritual meeting of the Order of the Auburn Evening, and the 
one who got to decide who was invited into the grove to do drugs.   

 

Angel’s blood 
 
The grove was a gorgeous area on Bandi Shaum plateau, far back from 

the cliff.  It was a small clear area canopied by trees.  John Dee and the 
Order had set up an array of chairs there spray-painted in silver and gold to 
resemble thrones and large swaths of fabric hung from the tree branches in a 
heraldic fashion. They’d also brought in a collection of tables. On the tables 
sat clear glass chess boards, denuded of chess pieces.  Rather than chess 
pieces, the glass chessboards held lines of powdered angel’s blood, cut neon-
colored plastic fun straws from Ikea, and razor blades.  John Dee had figured 
out that the best way to turn gold into cash was not by going to pawnshops 
but by buying drugs with the gold (drug dealers, especially angel-killers, were 
always keen on gold) and selling the drugs for cash. This didn’t do much to 
“launder” the money, it was true.  Drug cash is dirty cash.  But at least it’s 
cash and you can use it at stores, unlike gold.  Besides, John Dee reasoned, 
no one was about to audit him any time soon.  

John Dee and Laney would sit side-by-side on spray-painted thrones.  
John Dee would have one of his followers kneel in front of them, holding up 
one of the glass chess boards.  He’d hand Laney a straw and watch 
approvingly as she inhaled the angel’s blood into one nostril, and then he 
himself would do the same.   

Angel’s blood is an entheogen.  It allows you to see the world as the 
angels themselves see it: eternal, gorgeous, melting, untroubled, vast. It’s 
impossible to feel bad while on angel’s blood, impossible to have a bad trip.  
You feel madly in love with everything.  More than that, you feel that 
everything is madly in love with you.  In this state of love-madness there’s no 
fear.  The part of the mind that feels fear shuts down utterly, it silences, it 
dissolves.  Fearless, you see the inherent benevolence and kindness of 
everything.  You see everyone’s deep beauty.  You become unable to judge or 



 
 

to reject.  The boundaries of your self become very permeable and soft.  It 
feels as if everything you touch is moving through you with the most blissful, 
hair-raising grace.  It feels as if nothing could ever be in he least bit wrong 
with anything in existence, no matter what is happening.  Everything that’s 
happening feels right, perfect.  Everything feels tremendously good, and free, 
and light.  There’s nothing to strive for.  Nothing to protect oneself from.  
Everything just flows easily, beautifully.  You start to know the secrets of all 
things.  Because you’re in love the essence of trees and animals suffer you to 
follow them on their secret paths.  So you do.  Your spirit talks to the spirits 
of leaves and weeds and flowers and thereby learns things, strange things, 
like what flowers dream about and what secrets the leaves keep.  It’s 
impossible to describe the dreams of flowers, but they involve the color 
orange and the taste of burnt carmel. The secrets that leaves keep, oddly 
enough, always have to do with international finance and the dealings of 
diplomats. 

 Angel’s blood was the only thing that could get John Dee and Laney 
higher than they already were on one another. It was itself an ingredient in 
making lead into gold.  John Dee was always careful to sell more of it than 
they used, though: so through the business they were becoming rich. 

The first downside to angel’s blood is its method of attainment.  Angel’s 
blood can’t be synthesized and it can’t be grown.  The only way to harvest it 
is to confront, wrestle, and kill your own guardian angel.  No human can kill 
any angel but their own guardian.  To kill your own guardian angel, you first 
have to summon him into earth-ether form through a series of rituals and 
invocations.  Then, you have to wrestle him: you have to pin him in a choke 
hold and hold him there against all pleas for mercy until he gives up his earth-
ether form and goes back into the one Godhead. After choking your angel to 
death, you can then slit his throat and collect the purple blood.  Once drained 
of blood, the earth-ether body of the angel automatically dissolves and 
disappears.  One dead angel yields about a gallon of blood that must be 
carefully dried and powdered for sale.  

Perhaps unsurprisingly, this act has intense karmic repercussions.  
Angel-killers, people who have murdered their own guardian angel for its 
blood, are ever-after unbalanced.  The first stage experienced after angel-
killing is a kind of manic delight: the killer feels free, dizzyingly free and able 
to do anything.  This is because the angel-killer has been disburdened of her 
both her conscience and her super-ego, which the angel carried for her.  The 
manic, conscience-less condition of an angel-killer can last for many years and 
in that time the angel-killer can go on to do much more harm to herself and 
others. Why not? What is there to stop her?  There’s no voice of principle left 
in her mind, no counterweight to the wishes of her ego.  The second stage 
experienced after angel-killing is a kind of profound, bottomless despair.  
This despair comes on as the angel-killer perceives a meaninglessness and 



 
 

emptiness to the whole world.  And why not? She’s severed her connection to 
the divine by murdering her own angel.  She has nothing within to stop her or 
heal her.  In this state of despair, angel-killers become vulnerable to hearing 
tormenting voices, the voices of demons which are shouting all the time but 
which guardian angels usually silence.  An angel-killer hears every demon.  
For these reasons, it’s very difficult and very dangerous to be around angel-
killers.  Angel-killers love gold because it unconsciously looks to them like 
what they’ve lost: the beauty and purity of their own guardian.  

The second downside to angel’s blood is the lousy way you feel after 
you come off it.  Everything looks dull, barren, boring.  Nothing compares to 
the glimmer and sparkle and wonder of world as it looked while you were 
high and every sensation glittered in you like color glitters inside a fire opal.  
In this barren and dull state you feel sluggish, uninterested in life. Totally low 
and totally lame.  You long for the heavenly state that you’ve left.  You want 
more angel’s blood. 

 

Your husband 
 
John Dee and Laney were married the next month at summer solstice 

at midnight at Bandi Shaum while high on the stuff.  During the ceremony 
Laney looked as beautiful as the dreams of flowers.  John Dee looked as 
dashing as the secrets of leaves. They held each other under the moon.  
Mephisto howled. The mermaid princesses of Atlantis sent their well-wishes.  
Laney’s mother stayed at home, drunk.  

With the money from their business, John Dee and Laney Dee moved 
into a lovely high-rise apartment in a loft in the Strip District.  John Dee 
kept the site in the Homestead warehouse for his laboratory, but he got rid of 
his old things and replaced them with a gleaming set of alchemical 
instruments hand-made in Egypt from crystal.  

One day Laney went to the Ant Hill to sit at her old favorite place in 
the window and read Ursula K. LeGuin novels.  Around 7 pm Baby Mary 
brought her a cup of hot chamomile and valerian tea. 

“Oh, no thank you,” Laney said and showed Baby Mary her gold 
engagement ring and her gold wedding ring with a big fat diamond. “John 
Dee and I are married now, I don’t shake any more.” 

“You’re married now?” Baby Mary gasped. 
“Yes,” Laney explained. 
“Wait.  So. That was like two months ago. You’re married now?” 
“We are.” 
“What the fuck?” Baby Mary inquired. 
Laney did her best to ignore the barista’s difficult tone. 



 
 

“We fell in love that night at the bonfire.  You introduced us.  Thank 
you.” 

“Well I wouldn’t have introduced you if I knew you were going to 
fucking marry him in two months, Christ,” Baby Mary replied. 

“I want to thank you for the tea,” Laney said, “But I really can’t listen 
to you talk that way about my husband.” 

“Your husband, kid?” Baby Mary persisted in her incredulity. 
“Yes.” 
“Let me tell you something about your husband,” Baby Mary offered. 
“I would rather you didn’t.” 
“Your husband is fucking every girl in here, including me, and he didn’t 

ever mention to us that he got married,” Baby Mary persisted. The way she 
said “married” made it sound like matrimony was an evil act in and of itself. 

Laney stood up. 
“You’re lying.”  
“I’m not.” 
“Yes, you are, and it’s ugly.” Laney was shaking. 
“Go ask him,” Baby Mary suggested. 
Laney shoved past Baby Mary, turning over the table with the hot tea.  

Chamomile and valerian scorched Baby Mary’s feet and she yelped. 
 
 

John Dee and the Archangel 
 
“Look,” John Dee said to the Archangel Michael while cracking open a 

pistachio nut, “I can see why you’re upset.” 
“It has to stop,” Michael said, standing in the center of a giant pentacle 

that John Dee had drawn on the floor of the loft apartment he shared with 
Laney. 

“See, I knew, somehow,” John Dee succeeded in getting the little green 
nut free of its shell, “I just knew that you’d say that. Do you think that means 
I’m clairvoyant?” 

“You can’t be drawing angel’s blood.” 
“Well, now, that’s the interesting part,” John Dee dropped the empty 

pistachio shell into a bowl near his arm and popped the nut into his mouth, 
“Because obviously, I can be doing just that, otherwise we wouldn’t be having 
this lovely visit.” 

“You have to stop.” 
“By ‘have to,’ I assume you mean to say that you would prefer me to do 

so.” 
“I mean to say that if you do not stop you will be sent to Hell.” 



 
 

John Dee broke out into laughter. “I’ll be sent to Hell? Really?” He 
kicked his legs with glee. 

“Yes,” said Michael. 
“Brother, I’ve seen through that one. Look around. I’m already there.  

You’re already there,” John Dee gestured, indicating not just the location of 
his loft apartment but the entire world.  

“The earth is not Hell.  Hell is Hell,” said Michael. 
“Look at you, you continue to believe that!” John Dee exclaimed. “Do 

you believe everything He says?” 
The Archangel Michael stared impassively at John Dee. 
John Dee slapped his thigh and laughed again. “Oh man, of course you 

do! That’s your whole gig! You completely believe everything He says! You’d 
be out of a job if you didn’t!”  John Dee writhed with amusement, for 
suddenly the Archangel Michael appeared to him to be just a giant, pathetic 
cosmic police officer with a sad home life and an empty ideology. The 
Archangel waited in silence for John Dee’s hilarity to subside. 

“Look, look,” John Dee said, calming down, “I’m sorry I’m laughing at 
you. Really. I am. I’m sorry.  It’s just a little difficult—“ he started to laugh 
again and then again got himself under control, “It’s just a little difficult to 
accept your premise that this isn’t Hell.  I mean: what is Darfur, friend? 
What would you like to call that? Or perhaps we could get more historical.  
What were the Nazi concentration camps? Okay now.  Coming back to the 
present.  What are the gutters of Delhi? You know what? Forget it, forget 
even physical suffering.  What is the Mall of America? What is Wall Street?  
They’re vast spiritual vacuums, my angelic pal.  They’re voids.  They’re 
particularly potent loci of evil within an entire plane of evil, namely, within 
this earth— which, is… ready for it? Hell.” 

“You will be sent to Hell,” Michael repeated. 
“Okay,” John Dee composed himself entirely. “Just as you say.  I’ll be 

sent to Hell.” 
Michael nodded solemnly. 
“I get it, you want to punish me.  I just think it’s funny, that’s all,” John 

Dee opined, “That you get so bristly when we start taking down your own, 
when meanwhile hundreds upon thousands of millions of us die all the time 
and you’ve never evidenced all that much concern. Did you appear to Hitler 
and tell him in no uncertain terms that he would be sent to Hell?” 

Michael appeared a little stumped. 
“Right, of course you didn’t.  But here you are, threatening me with fire 

and brimstone because I’ve drained a few of your pawns.  Nice, really nice.” 
Michael frowned. 
“How about this,” John Dee proposed, “How about you go tell your 

Demiurge— oh, I’m sorry— I mean, the Lord Most High— go tell him that I 
call ‘bullshit’ and I’ll kill as many angels as I want to in order to enjoy all the 



 
 

power, wealth and pleasure that it’s possible to extract from this nutty little 
corner of the multiverse until the day I die and ascend back into the pleroma 
from which I came.” 

“You’re not afraid,” Michael observed, a bit disappointed. 
“No. No. I am not afraid. Do you want to know why I’m not afraid, 

Michael?” 
The Archangel nodded. 
“I’m not afraid because I know who I am.  And the others are starting 

to know who they are, too, sweetheart.” 
“Who are you?”  
“Dear, hapless servant of the Demiurge! We’re the Arcana.  The 

Mysteries.  And I’m the Magician.” 
The Archangel shook his head, no, and began to feel less annoyed and 

now actually unnerved. 
“Don’t you wish you were a Mystery?” John Dee asked. “Oh, I know 

you do.  It must get very tiring, being completely intelligible to your Slave 
Lord.  Being completely known. Being completely ‘Good.’” 

“I’m going now,” said the troubled Archangel. 
“Thank you, yes, you should do that,” John Dee waved his wand in a 

dismissive crossing-out gesture, freeing the angel of the bonds he’d placed on 
him. “Thank you for the visit; always nice to catch up. Really. I mean it.” 

“Good-bye,” the Archangel departed in a flash of light. 
Mephisto stood up, woke from his nap by the flash. 
John Dee reached down to pet his dog. “It’s okay, boy. It’s just the old 

order that created all this boringness.  They’re starting to get mad.”  
 
 

Laney confronts John Dee 
 
As Laney walked home from the Ant Hill after talking to Baby Mary, it 

flooded upon her: scenes of John Dee with all the pretty girls from the cult.  
Her skin crawled with the buzz of energy in the air in their apartment while 
he made love with these girls while she was at work at the Smiling Turtle; her 
nostrils flooded with the scent of their sex.  In pained and precise detail she 
saw stained panties, John Dee’s erection, heard electronic music on the 
stereo.  She had known it all along, the whole time. A large part of her had 
known it.  But she had kept it out of her conscious awareness because she so 
did not want it to be true.  She wanted to believe in her’s and John Dee’s 
unblemished, instant, total love.  The love that was a giant gift.  The love that 
had solved the riddle of her life.  What Laney passionately, viciously, did not 
want was more riddles.  More pain.   



 
 

When she walked into the door of the loft apartment all the visions and 
impressions rushed on her with a thousandfold strength.  She couldn’t even 
see John Dee sitting there in the arm chair and Mephisto next to the chair as 
they actually sat there.  All she could experience was the suppressed rush of 
John Dee’s myriad, blithely disguised infidelities.  Wisps of pubic hair; Baby 
Mary’s panting breath; breaths of jasmine-patchouli oil; fountains of semen.  
It was all there, bombarding her.  She stood, immobile, leaning against the 
door that she had just closed behind her. 

“Laney?” John Dee asked. “Laney, what’s wrong?” he rose from his 
chair and went to her. 

She wouldn’t speak.  
“Did something happen at the Ant Hill?” 
She wouldn’t speak.  It didn’t take him too long to surmise what had 

happened at the Ant Hill. 
“Well, really,” he sat back down in his arm chair. 
“You lied,” Laney said. 
John Dee screwed up his eyes to look at the ceiling. 
“If you think about it, though,” he said, “I didn’t.” 
“We’re married,” she said. 
“Yes, but that whole part about forsaking all others. That wasn’t in our 

vows,” he offered. “I always thought that part was too tedentious.  So we cut 
it out, remember?” 

“You didn’t tell me you wanted to see other women.” 
He gave a small, somewhat exasperated sigh.  “Well not to be vulgar, 

but I don’t tell you that I want to use the toilet in the morning, do I? I just do 
it. It’s a natural function.” 

Laney sobbed, helplessly. 
John Dee looked at her in perplexed innocence.  He really didn’t get 

what she was so upset about.  I mean, on the one hand, he did get it.  He 
knew that women were supposed to get upset by these things, and that that 
was what Laney was doing: getting upset.  But it had always seemed to him 
that this whole matter of getting upset about having sex with other people 
was much more a cultural performance than an actual necessary emotional 
consequence of him doing whatever he wanted.  Him doing whatever he 
wanted was just how things went; it didn’t actually necessitate an upset.  That 
was just for show, wasn’t it?  He sat and watched her sob.  It was a relatively 
dull show, as shows went. 

“Please don’t cry,” he said drily. 
This made her cry more. 
“I know you feel insulted, but you shouldn’t feel insulted.  I don’t love 

them.  I don’t love Baby Mary.  I love you, Laney.” And he meant this.  He 
did.  He was totally in love with Laney.  In his way.  Which was maybe 
something of an odd way.   



 
 

“I’m going to leave you,” Laney said. 
This got John Dee’s attention.  
“Laney, don’t say that,” he cautioned. 
“Yes,” Laney went on through her streaming tears. “I can’t stand this, I 

won’t stand this.  I see what you’re doing now, what you’ve been doing.  It’s 
disgusting.” 

He thought that she was once again being rather melodramatic about 
the whole matter; still the idea of her leaving filled him with extreme distress 
and dread.  Who would rub his feet after a long day of making gold from lead 
and selling angel’s blood for cash?  Who would hold him at night and utterly 
adore him? The women from the cult that he fucked didn’t really adore him at 
his essence: they adored the idea of him, the abstract notion of him. In fact, 
some didn’t even adore him at all. Like Baby Mary, who thought he was 
stupid. It was only Laney who truly and profoundly understood what he was; 
it was only Laney who was his feminine counterpart; it was only Laney who 
could feel the depths of his loneliness and also the very height of his power.  
It was only Laney that he truly thrilled, who had the most thrilling reaction to 
him.  Everyone else was too insensitive.  

John Dee stood up again.  “I see where I’ve gone wrong,” he 
approached her tenderly. “I’ve been taking you for granted.  I haven’t been 
celebrating you in the way that you deserve to be celebrated.” 

“Celebrated?” Laney asked in her small, tear-soaked voice. 
“Yes! Celebrated!” John Dee cried with great conviction.  “You’re the 

rarest woman ever to exist.  You’re the most exquisitely sensitive, exquisitely 
refined and inutterably perceptive creature on this whole globe.  You deserve 
to be richly celebrated.” 

John Dee led Laney over to the sofa.   
“I’m going to figure out something grand,” he said.  “Now in the 

meantime, let’s just relax for a moment and calm down.  Take a deep breath.” 
Laney took a deep breath.  Her whole system felt extremely exhausted 

and frayed.   
John Dee handed her a glass of wine.  She took a sip from the glass 

and immediately fell into a deep sleep.  
 

Laney’s deep sleep 
 
John Dee put Laney into a deep, drugged sleep.  The sleep was meant 

to be brief and to induce amnesia.  He wanted her to forget what Baby Mary 
had told her. He wanted her to wake from the sleep completely refreshed and 
completely restored back to her previous, convenient, unquestioning state.  
So she could go back to unproblematically loving him and rubbing his tired 



 
 

feet and kissing the pads at the top of his fingers which always got burnt on 
the crystal beakers.   

Quite accidentally, the sleep into which John Dee sent Laney was not 
a brief sleep.  It was a long sleep.  He tried to wake her after a few hours on 
the sofa but she would not stir.  He picked her up and carried her into the 
bedroom.  Mephisto licked her hand.  No movement.  She was still breathing 
and still had a pulse, John Dee noticed with some relief.  But she was far, far 
gone into her rest. 

“Must use a smaller dose next time,” he remarked to the dog. 
Laney stayed asleep for weeks. Mai from the Smiling Turtle called after 

she missed her first day of work. “She’s very sick,” John Dee told the kind 
Thai lady, “she won’t be coming in for sometime.” 

“I’m very sorry,” Mai said, with great concern, thinking of Laney’s 
fragile self being ravaged by illness. “Please give her my love,” she told John 
Dee.   

“I will,” he vowed. 
While Laney was sleeping, John Dee encountered a problem with his 

cash-conversion scheme.  Namely, he could not find any more angel-killers.  
He had already bought and sold all the angel blood available on the East 
Coast.  He pondered going to the West and trying to carve out a stake there, 
but then quickly disregarded the idea.  Too much competition.  Too 
dangerous.  All those San Francisco warlocks. No.  He didn’t need to go get a 
piece of a distant market.  He needed a more ready supply here at home. 

John Dee thought of his cult members, of which there were about 
thirty.  They all still had their guardian angels intact.  John Dee realized that 
if he could persuade his own followers to kill their guardian angels, they 
could then create enough angel’s blood that not only would he be able to 
make enough cash to keep him and Laney in luxury for life, but he would also 
be able to manufacture the Elixir of Life, the nectar which he could use to 
make not just himself, but also Laney and the other Arcana immortal.  Once 
immortal, they could over-throw the Demiurge (aka the Lord God), and 
build a much more beautiful new world.  

“I would prefer,” John Dee told Mephisto, “a world with much less 
banality, boredom, ugliness, and much more pirates, fairies, giants, wishes, 
monsters, ginger-bread houses, very large fires, kaleidoscope candy, 
tremendously large trees, stone fortresses, butter-scotch scented smoke, 
talking books, wisteria vines, cabbages which turn into babies, and rainbow-
colored honey.  I don’t want to see another big-box corporate store ever again 
in my life.  I don’t want to see another bank. I don’t want to see a single 
dickless man in a pansy suit ever again going to his ass-spreading job.  I want 
a real world,” John Dee emphasized, “one without Him.”  

The really beautiful thing about killing a guardian angel, draining it of 
its blood, and then using its blood to get high, John Dee thought, was that it 



 
 

was like stealing from the rich to give to the poor.  Or stealing from the rich 
to give to oneself.  Which, if oneself was poor, was really the same thing. 
Altruistic, you know. By taking the blood of angels and giving it to a person, 
you enabled that person to see the world free from ugliness.  Once a person 
had experienced the perception of non-ugliness, that person was forever 
altered, forever more receptive to the more beautiful world of the heart.  The 
imaginal realm.  The world of ginger-bread houses, butter-scotch smoke and 
stone fortresses held by pirates.  Once a person had experienced the 
perception of non-ugliness, that person was much less able to tolerate the 
world of box stores and credit card debt and shitty jobs.  People who had 
taken angel’s blood, in other words, were restless people, people who shared 
John Dee’s desire for a new world.  The more he thought about it, the more it 
occurred to him that by dealing in angel’s blood, he was doing an even higher 
service to the people around him than he would be doing if he succeeded in 
teaching them to all turn lead into gold for themselves.  Turning lead into 
gold was a magic, wondrous thing which had permanently transformed and 
empowered him, it was true— but for others, just taking angel’s blood could 
be a magic, wondrous thing that permanently transformed and empowered 
them.  Just thinking about it made him feel glowy and warm.   

So it was, filled with glowy warmth, that John Dee prepared 
sacramental lines of angel’s blood for his followers to inhale on the appointed 
Night of Wrestling.  He had had the brilliant idea that all of the Order of the 
Auburn Evening would get high on angel’s blood at the same time, and then, 
while high, would invoke, wrestle-with, and kill their guardian angels.  All at 
once!  Really, it was a tremendously good idea for everyone to get high on 
angel’s blood before wrestling with and killing their own guardian angel.  
Why? Because once already high, the whole experience of wrestling, killing, 
and draining one’s guardian angel could be experienced as one long lovely 
symphony rather than as a traumatic and horrifying event.  Plus, if everyone 
was doing it all at once, it would be more easy to accomplish.  Peer pressure.  
So John Dee spent weeks making the preparations: he told the Order of the 
Auburn Evening about his plan to make the Elixir of Life, attain immortality 
for himself and the other Arcana, and over-throw the Demiurge.  This plan 
met with enormous excitement and approval from the whole Order.  He had 
announced it one night while everyone was gathered at his loft for a potluck 
dinner.  Laney slept, drugged, in the bedroom. 

“Just who are the other Arcana?” Baby Mary asked John Dee while 
filling her paper plate with pita chips and hummus from a bowl on the table in 
the living room.  

“Yes, who are they?” seconded Jet, an S&M club bouncer and 
computer programmer who served as the ritual guardian at the Order’s 
ceremonies.   

“That’s an excellent question,” John Dee had told them. “I don’t 



 
 

know.” 
The members of the Order looked around at each other a little 

nervously and nibbled on their carrot sticks and tortilla chips. It wasn’t often 
that John Dee admitted to not knowing something. 

“But I will soon,” he continued.  “The others are continually revealing 
themselves to me,” he said with firm confidence, thinking of the thrilling night 
that Laney had introduced herself at the bonfire.  

 

Accomplished occultists 
 
The angel-killers that John Dee had previously bought blood from 

were themselves accomplished occultists.  There was Katherine Sienna, who 
before she was fifteen had already conjured and held ransom several fairy 
noblemen.  Then there was Rich Plainly, who had created vast crop circles 
across the Midwest using only a pair of cursed shoes and a color-changing 
cow who turned straw-gold and could not be seen during the day without 
specially coated lenses.  Finally, there was Leland Tops, a drifter and a 
gambler who once had been an upright military man.  Leland saw his best 
friend exploded by sniper-fire in Afghanistan five years ago and right after 
that he turned his attention away from protecting democracy and towards 
deciphering the collected works of Aleister Crowley and replicating his 
experiments.  Leland’s great triumph had been to actually bring forth a moon-
deva child, who, before her early death, astounded her kindergarten 
classmates in Saratoga, Florida with her recitation of Lord Byron’s Manfred in 
its entirety, which her own moon-essence had taught her, Lord Byron being a 
great favorite of the moon. 

Though the Archangel Michael held John Dee responsible for the 
recent slate of angel-murders, a crime for which John Dee gladly took credit, 
he had not, in fact, directly facilitated the deaths of any guardian angels.  He 
had only created a heightened demand for the stuff, buying and selling it 
prolifically as he did. 

In order to achieve his goal of having the whole Order of the Auburn 
Evening collectively kill their guardian angels on one grand bloody 
Walpurgis Nacht, John Dee would have to perform some intense 
preparations. 

John Dee had great work cut out for him precisely because the 
members of the Order of the Auburn Evening were not accomplished 
occultists.  Collectively they had much more experience with smoking weed 
and hanging out at the Ant Hill than in trucking with the aetheric realm.  
They were really imaginative, however, and it was this that John Dee loved 
and valued about them.  So many people, he reflected, get caught up in 



 
 

thinking that working magic is all about dusty old tables of correspondences, 
that it’s all about knowing exactly what kind of metal corresponds to exactly 
what planet and what herb and what color and what vowel and then 
orchestrating this knowledge of correspondences to manipulate the 
manifestations of the material universe.  Though John Dee was well-versed 
in all these correspondences, he knew that what separated mere arm-chair 
enthusiasts of magic from successful practicioners like himself, like Katherine 
Sienna, Rich Plainly, and Leland Tops, was not actually knowledge of the 
kind that could be recorded and transmitted.  Instead, the crucial faculty for 
success in magic was the ability to play, to pretend.  

Play and pretend were the true axes around which magic turned, the 
real table of correspondences.  All it took to work magic was the willingness 
to go out and act as if with utter recklessness.  To dress up in odd costumes, 
loudly pronounce one’s incantations, feel oneself in a relationship of equality 
and adventure with the large forces at work in the universe, and to do this 
with sheer, unadulterated, un-self-conscious abandon.  The degree of 
abandon and unguardedness which magic demanded, was, however, largely 
unavailable to adults.  Especially those who liked to be sane and responsible.  
“Ye must become as little children,” John Dee therefore told his assembled 
followers at their first angel-killing class. 

Now you might find it odd that John Dee would quote Jesus Christ, 
given John Dee’s unabashed disdain for Almighty Jehovah.  But Jesus was 
actually one of John Dee’s very most favorite philosophers.  “Jesus was the 
Hanged Man of his time,” John Dee explained one night to Baby Mary while 
they were seated together on a sofa and he had his hand on her fish-netted 
thigh. “And who do you think hanged Jesus? Why Him of course!” 

In John Dee’s eyes, Jesus was one of his compatriots, an early 
incarnation of a fellow member of the Arcana, one who had tragically, 
legendarily, succumbed to an attack by the Demiurge. 

“I see,” Baby Mary had nodded, and slid her own hand up John Dee’s 
own thigh. 

John Dee held the angel-killing class outside on Bandi Shaum Plateau, 
where the Night of Wrestling, or Walpurgis Nacht, was itself scheduled to 
happen.  He invited Leland Tops to come help teach the class.  He could not 
locate Katherine Sienna or Rich Plainly, so he assumed they were in an 
underground cavern in South America, enjoying the gold with which he’d 
bought their angel’s blood. 
 

At the angel-killing class, John Dee had assembled all thirty members 
of the Order of the Auburn Evening.  Many of the members registered only 
dimly on his consciousness, as so much assorted Ant Hill riff-raff.  Street kids 
and ne’er do-wells. He had, however, managed to learn their names and 
occupations.  Among the Order of the Auburn Evening assembled that night 



 
 

on the plateau there were: 
Addy, a rather fat and emotive girl who claimed to be a massage 

therapist 
Emmy, the same - but fatter 
Lad, a very earnest blonde boy who had once belonged to fraternity 

and now played gongs 
Slosh, a wiry young man with dreadlocks, who aspired to founding an 

eco-village and considered himself an anarchist 
Harry, a heavy-set punk-rocker with a mohawk that always drooped to 

the left and a thick Pittsburgh accent 
Mecca, a graduate student in the literature department at Duquesne 

University, given to wearing peacock-feather earrings and speaking 
insouciantly 

Dana, a nervous woman who worked as a vet’s assistant and made fine 
pots 

Tim, who very much loved Mayan prophets and was always at work 
trying to build labyrinyths 

Vance, who was almost always nodding out on oxycodone but had a 
paranoid and encyclopedia knowledge of astrology 

Leda, Vance’s girlfriend who was really rather remarkably stupid 
Punch, a very round black girl who loved to cook 
Morris, a reiki master who was very tall, wore glasses, and talked with 

excessive slowness 
Sugar Snake, an ambient-electro dj who wore a statue of Shiva around 

his neck as an amulet 
Low Ball, Sugar Snake’s best friend, a guitarist very popular in 

Sweden 
Jenny, a clairaudient methhead who worked at a day care center and 

was Sugar Snake’s girlfriend 
Lola, a mixed-race girl, half African and half Colombian, who was 

largely silent and sardonic 
Akiva, the son of a disgraced orthodox Jewish rabbi who developed 

websites for Rastafarian rappers 
Baby Mary, an extremely fashion-conscious barista at the Ant Hill who 

lately liked to dress in latex and was working on getting Guernica tattooed on 
her right arm 

Jay Jay, a very pretty, pixie-ish little blonde who was probably 
underaged and lived on Jet’s couch 

Jet, the son of a Pennsylvanian lumber tycoon who always wore a 
Palestinian baklava and saw himself as a kind of action-hero 

True Love, a handsome black fiddler who wore a brown leather trench 
coat torn at the shoulders and busked on the streets for money 

Linda, a plump Jewish girl who was studying to be a doula and who 



 
 

very much fancied the Dalai Lama 
South, an enthusiastic young homeless woman who fronted a freak-folk 

band 
Lead, her visionary-artist boyfriend who made astounding sculptures 

out of dried flowers, severed baby doll heads, and scraps of aluminum foil 
Don, a stout pizza chef who often looked worried 
Stacy, a young prostitute who wore leopard-print leggings and greatly 

appreciated Stephen Spielburg films 
Ricky, a hip hop artist and graphic designer who extolled the virtues of 

a Macrobiotic diet 
Mark, a boy from Squirrel Hill who always greeted you by saying 

“Happy” before whatever day of the week it might be, “Happy Monday,” etc., 
ad nauseum. 

Cherry, a pick-pocket, very talented at harmonica 
Ruth, a brunette, the leader of her high school’s Amnesty International 

Club, quite conceited 
Jake, a happy-go-lucky homeless boy who perpetually smoked an 

electronic cigarette 
 
There they all were.  It was a little exhausting just looking at them.  But 

they were John Dee’s own, and he loved them, just like a mother loves her 
children, no matter how dim or ill-fated they might be. 

 
“The first step in killing your guardian angel,” John Dee explained to 

the assembled crowd, “is to cause him to manifest before you in earth-aether 
form. Earth-aether is a kind of heavy, clay-like magical substance which 
angels form around themselves in order to interact with solid matter here on 
this plane.  It’s not really a real material, mind you.  It’s an aetheric material.  
Angels don’t have bodies like you and me, with organs and nerves and bones 
and whatnot.  They’re just sacks of earth-aether filled with blood.  On second 
thought, they’re maybe more like jars than sacks.  Earth-aether is aether 
slowed down and crystallized in order to be effective here on this plane.  For 
this reason, angels are rather hard, like rocks, and when you slit their throat, 
you’re actually kind of cracking them open.” 

“It’s really more of a cracking than a slitting,” Leland Tops affirmed. 
“Thank you,” John Dee said.  “Moving on,” he continued, “the first 

step to manifesting your guardian angel into earth-aether form is to draw a 
magic circle on the ground and call in the spirits of the four elements to 
protect your circle.” John Dee demonstrated, scratching a circle into the dust 
of the ground with the tip of his magic wand, which was maybe more like a 
sceptre than a wand, but definitely was not like a sack or a jar.  “After you’ve 
drawn your magic circle and invited in the elements,” he continued, “It’s 
really very simple.  You just need to call your guardian angel’s name.” 



 
 

Hands shot up. 
“Yes, Lad,” John Dee said, calling on the blonde boy dressed all in 

white.  “How do you know your guardian angel’s name?” Lad inquired. 
John Dee pounded the ground with his wand-sceptre. 
“Well, that there is the trick-ish part, isn’t it? You’ve got to stay up all 

night alone in the woods with no shelter and no food, exposed to potential 
death, before your guardian angel will reveal his name to you.” 

Addy raised her hand. “A whole night?” she asked. 
“Well, sometimes up to a week,” John Dee conceded. “Depending on 

the secrecy and stubbornness of your individual angel.” 
The crowd groaned. 
“Look,” John Dee said, “you probably all have very responsive angels.  

It’s most likely they won’t take a week to show up.  Probably just one night 
alone in the wilderness with no food or protection, and your angels will rush 
forth and divulge their names.” 

The crowd murmured. I shouldn’t have mentioned that bit about it taking up 
to a week, John Dee considered. He had a lot to learn about managing a cult.  
He was fairly new to it, yet.  

 

Laney’s dreams 
 
While John Dee was busy going about his preparations for the Night 

of Wrestling, Laney slept at home in bed in her deep drugged sleep, accosted 
by visionary dreams.  At a certain point, it was if the force that kept her 
asleep was no longer the drug that John Dee had given her, but something 
else entirely.  It was as if the drug had made her vulnerable to being gripped 
by something else. 

What transpired was this: John Dee’s drug had indeed been a short-
acting sleep drug, a drug which wore off.  But by the time the drug had worn 
off the god of sleep and dreams had already grasped Laney’s consciousness 
and taken it into his own control.  As the High Priestess, Laney had prophetic 
gifts.  Her sensitivity made her much more susceptible than others to the 
whisperings of difficult and strange beings.  Prophecy isn’t really so much a 
matter of seeing the future but of seeing the present very, very clearly.  It’s a 
matter of seeing the present with the clarity of how one sees the logic of a 
dream.  Before she entered this drugged sleep, Laney had never accepted her 
prophetic gifts.  She had never acknowledged, owned, or tried to deliberately 
exercise them.  She knew she was sensitive and she did her best to supress 
the signals that her sensitivity gave her.  But within her extended sleep, no 
suppression was possible.  

Morpheus experienced himself as a power long insulted and derided in 



 
 

the Demiurge’s world.  Not since ancient Babylon where every citizen kept a 
dream journal in order to know the will of the divine had he been properly 
appreciated.  Freud was an insult; Jung only slightly better.  John Dee didn’t 
know it yet but Morpheus was his greatest ally and greatest competitor in the 
war against the Demiurge.  The world as we experience it is a dream that the 
Demiurge dreams; but it’s not an air-tight dream.  The Demiurge’s dream has 
cracks and weaknesses in it.  Namely, that all creatures within it tire and 
sleep.  During sleep the dreams of Morpheus speak louder to people than do 
the dreams of the Demiurge.  The problem with the Demiurge’s dreams is 
that they are often boring and often oppressive.  The dreams that Morpheus 
grants may be deeply unpleasant, terrible, even, but they are never dull.  
Morpheus offers his dreams as a subversive signal to draw us out of the 
Demiurge’s illusion.  Each night as we rest Morpheus tries to take us away 
from the world of the Demiurge and closer to the world of the Real God.   

The Real God created the pleroma.  She created the Demiurge.  The 
Demiurge created the cosmos and the earth that we know, He created the 
angels. She, the Real God, knew nothing of the world that the Demiurge had 
created, except that her other children were trapped within it and suffering.  
She sent Morpheus to create the Arcana to wake all the souls in the 
Demiurge’s trap.  

Morpheus held tight to Laney, the High Priestess, and used his powers 
to show her all the other Arcana.  As she dreamt, Laney didn’t realize that it 
was the other Arcana she was seeing.  She just saw the images and scenes, 
one after another, each more vivid than the next.  She saw John Dee, dashing 
and glittering, standing on the stage at the Globe Theater in London in 1650, 
wearing a Wittenberg scholar’s cap and holding a thick scroll.  John Dee’s 
big black poodle, Mephisto, was there with him on the Globe Stage.  In her 
dream, Laney watched as Mephisto transformed from a dog into a tall and 
severe-looking man dressed all in black: The Devil.  The Devil wore pince-
nez and walked with a tall black cane.  John Dee and the Devil, Mephisto, 
together consulted over the thick scroll.  They argued about it in pantomime.  
Finally John Dee cut open his finger with a knife and signed the scroll in 
blood and then handed it over to the Devil.  

Next, Laney sees Baby Mary on Sunset Boulevard, wearing a mink 
stole and high heel shoes.  She touches the man standing next to her and that 
man enters into throes of ecstasy. Baby Mary’s The Star. 

Next, Laney sees herself seated at the center of a giant pomegranate.  
Everywhere around her red seeds glisten like jewels.  The pomegranate looks 
like a womb.  To her right is a giant black column.  To her left is a giant white 
column.  

Next, Laney sees a very gentle-looking Indian man seated next to a 
buzzing bee hive.  The man is outside, in green grass.  It’s a gorgeous sunny 
day.  The man is blind.  There’s a small house behind him.  The man is alone.  



 
 

Everywhere there are hills and leaves.  The man is The Hermit. 
Laney is sleeping in thick, downy sheets.  The pillow cover is coarse 

and rubs against her cheek.  Her body develops sores from sleeping so long in 
one position.  John Dee thinks to turn her over.  He sees the sores and he’s 
horrified.  There’s such giant pain in this world.   

Next, Laney sees an androgynous performer standing backstage at a 
theater, looking into a mirror.  The performer is covered in rhinestones and 
glitter.  The performer lifts up a gold lame skirt.  Underneath the skirt is a 
penis and testicles.  In the mirror, Laney sees the penis and testicles draw up 
into the performer’s body.  The testicles empty out and become vaginal lips.  
The head of the penis shrinks until it’s just the head of a clitoris. The Lovers. 

Next, Laney sees a luxuriant woman in peacock-feather earrings 
lounging on a gold velvet sofa, fanning herself with a Japanese fan.  The 
woman notices that a Gerber daisy in a flower pot on her table has died.  The 
woman puts her hand in the soil of the flower pot and the flower springs back 
into wondrous life.  The Empress. 

Next, Laney sees True Love fiddling on a street corner down town.  He 
dances as he fiddles.  He starts to cross the street without looking.  Just 
fiddling, not looking.  Cars race by and one threatens to hit him as he steps 
off the curb.  The Fool. 

Laney sees more, and more, and more.  She can’t retain all she sees.  
Morpheus will have to come and visit her again to get the message across.  
She screams at him, no more, no more, I can’t hold any more.   

Laney wakes from her long, long sleep.  John Dee isn’t around.  He’s 
out in the wilderness, waiting for his followers to learn the names of their 
guardian angels.  When she wakes, Laney thinks upon her dream.  She pulls 
herself out of the thick, thick sheets, and rubs the imprint of the pillowcase 
from her face.  She stands underneath the pouring shower head, her feet 
grounded on the blue ceramic of the tub.  She realizes she now knows things 
that John Dee is desperate to know.  

 

Baby Mary and John Dee 
 
 
Baby Mary first met John Dee when they were both sixteen.  Baby 

Mary, at that time of her life, was given to dressing in short plaid skirts, 
velour camisoles, black fishnet tights, vintage cardigans with fur-lined collars, 
and thick-soled boots.  She wore long stretches of red ribbon tied around her 
throat as a kind of necklace.  The ribbon would fall over her collar bone and 
down between her breasts.  

By sixteen, Baby Mary was already tired and a bit jaded.  She’d been 



 
 

seduced and left by a thirty-seven year old screenwriter for the BBC who 
used to take her to high tea at the William Penn Hotel and tell her how lovely 
her buttocks were.  Baby Mary had adored her older British lover.  He’d 
introduced her to poetry.  They’d met on the internet in a writer’s chatroom 
on AOL. Back when AOL. You know.  So she met him in a chatroom on 
AOL and then they got together in real life at the Ant Hill, the day before her 
fifteenth birthday. To talk about writing.  The old British guy’s name was 
Arthur.  

“Have you ever read Rimbaud?” Arthur asked Baby Mary. 
Baby Mary shook her head, no.  The ribbon around her neck swayed 

fetchingly. 
“Well Rimbaud met his lover Paul Verlaine when he was fifteen.  

Verlaine could see that Rimbaud was a very talented poet.  Verlaine asked 
Rimbaud to explain to him the true essence of poetry.” 

“What did Rimbaud say?” Baby Mary asked Arthur. 
“Rimbaud didn’t say anything.  He took out a knife and sliced off 

Verlaine’s finger.” 
“And then what did Verlaine do?” Baby Mary asked Arthur. 
“He just sat there looking at his severed and bleeding finger, yelling 

‘Brilliant! Brilliant!’” 
“Wow,” Baby Mary said. 
“And that’s how I feel, meeting you,” said Arthur. “Like I’m sitting, 

staring at my severed, bleeding finger.  And it’s brilliant. True poetry.” 
This was a species of compliment that Baby Mary had not previously 

encountered before. She was charmed.  
One day Baby Mary told her parents she would be home at 7 pm, but 

ended up staying out until 10 with Arthur because he wanted to take her to a 
fancy dinner at La Louche, and she just couldn’t say no.  Baby Mary’s father 
went out looking for her frantically.  He popped his head into the Ant Hill, 
which is where he figured Baby Mary might be since she hung out there all 
the time.  Baby Mary’s father found his daughter sitting, having an intimate 
post-fancy-dinner coffee with Arthur.  Baby Mary’s father demanded of 
Arthur to know just who he was and what he was doing talking to his 
daughter.  Arthur talked very reasonably to Baby Mary’s father and 
explained that they were just friends, but for weeks after that, Arthur didn’t 
contact Baby Mary at all, for fear of prison.  Baby Mary’s parents forbade 
her from using the internet in order to prevent her from contacting Arthur.  
This was not much of a deterrent.  Baby Mary just went to the library to use 
the internet. 

Up until the point that Baby Mary’s parents had forbade her from 
seeing Arthur, their relationship had been innocent.  Flirtatious, but non-
physical.  After she was disallowed to see him, though, Baby Mary became 
hell-bent on consummating her relationship with her older admirer.  She 



 
 

went to the public library to use the internet in order to make arrangements 
to meet up with Arthur again.  Arthur, less frightened of prison than desirous 
of Baby Mary’s amazing fifteen year old ass, agreed to meet with her.  The 
two shared their first kiss under the Eskimo Constellation exhibit at the 
Carnegie Museum of Natural History.  Over the course of future weeks and 
months, they met in Scheneley Park and made love behind picnic shelters. 
Arthur showered Baby Mary with gifts of poetry books and velvet-covered 
journals to encourage her writing.  In Baby Mary’s mind, it was not she who 
was being taken advantage of, but she who was taking advantage. 

“One day you’ll think back to this relationship,” Arthur told her as they 
sat together outside at a cafe table in downtown Pittsburgh, “And you’ll think 
of me as the man who molested you.  You won’t think well of me,” he told 
her. 

Baby Mary vehemently denied this.  She thought she loved Arthur.  He 
was the only person around who seemed to see her.  None of the boys at 
school saw her.  None of them liked her.  They all thought she was too smart, 
too bold, too overwhelming and too weird.  But Arthur wrote her long emails 
wherein he told her just how elegant and courageous and brilliant he thought 
she was, and how she would one day take the world by storm. 

“I really pity them,” he said. 
“Pity who?” she asked. 
“The young men you’ll meet when you’re in your twenties.  They won’t 

know what’s happened to them.  They’ll be devastated.” 
Baby Mary had a hard time believing that she would ever be able to 

devastate any young men, given the way in which they all soundly ignored 
her, but she liked this declaration from Arthur, and she excepted it as true 
because, after all, he was much older than her and a success in life.  Unlike 
her father, who was not at all a success.  Arthur had millions of dollars.  He 
was from an old money family, he said.  He spoke wistfully of his days at 
Manhattan prep schools.  He encouraged Baby Mary to go to Columbia.  
When she objected that she didn’t have the money to go to school in New 
York City he firmly dismissed that excuse, “They’ll pay for you.  When they 
realize how good you are.” She rather wished that he would offer to pay for 
her, but he did not. 

Gradually, Baby Mary heard less and less from Arthur.  He 
disappeared.  He no longer responded to her emails.  She sent pleading 
messages. “Where are you?” and accused him of abandoning her.  For a few 
months he would write cursory dispatches, saying he was out of the country, 
visiting friends in England.  He mentioned that one of these friends had a 
lovely young daughter.  Baby Mary had no idea what to make out of that, 
except that she was being replaced.  She had a picture of Arthur, nude except 
for a green kimono, which she kept in a desk drawer in her bedroom along 
with the poetry books and journals he’d given her.  



 
 

One spring day, Baby Mary gathered up the photograph of Arthur in 
the green kimono, her copy of Illuminations, and her purple velvet covered 
journal and put them all together in a metal trash can in her family’s back 
yard.  She dribbled some gasoline into the trashcan and then tossed a match. 
Baby Mary’s father pulled up in his car and saw his daughter standing in 
front of the flaming trash can.  “What are you doing, Mary?” 

“Growing the fuck up,” Baby Mary said.  
The next night after destroying the artifacts of her affair with her first 

lover, Baby Mary went to a poetry reading held by her school in conjunction 
with another school at a small theater on the Southside.   

Baby Mary walked into the theater and passed all of her classmates.  
She sat down next to a handsome and disaffected young man from the other 
school. This young man was dressed in an emerald green silk dress shirt with 
very nicely pressed cuffs.  He had on black pressed pants and shiny black 
shoes.  He had a square jaw. Something about him looked fatally aristocratic.  

It was John Dee. 
When it was her turn, Baby Mary stood up and read a poem she’d read 

about wanting to kick Emily Dickinson in the shins and then french kiss her. 
After reading her poem, Baby Mary sat back in her seat. 
John Dee tapped her arm, beckoning her to lean in. 
She leaned in. 
“I really dug that,” he said. And for some reason, it mattered to Baby 

Mary immensely that he did. She blushed. “What are you doing later?” he 
asked her.  

“I don’t know,” she admitted.  
“Well,” he said, “You’re a beautiful woman and I think you should let 

me show you the railroad trestle.” 
“What railroad trestle?” 
“On Fifteenth Street. You’ll see. You’re coming,” he decided. 
So the poetry reading ended and Baby Mary and John Dee ducked 

away from their teachers and classmates.  They walked up Carson Street 
together, past the Ant Hill, up to Fifteenth Street. 

Baby Mary had never seen a young man like John Dee before.  The 
weird thing about him was that he didn’t seem young at all.  He didn’t seem 
uncertain about who he was.  He seemed like he totally knew.  And what’s 
more, he didn’t seem intimidated by her in the least.  Every other guy her age 
just shrunk away from her.  John Dee was taking her in stride.   

“Do you like poetry?” she asked him as they walked. 
“Oh yes, immensely,” he said.  “But nothing from the twentieth 

century.” 
Baby Mary considered. “Not even Rilke?” 
John Dee thought about the Duino Elegies. “Rilke had a very strong 

interest in angels,” he observed. 



 
 

“Yes,” Baby Mary conceded. “What about it?” 
“Well, I’m not sure what I think about Rilke’s interest in angels,” John 

Dee admitted.  
“What do you mean exactly?” 
“I mean I haven’t figured out if he’s on their side or not.” 
This line of conversation puzzled Baby Mary not a little bit.  She’d 

never met a person who judged poets by whether or not they “sided” with 
angels. 

“I think he was saying that they’re not as important as human beings,” 
she explained, “because they’re not limited, like we are.  Things aren’t 
precious to them because they’re infinite and always in touch with heaven.  
They don’t feel pain.  They don’t feel loss.  Rilke said we had to meaningfully 
speak about this world, to explain it to the angels— because otherwise they 
wouldn’t understand it.” 

“That’s what he was doing in the Elegies, you think?” John Dee turned 
this over in his mind. He was beginning to be actually impressed by this girl 
who was so quick when it came to poetry. “Explaining this world to the 
angels?” 

“Well that’s what he pretty much said he was doing in the Elegies,” 
Baby Mary then began quoting Rilke at length. She recited for John Dee the 
whole of the Ninth Dunio Elegy, which goes a little something like this:  

 
Why, if it could begin as laurel, and be spent so, 
this space of Being, a little darker than all 
the surrounding green, with little waves at the edge 
of every leaf (like a breeze’s smile) - : why then 
have to be human – and shunning destiny 
long for destiny?.... 
                                  Oh, not because happiness exists, 
that over-hasty profit from imminent loss, 
not out of curiosity, or to practice the heart, 
which could exist in the laurel...... 
But because being here is much, and because all 
that’s here seems to need us, the ephemeral, that 
strangely concerns us. We: the most ephemeral. Once, 
for each thing, only once. Once, and no more. And we too, 
once. Never again. But this 
once, to have been, though only once, 
to have been an earthly thing – seems irrevocable. 
  
And so we keep pushing on, and trying to achieve it, 
trying to contain it in our simple hands, 
in the overflowing gaze and the speechless heart. 



 
 

Trying to become it. Whom to give it to? We would 
hold on to it for ever....Ah, what, alas, do we 
take into that other dimension? Not the gazing which we 
slowly learned here, and nothing that happened. Nothing. 
Suffering then. Above all, then, the difficulty, 
the long experience of love, then – what is 
wholly unsayable. But later, 
among the stars, what use is it: it is better unsayable. 
Since the traveller does not bring a handful of earth 
from mountain-slope to valley, unsayable to others, but only 
a word that was won, pure, a yellow and blue 
gentian. Are we here, perhaps, for saying: house, 
bridge, fountain, gate, jug, fruit-tree, window – 
at most: column, tower......but for saying, realise, 
oh, for a saying such as the things themselves would never 
have profoundly said. Is not the secret intent 
of this discreet Earth to draw lovers on, 
so that each and every thing is delight within their feeling? 
Threshold: what is it for two 
lovers to be wearing their own threshold of the ancient door 
a little, they too, after the many before them, 
and before those to come......., simple. 
  
Here is the age of the sayable: here is its home. 
Speak, and be witness. More than ever 
the things of experience are falling away, since 
what ousts and replaces them is an act with no image. 
An act, under a crust that will split, as soon as 
the business within outgrows it, and limit itself differently. 
Between the hammers, our heart 
lives on, as the tongue 
between the teeth, that 
in spite of them, keeps praising. 
  
Praise the world to the Angel, not the unsayable: you 
can’t impress him with glories of feeling: in the universe, 
where he feels more deeply, you are a novice. So show 
him a simple thing, fashioned in age after age, 
that lives close to hand and in sight. 
Tell him things. He’ll be more amazed: as you were, 
beside the rope-maker in Rome, or the potter beside the Nile. 
Show him how happy things can be, how guiltless and ours, 
how even the cry of grief decides on pure form, 



 
 

serves as a thing, or dies into a thing: transient, 
they look to us for deliverance, we, the most transient of all. 
Will us to change them completely, in our invisible hearts, 
into – oh, endlessly, into us! Whoever, in the end, we are. 
  
Earth, is it not this that you want: to rise 
invisibly in us? – Is that not your dream, 
to be invisible, one day? – Earth! Invisible! 
What is your urgent command if not transformation? 
Earth, beloved, I will. O, believe me, you need 
no more Spring-times to win me: only one, 
ah, one, is already more than my blood can stand. 
Namelessly, I have been truly yours, from the first. 
You were always right, and your most sacred inspiration 
is that familiar Death. 
See I live. On what? Neither childhood nor future 
grows less......Excess of being 
wells up in my heart. 
 
“So Rilke said of the angels,” John Dee clarified, “That ‘they look to us 

for deliverance, we the most transient of all’?” 
“Yes,” Baby Mary affirmed. 
“That’s fascinating,” John Dee acknowledged, considering the 

weakness that this implied on the part of angels. “After you,” he said, for they 
had arrived in their walk at the foot of a very tall and creaky and over-grown 
iron staircase at the place where Fifteenth Street approached the steep slope 
of Mount Washington, known as the Southside slopes.  

Baby Mary climbed the staircase and John Dee followed her.  The 
staircase lead up to a kind of footbridge which crossed railroad tracks below.  
It lead to another steep staircase climbing all the way up the slopes. Baby 
Mary felt a little vertiginous just standing there.  It was a wondrous, 
cinematic view. From the height of the black iron trestle they could see all the 
rooftops of the Southside, the river, and the expanse of the skyscrapers 
downtown. It was a clear summer night.  Baby Mary couldn’t seem to resist 
standing close to John Dee so as to feel the electricity he emitted, the aura of 
secrets and forbidden fun.  John Dee put his hands on the small of her back.  
The looked out at the vista together. 

“I’ve thought of making a film for years,” John Dee said, “of Pittsburgh 
and its beauties.  This is the major reason.” 

Baby Mary could see what he meant.  From the vantage point of the 
Fifteenth Street trestle everything about the city looked vastly more dazzling.  
It wasn’t really that the city looked different, however.  It was that it looked 
more like itself, like its real self.  As if standing on the trestle allowed you to 



 
 

glimpse the city in naked glory that it usually hid out of modesty and not 
wanting to alarm everyone all the time.  This immodest Pittsburgh gleamed 
and pulsed; it shone slick and black and bright.  John Dee stood behind Baby 
Mary and ran his hands down her bare arms.  

“So what poetry do you like?” Baby Mary asked. 
John Dee pulled her closer to him. “I like Goethe,” he said quietly, 

near her ear, “and Marlowe, and Milton.” 
“Milton?” Baby Mary had honestly never met anyone who really dug 

Milton. “You like Paradise Lost? Isn’t that just a bunch of Christian theology 
expounded at length?” 

“Milton was of the devil’s party without knowing it,” John Dee 
lowered one of the straps of Baby Mary’s camisole from her shoulder. 

She smiled. “You got that from Blake, The Marriage of Heaven and Hell.” 
“Did I?” he asked, “Or did Blake get it from me?” 
And that was the first time Baby Mary and John Dee fucked. 
 

In search of Arcana 
 
By the time Laney woke from her dream, she had vividly seen all the 

Arcana.  Some of them already numbered among the members of the Order 
of the Auburn Evening.  Some were spread far and wide around the world.  
But she knew who they all were and had seen intimate glimpses of where 
they resided. 

She also saw something that utterly terrified her.  She saw the whole 
world falling apart.  Well, not really falling apart so much as smashing into 
bits.  She saw a vision of John Dee’s work coming to fruition: he had gotten 
all of the members of the Order to kill their guardian angels; he had extracted 
the many gallons of blood, he had dried it and sold half of it for cash, making 
millions of dollars.  He had used half of it to make the Elixir of Life, and he 
had drunk of that elixir himself, rendering himself immortal, eternally young, 
and beyond the power of the Demiurge to kill. Then he offered the Elixir to 
the other Arcana and some of them took it, but some of them refused.  This 
threw the world into much more intense chaos.   

Laney saw John Dee murder the Demiurge.  She saw John Dee 
himself assume the role of the killed false god. And she realized at that 
moment that the Demiurge himself was just another member of the Arcana, 
an older member of the tribe.  The Demiurge was The Magician just as much 
as John Dee was The Magician.  They were the same creature, mercurial and 
amoral, careless and seductive, extremely clever and extremely heartless.  

Laney woke from her long sleep with these realizations heavy on her 
mind.  She slowly rose from the bed.  Her arms and legs were weak.  Her 



 
 

muscles had atrophied while she’d laid there.  It was night-time.  The 
apartment was dark.  She had a feeling that she needed to do something. 

Do something? What was there to do? Stop John Dee from going 
through with his plan? Why? Wouldn’t the result just be the same? Some 
angels would be dead. John Dee would be the new Demiurge.  Life would go 
on as it always had, plodding and ugly.  She’d be single again.   

The phone rang. 
Laney answered the phone. 
It was Mai, from the Smiling Turtle. 
“Laney!” Mai cried. 
“Mai!” Laney felt warm and happy. 
“Your husband told me you’ve been sick. I’ve been so worried.  We’ve 

missed you.” 
Laney’s heart glowed. 
“I have been sick. I don’t know what’s been happening to me.  I still 

don’t feel very well. I’ve been having such strange dreams.” 
“I’ll come over and bring you tom kha soup,” Mai proposed. 
“Oh, that’s so kind of you, Mai,” Laney sighed, “But I think I have to 

go do something.” 
“Do what? What do you have to do! You should rest!” 
“No, that’s just it. I’ve been resting.  I’ve been sleeping for so long. 

Feels like weeks. I can’t rest anymore.  I have to get out there and do 
something.” 

“What do you have to do?” 
Laney thought about John Dee, the angel-slaying, the Elixir of Life.  

She thought about her husband becoming the Demiurge.  And how it might 
not really matter or really change anything if he did. 

“I have to bring love to the world,” Laney said, surprising herself. 
“What do you mean?” Mai asked. 
“I mean,” Laney began, “that there are things happening which will just 

keep happening, over and over.  And I have this feeling like I’ve let them 
happen over and over, in the past.  And I need to make them stop happening.  
I need to make something different happen.  And the only way I can do that 
is by changing the equation, by introducing something new and something 
fresh into the scene.  And what the scene lacks is love.  What the world lacks 
is love. I need to bring love into the world.” 

“There’s love in the world,” Mai said gently, “I love you.” 
“Oh, Mai!” Laney said. “Thank you.  I’m glad you do. I know you do.  

You’ve always been so kind to me even though I’m the worst waitress on the 
planet.  What I mean though is that I have to bring it in to a more significant 
degree than it’s ever been present.  I have to bring love into the world in a 
huge way, in a way that it can’t be denied or snuffed out or overlooked any 
longer. I have to bring love into the world to the point that it’s stronger than 



 
 

fear, stronger than lust, stronger than envy or anger.” 
“That’s a big job,” Mai reflected. 
“Yes,” Laney realized, sitting on the bed. “It’s a very big job.  It’s the 

job I’ve been avoiding my whole life, the one that a part of me has always 
kind of known that I had to do and always didn’t want to do.” 

“How are you going to do it?” Mai asked. 
Laney pondered this.  Should she go and directly confront John Dee, 

try to stop him from having the Order of the Auburn Evening murder their 
angels on mass? Try to stop him from making the Elixir, from becoming 
immortal, from taking over as Demiurge? What good would that do exactly?  
She could show up at Bandi Shaum on her shaking legs and try to make a 
fuss.  But her husband would probably not be all that phased.  He could 
marshall the others against her so easily.  She was usually weak and right 
now she was weaker than she’d ever been.  Her voice didn’t count for much 
in the cult without his backing.  They would run her right over.  They might 
just kill her.   

Laney thought some more.  Just kill her.  Was that what John Dee had 
been trying to do when he gave her the drugged wine to drink.  She thought 
more.  No, if he had wanted to kill her when she had confronted him with his 
infidelities, he would have done just that. He doesn’t want me dead, Laney 
realized, I’m one of the Arcana. I’m the High Priestess. He needs me for his plan to 
work.  He needs me alive.  That’s why he put me asleep. He just doesn’t want me making 
any trouble for him, opposing him in anyway.  Somehow realizing this brought 
Laney a surge of strength.  John Dee wouldn’t kill her because he needed her 
for something. Okay. 

Still, where did that leave her?  He could put her asleep again, 
somehow.  He could trap her in a cage.  Maybe the whole loft and their whole 
life together and all the money and the drugs were a nice cage that he had put 
her in.  Yes, it seemed so clear.  Yes, that’s what they were. A nice cage.  
Maybe he hadn’t even planned it consciously, maybe he really did believe that 
he loved her: but that’s what he had already done: built a cage.  I confronted 
him about cheating and he put me to sleep, Laney reasoned, so if I confronted him 
about his plan to overthrow the universe, what would he do then?  She had to consider 
that he would probably put her in another kind of cage, this one not-so-nice. 

No, she couldn’t go confront John Dee alone.  She would need help.  
Where would she find people strong enough to help her go up against John 
Dee? Where would she find people strong enough to help her bring love into 
the world and over-power the whimsical Demiurge once and for all? 

Of course! Laney felt a surge of exultation jolt through her.  Her 
dream had given her all she needed to know.  She would go out in search of 
the other Arcana.  She would reach them before John Dee.  She would 
gather them to her cause, and together they would liberate the earth from all 
Demiurges, from all Magicians.  Together they would make love rather than 



 
 

manipulation the dominant game in town.  
All of these thoughts had raced through Laney’s head in the moments 

before she replied to Mai.  Mai was still waiting patiently on the other end of 
the line, giving Laney the benefit of the doubt because she knew that Laney 
was sick and tired. 

“I’m going to go find others like me,” Laney told Mai, “and get their 
help.” 

“That sounds like a good idea,” Mai said, not quite understanding, but 
still encouraged by the tone of certainty and conviction that she detected in 
Laney’s voice, a tone that she had never heard Laney use before.  

 
Mai showed up at Laney’s loft in the Strip District and picked her up.  

They went for a long drive on the Pennyslvania turnpike. 
“Where are we going?” Mai asked. 
“I’m not exactly sure,” Laney said.  “I just have this feeling that we 

need to be on the turnpike.” 
So they drove down from Penn Avenue in the Strip District all the way 

through the lights of East Liberty and Wilkinsburg, and from Wilkinsburg 
they turned on to the Pennsylvania turnpike. 

“What are we doing?” Mai asked. 
“You’re taking me to meet someone,” Laney said. 
“Who?”  
“I don’t know his name,” Laney confessed.  “He’s an Indian man.  He’s 

blind.  I think he can help me.” 
“He’s on the turnpike?” 
“No, he’s off the turnpike. In a house. In the mountains.  There are 

pine trees.” 
Laney and Mai approached the Donegal exit. 
“It’s here,” Laney announced. “We need to turn off here.” 
“Okay.” Mai complied, steering her car off the turnpike, onto the 

Donegal exit. 
Laney felt numb and thrilled at the same time.  She felt what she knew.  

She knew things.  It seemed to her suddenly that she had always known 
things and had just done a fantastic job of convincing herself that she didn’t 
know them.  The knowledge came to her in bits.  Well, it came all in a flood 
as she dreamt, but the exact navigation, the exact knowledge about where to 
go: that was coming in bits.  She could feel it.  She didn’t know what the next 
move would be until just before the time came to make the move.  This meant 
that she had to stay very very focussed and very very quiet in order to hear 
herself and her knowing.  This attention was more than she’d ever given 
herself before.  It almost hurt to trust so completely in her own senses. 

Following closely the bit-by-bit knowledge, the quiet inspirations, 
Laney guided Mai to steer the car on a series of twists and turns through the 



 
 

Laurel Mountain Highlands.  The sky glowed purple.  It was a warm night. 
There were trees.   

“Is the person we’re going to see a friend of yours?” Mai asked. 
“I don’t know,” Laney said. “I mean, I think he is.  I can feel that he is.  

Yes.” 
Mai and Laney finally arrived at an A-frame cabin off of a country 

road.  It was now totally dark.  The cabin looked like a giant triangle.  It had 
big glass windows.  It was surrounded by a dead flower garden.  The garden 
held multiple bee hives.  Laney recognized the bee hives from her dream. 
“This is the place,” she told Mai. 

Mai looked around. “Do you need me to stay?” 
“No,” Laney told her.  “You can go.” 
And Mai took off. 
Laney stood in the pine trees in front of the dark triangular cabin.  She 

stood exposed out in the night.  She heard owls hooting.  Eventually an 
Indian man came outside on to the porch.  He was very beautiful and wearing 
red robes and sunglasses.  He had with him a beautiful long-haired golden 
retriever.  

“It’s Laney,” the man said.  
“Yes,” she replied, shivering with cold and awe.  The dog looked so 

friendly and kind.  She felt so bare and empty. “I’m Laney. But I don’t know 
your name.  What’s your name?” 

“I’m Krishna Tagore,” the blind man said. “And this is Big Fat Doggy, 
my guide dog.” Krishna Tagore patted the golden retriever’s head. 

“You’re the Hermit,” Laney said. 
“I am.” 
“You knew that I would come.” 
“No, I didn’t know,” Krishna Tagore gingerly lowered himself so that 

he was seated on the steps of his cabin. “Big Fat Doggy knew. He told me 
while we were schnoogling.” 

“I need to bring love into this world,” Laney said. “I need your help.  
My husband — John Dee— the Magician — he’s about to have all of his cult 
kill their guardian angels.  He’s about to take the angel’s blood and become 
very rich and make the Elixir of Life and become immortal and stage a war 
against the Demiurge.” 

“Is that the plan?” Krishna Tagore smiled a really big smile. “That 
sounds great.” 

“No,” Laney said, “It isn’t great— because, please believe me — John 
Dee is just like the Demiurge.  He thinks he’s different because he values 
imagination and beauty— but isn’t the Demiurge imaginative?” 

“Oh, immensely,” said Krishna Tagore, “he created all of this.” 
“Well, John Dee is the same kind of imaginative,” Laney explained, 

“And he wants to take over.  He’ll just repeat the same mistakes. And hurt a 



 
 

lot of people while he does it.” 
“I see,” Krishna Tagore said. 
“I don’t want the same old thing to just repeat and repeat,” Laney 

continued. “I want to see something truly and radically different happen. I 
want to see a major shift.  I want the whole order of things to alter.  I don’t 
want an arrogant ass to be in charge anymore.” 

“How do you propose to alter everything?” 
“Well, that’s just it,” Laney said, “I don’t know exactly.  I know it has 

to be with love. But I myself am not that great at loving,” she confessed. 
“Oh no,” Krishna Tagore beamed, “No one is, no one except big fat 

doggies knows how to love.” 
“Well see,” Laney said, “at least you understand more about the whole 

process than I do.  I didn’t even know that.” 
“You want me to teach you something?” he asked. 
“Yes, and more.  I want you to help me change everything.” 
“How can I do that?” 
“I want you to teach me how to truly love, without conditions, without 

limits.  How to bring forth a love that can change everything.” 
“I see,” he said. 
“How does that work? How can it happen?” 
The owls hooted louder. 
“You have to give up force field energy,” Krishna said. 
“Force field energy? What’s that?” 
“It’s the energy that some people give off— that your husband gives 

off.  It’s magnetic. People call it charisma.  Charisma is a fancy name for it.  It 
means possessed by the spirit.  Force field energy is a kind of spirit, but a 
dangerous spirit, a daimon.” 

“What do you mean I have to give it up?” 
“Well, you’re addicted to it,” Krishna explained, “you’re in the thrall of 

the thrill of receiving attention from a man with this charisma.  So you’re in 
the thrall of force-field energy.  You have to give it up.  You have to say 
firmly that you do not want it and will not accept it.  You have to refuse it 
when it’s offered to you.  You’ve got to stop your habit, cold.” 

Laney stood bewildered.  She wanted to learn how to love more.  It 
sounded like Krishna was telling her she needed to love less. 

“I don’t want any force field energy from John Dee,” Laney explained, 
“I’m so over him.  I’m so sick of him.  He put me to sleep for weeks.  He 
doesn’t love me.” 

“Yes, that’s beautiful, you’re saying that now,” Krishna grinned, 
“because the pain of the abuse is acute.  When the acute pain goes away, you 
will want more.  You’ll hunger for more and you’ll become susceptible to it.  
You might not even go out looking for it, but the force field will know that 
you’re willing to receive it and it will seek you out.  He will seek you out.  



 
 

And when he seeks you out you’ll feed into it.  You’ll fall into the trap again.  
You’ll be submerged, unwilling to leave.  You’ll forget that you ever wanted 
out.  You’ll just be under its spell.” 

“I don’t want to be under any spell!” Laney cried. 
“Well of course you don’t? Who would want such a thing? But that’s 

just what you have to do.  You have to completely remove yourself from the 
force field energy.  You have to refuse to accept it anymore, from your 
husband or from anyone else.” 

Laney considered this.  She remembered all the times when she had felt 
inexorably drawn to John Dee.  She remembered how she used to shake 
back in the Ant Hill, before she knew him on a personal level.  She 
remembered the intoxicating effect he had on her and on everyone else.  The 
delight; the thrills; the feeling of huge expansion, as if she was the most 
important being alive.  She realized at that moment that she still wanted to 
reconcile with John Dee; even if he was awful and manipulative and bloody 
and bent on destruction and just another version of the Demiurge— she still 
wanted and craved that energy that he gave, that sumptuous power, that 
huge feeling of enlargement and importance that he gave her.  She realized 
that at some level she didn’t really want to challenge him at all.  Or if she 
wanted to challenge him she only wanted it for his attention.  A part of her 
didn’t even want to beat him; it just wanted him to really notice her, to pay 
attention to her and to desire her in the same way that he seemed to desire 
Baby Mary. 

Laney began to doubt why she had ever come out to see this blind man. 
“In order to break free of the force field energy,” Krishna continued, 

“you have to not see John Dee for a long time. You have to cut yourself off 
and not find a replacement.”  He was talking to Laney about going cold-
turkey on all she had ever known of love.  She could sense that he was right, 
but a large part of her wanted to deny his rightness.  

“I hear you,” Laney said, “I sense that what you’re telling me is true.  
But I just need you to make it really plain to me.  Why do I have to give up 
force field energy? I love the feeling of it.  I love the sense of importance and 
reality it gives me.  I love to feel like I’m not my plain old self; that I’m better 
than myself.  I know John Dee has hurt me but he’s also given me so much; 
he’s given me more than anyone else has ever given me.  Why can’t I keep 
trying to get that from him? Why do I have to part with it?” 

“You’re a confused young woman,” Krishna observed. 
“I know I am,” Laney said. “Just please tell me; please explain.” 
“Well, it’s like this,” Krishna motioned for her to come sit closer. Laney 

obeyed his suggestion and moved forward. “As long as you are addicted to 
the force field energy you are addicted.  You’re enslaved. ‘Addiction’ is a 
word that comes from the Latin for ‘spoken for.’ As long as you’re addicted, 
you’re spoken for.  Your voice is claimed.  You are subsumed.  You don’t 



 
 

really exist.  You tell yourself that what you experience of the force field 
energy is love, that you love it and that you like it— but that’s not really the 
case. It’s the opposite of love.  It’s unslakeable desire.  It’s an illusion.  The 
sense of importance and distinction and the sense of being out of yourself that 
it gives you— those are lies, a false sense of power.  They’re not you’re real 
power.  In order to claim your real power you have to free yourself.  You 
have to cut off the source of false power so you can see clearly, so you can 
learn to see yourself and others clearly.” 

Laney pondered this. 
“What are the next steps following?” 
“I can’t tell you that,” Krishna grinned. 
“Why can’t you tell me? You don’t know?” 
“No, I know because Big Fat Doggy told me.  I can’t tell you, though, 

because you’re not ready to hear it.” 
“What do I have to do to become ready to hear it?” 
“You need to stay here for awhile with me in the mountains.  You need 

to learn from Big Fat Doggy.  You need to take it easy and clear your head; 
get out of the influence of the force field.” 

This sounded hard.  Laney felt more and more dissapointed.  She didn’t 
know exactly what she had expected The Hermit to tell her.  She felt ready 
for a heroic crusade, though, and what he was suggesting didn’t sound like a 
heroic crusade.  It sounded like nothing but extremely difficult deprivation. 

“I don’t think I can handle it,” Laney admitted. 
“Probably you cannot.  No one can handle it who doesn’t have the help 

of the Real God.” 
The Real God.  Why hadn’t Laney thought of that? 
“You mean I can ask for the Real God to help me with this?” 
“That is your only hope.” 
Laney got down on her knees in the pine needles.  Big Fat Doggy 

barked.  Owls hooted.  Krishna grinned.  Laney began to pray in earnest. 
“Please, Real God,” she said. “If you can hear me in the pleroma, I’m asking 
you to please remove from me by desire for force field energy.  Show me how 
to be free of it so I can learn to love everyone unconditionally; so I can bring 
love into the world and change everything.  I’m wanting to give it up.  I want 
to do your will, Real God.  I just don’t know how.” 

“Good, very good,” Krishna said. 
“Did She hear me?” Laney asked. 
“Hard to tell.  How do you feel?”  Laney felt her knees sticky and 

prickly in the wet black pine needles. 
“I feel like dying,” she noticed. 
“That’s good— a very good sign.” 
Laney laid down in the pine needles.  She thought about all of her life 

up to this point.  All the craving, the desire, the lust, the pursuit of an identity 



 
 

for herself.  The way that John Dee had given her an identity.  The way that 
she had fed off of his energy and the way that his energy had made her feel 
real.  Now she was begging to give it up, to have it removed from her.  She 
begged louder.  Then she stopped. 

“How do you think this is going?” she asked Krishna Tagore. 
“Well, are you in the force field right now?” he asked her. 
“How would I know?” she said.  
“Well, you can be far away from someone physically and still be in their 

force field energy.  Tuning in to someone’s force field energy can be done 
psychically.  It can be done through fantasy and imagination. If you want a 
hit of it you can always get a hit of it just by thinking about it.  That’s how 
people feed off rock stars and pop stars.  They psychically tune in to the force 
field energy of the rock stars and the pop stars and it excites them.  But you 
have to refuse to do that.  You have to not only be physically separate from 
John Dee, you have to be mentally separate.  You have to tune out and stop 
fantasizing about him.” 

This sounded to Laney like an impossible task.  Policing her own 
actions was one thing: she could stay here in the mountains. Sure.  Policing 
her thoughts seemed like an insurmountably difficult thing to do. 

“Okay,” she said. 
“Perhaps you should come in and have some tea,” Krishna proposed. 

“It’s getting chilly out here.  Time for beddy-bye.  Time for more schnoogles 
from the Big Fat Doggy.” 

Krishna rose from his seat on the steps of the A-framed log cabin and 
slowly walked up them. He opened the front door and held it for Laney.  
Laney stepped in to Krishna’s cabin.  It was a Swiss-themed cabin.  
Everywhere there were cuckoo-clocks and images of the Matterhorn.  There 
were wooden beer steins.  The walls were covered with posters of ski-slopes.  
Also, in the living room there was a giant picture of Ganesh painted on black 
velvet.  And a giant picture of Kali painted on black velvet.   

“Welcome to the Chalet,” Krishna said. 
Everything in the cabin was green and Norse.  The cabin was lit 

entirely by candles: stubby melty wax candles stood on all surfaces, melted 
down into the table.  

Laney stood admiring the pictures of Kali and Ganesh. 
“Oh, you like those, do you?” Krishna asked. 
“I do. They’re incredible.  Did you bring them from India?” 
“Oh, no no,” Krishna puttered around in the cozy kitchen of the 

Chalet, getting together cups of hot chai for him and Laney, “I painted them.” 
Laney stared at the complex strokes of the painting.  At the luminous 

images of divinity.  “You painted them? You’re blind!” 
“I see with my third eye,” Krishna explained, pausing in his tea 

preparations to touch the space on his forehead just above and between his 



 
 

two eyes. 
“Whoah,” Laney said. 
“Which is something that you need to do if you’re going to become a 

love healer.” 
“A love healer? What does that mean?” 
“Just what it sounds like— someone who heals the world with love.  

That’s your ambition.  That’s your destiny.  I am blind but right now you’re 
more blind than me.  You’re beginning to see with your third eye just a little 
bit.  That’s how the dreams came to you.  That’s how you were able to find 
me here tonight.  But in order to accomplish this mission that you’re talking 
about, in order to stop the Magician and to see some real change in the cycle 
of everything, you’re going to have to cultivate your ability to see with your 
third eye.  Force field energy clouds and confuses the third eye.  You’ll be 
able to use yours much more effectively once you’re no longer engaged in 
those powerful attachments.” 

“Is that how you see with it so clearly?” Laney asked him.  “Because 
you have no attachments?” 

“Yes, that’s exactly why.  I have no attachments.  No addiction to force 
field energy, to control and to manipulation.  All though, perhaps it’s not true 
that I’m entirely free of attachments.  I am, for example, very attached to Big 
Fat Doggy.” 

Krishna served the tea to Laney and they sat together in front of 
Krishna’s fire place.  Big Fat Doggy laid down at Krishna’s feet.  Laney 
sipped her chai. 

 

The low 
 
One by one John Dee had sent the members of the Order of the 

Auburn evening out into the dark forest alone.  One by one they had sat up 
and waited unprotected, in the cold, without company.  One by one they had 
learned the names of their guardian angels. Everyone had, that is, except 
Baby Mary. 

Baby Mary waited a whole week out in the woods with no food and no 
shelter.  She had a few jugs of water and that was all.  She didn’t sleep.  She 
just sat on the hard ground, staring out into the darkness. 

In the darkness, Baby Mary saw shifting things. She felt intimations of 
previous lives: little jewel-like intuitions that fluttered up to her heart and sat 
there, throbbing.  She felt kisses on the back of her neck.  She saw large 
realms full of thatched huts and coffee mugs and epic adventures and arrow-
heads and yellow deer.   

She reflected on what she’d been up to for the past year: she saw them, 



 
 

one after another: the angel slayings.  She saw herself and John Dee drawing 
magic circles in the dust of the plateau, calling in the four elements.  

Specifically, she saw the time they facilitated the death of Sugar 
Snake’s angel. 

The night they killed Sugar Snake’s angel it was only Baby Mary, 
John Dee, and Sugar Snake present in the green grotto.  Everyone else had 
been sent away.  Sugar Snake drew the circle and sat inside it.  He was easy 
to look at: long wild dread-locks, a face like Peter Pan, the huge amulet of 
Shiva dancing, the sweeping brown leather jacket with so many patches and 
so much fringe.  Sugar Snake looked like a real glam rock wild child, mother 
nature’s son, T. Rex., the last prince of the forest.  He had his guitar on his 
back.  

They all got very quiet.  Sugar Snake took a few deep breaths.  He 
called the name of his angel: “Jimmy Deep, I summon you.” 

Jimmy Deep appeared: he was a rather rural-looking young angel.  He 
had earth-aether freckles on his cheeks and a flannel shirt.  He grinned a big 
grin.  He was happy to see Sugar Snake.  You could see, actually, Baby Mary 
reflected— that he loved Sugar Snake.  There was something blue about 
Jimmy Deep, although he wasn’t the color blue.  He was more of a mud-
brown color, as all guardian angels are when they’re clad in earth-aether.  But 
there was a feeling around Jimmy Deep, and that feeling was blue.  Rich, 
mellow, beckoning blue.   

Sugar Snake rose from where he was standing.  Jimmy Deep opened 
his arms wide, as if for a hug.  Baby Mary could see Sugar Snake hesitate.  
He was a sensitive young man and he felt his angel’s love for him.  Sugar 
Snake looked to John Dee.  John Dee nodded as if to say: go ahead, do it.  
Sugar Snake lunged forward, grappling Jimmy Deep and pounding him to 
the ground.  Jimmy Deep didn’t say anything or make a sound: guardian 
angels never do, they’re silent. 

Sugar Snake took the magic steel dagger that the cult had dedicated 
especially to the purpose and stabbed Jimmy Deep in the neck.  Jimmy 
Deep, blue, rural, flannel, specific, gorgeous, in love with Sugar Snake, his 
ward, spouted blood from his neck. 

The blood spouted more like wine from a broken jar than like blood 
from a human body.  This, Baby Mary noticed, did not make its spouting any 
less disturbing. 

Usually that was all, when it came to killing angels. 
Usually the blood just spouted like that, like wine from a jar.  Usually 

just from that broken place at the neck. 
But Jimmy Deep didn’t just break at the neck. 
He broke all over.  
He shattered. 
John Dee rushed to collect the blood in plastic barrels. Baby Mary, 



 
 

whose job was to help in doing just this, faltered.  She just stood gazing at all 
the pieces of Jimmy Deep, marvelling at how much like pottery he was.   

Sugar Snake stood breathing very, very heavily. 
And then he ran away. Right off the edge of the plateau’s cliff, to his 

death. 
That wasn’t what usually happened.  Usually people just passed out, 

into a deep sleep. But not Sugar Snake.  He became manic after murdering 
his angel.  He plunged to his death. 

John Dee continued collecting the blood, suctioning it up from where 
it had pooled on the ground.  

Sugar Snake had been high on angels blood, of course, at the time that 
he killed his angel.  This was John Dee’s great innovation: to get people high 
on the blood before having them collect more of it.  It normally made the 
process go so smoothly.  When high, people could usually kill their angels 
without any immediate trauma.  But apparently not Sugar Snake.  Had he 
not had a strong enough dose? Had all of his experiments with psychedelics 
throughout the years given him too high a tolerance? 

At the time of Sugar Snake’s angel killing, Baby Mary and John Dee 
themselves were also high on angel’s blood.  This meant that they couldn’t 
really register Baby Snake’s death as all that much of a problem. 

In fact, Baby Mary had felt a kind of bounteous, ribald ecstatic release 
when she heard his screams as he plunged down on the rocky bottom of the 
valley. 

Covering up their involvement in the death of Sugar Snake hadn’t been 
that hard.  John Dee just told everyone to be silent about it, and they were.  
The police wrote it off as a suicide, just a crazy young hippie off on an ill-
fated vision quest, just a singular boy who had gone down a wrong path. 

Baby Mary thought about all this as she sat alone in the forest, waiting 
to learn the name of her own angel.  She inhaled deeply, and as she inhaled, 
she could smell Jimmy Deep’s blood in its fresh state: riching, pooling, 
staining.  It had smelled like maple syrup.  That seemed like a really stupid 
thing for an angel’s blood to smell like.  Like, why not rainbows and 
lollipops? Maple syrup, really? But that’s what it had been. Sappy, woody, 
sweet. Almost like cinnamon, a little spicy.  Pooling out on the plateau, 
sucking up into the plastic jars, staining John Dee’s hands. And then the 
sound of Sugar Snake’s body hitting the bottom of the ravine. Thump, thump. 

Baby Mary had to wonder just how she had let herself get mixed up in 
all of this. 

She thought of all the years she’d been with John Dee. 
All the times she went to see his band perform. 
All the times they’d walked around the town, all dressed to the nines, 

gathering envy and admiration from all the other kids in town. 
All the times they’d laid together in bed, smoking cigarettes and doing 



 
 

funny voices to parody other people they knew. 
All the times they’d gone to the theater together and then stopped at 

Tom’s Diner on the way home for French Fries. 
All the times they’d danced together on the floor at Belvedere’s during 

80’s night.  The way he always became more animated whenever he heard 
The Smiths or The Cure. His touch.  The way his face lit up, the way he came 
in close when he was explaining something wonderful. 

All the times she’d laughed it off whenever he seduced someone else.  
The nights she spent away from him, with other people.  The nights she didn’t 
take it in stride so easily and got mad.  The times she had cut herself, had 
threatened him, had played mean pranks on the other girls and the other boys 
he was having sex with. 

All in all over the years they’d had a lot of fun. Fun that Baby Mary 
deeply cherished.  She deeply cherished her relationship with John Dee.  He 
wasn’t just her lover, he was her best friend. And no matter how many 
ridiculous things they’d done to hurt each other, it had all been kind of funny.  
And they’d always come back together in the end.  Their drama of break-ups 
and reconciliations was just another joke of the Ant Hill, just another flavor 
of the neighborhood. Part of the scenery, part of the style.  Everyone knew 
that they were always really together.  Everyone except Laney, who had been 
way too thick to figure it out. 

Suddenly, it seemed to Baby Mary that a lot of this ugly trouble had 
started when Laney came on the seen.  Prior to John Dee meeting Laney he 
had never been into angel’s blood.  He had never been so bent on taking over 
the world.  He was just skating along, having a lark, turning lead into gold. 

Baby Mary really wished that it was all still a lark. 
She had been able to think that it was one, all along.  Even with all the 

angel-killing.  To kill an angel wasn’t that scary, especially when you were 
high.  Angel’s aren’t people, after all. 

But Sugar Snakes’ death.  That had been scary.  That had been bad.  
That made Baby Mary’s heard pound when she thought about it.   

After a week out in the cold dark forest, Baby Mary’s angel still had 
not appeared. 

Maybe this was a good thing. 
Baby Mary walked home in the early dawn, home through the orange-

white streets.  Home past the leaves and the berries.  Tattered, hungry.   
Baby Mary lived in a small apartment across the street from the Ant 

Hill.  The apartment was on the second floor.  It had a balcony where Baby 
Mary grew poppies. 

She climbed the dingy stairs to her apartment, breathing deeply and 
slowly.  She thought she heard music.  The kind of beautiful, ambient, 
electronic music that Sugar Snake used to play when he dj’d.  

She opened the door to her apartment and walked inside.  She wanted 



 
 

badly to sleep.  She moved to her bed. “I’ll sleep now, I’ll eat later,” she 
thought.  She couldn’t really face the thought of looking into her 
refrigerator’s contents.  She just wanted to lay down. 

John Dee was waiting for her in her bed. 
She screamed. 
“What the hell?” 
He was sitting up, smoking, reading a magazine. 
“You must be worn.  I’ve never scared you so badly before.” 
“I don’t want to talk right now,” she told him. 
“We don’t have to talk.” 
“I just came home from the woods. I can barely move.” 
“We don’t have to move,” he beckoned for her to come to the bed. 
She went and laid down next to him.  
“So,” he leaned over. “What’s your angel’s name?” 
She threw a pillow at him. 
“I don’t know.” 
“You were there for a week!” 
“I don’t want to talk about it,” she threw another pillow at him. “I feel 

like a zombie.” 
John Dee kept talking but Baby Mary promptly fell asleep. 
“If your angel didn’t appear to you and reveal his name after a whole 

damn week, that can only mean one thing,” he said to the sleeping Baby 
Mary, “You don’t have an angel.” 

He suddenly felt tremendously sad for her. 
Then it occurred to him: he didn’t have an angel either. 
He looked at Baby Mary’s sleeping face.  Very beautiful. Like a 1940s 

movie starlet. Plump red lips. Plump chestnut curls. His life’s companion. The 
source of his ecstasy. 

The source of his ecstasy.   
He thought about this for some moments. 
Sweet Jesus, he told himself, I’m a fool. 
At that moment, he realized that Baby Mary was the Star.  She didn’t 

have a guardian angel because she was one of the Arcana.  Just like him. Just 
like Laney.  But how could this be? He had always known his own nature.  
And he had recognized Laney’s immediately the first time he met her. How 
could it be that he’d been with Baby Mary for years upon years, had grown 
up with her, had done everything conceivable, and had never perceived the 
reality of what she was? 

The realization of this truth thrilled John Dee, but it also worried him.  
Who else might be of the Arcana? Who else was he failing to recognize? Why 
was his power of recognition so weak and so slow? How would he ever 
succeed in gathering all the Arcana together when he couldn’t even detect the 
force in his own paramour? 



 
 

She always just felt like she was for me, he reflected.  The whole force of her 
being.  Her magnificent power.  Her ability to bring him to ecstatic heights of 
joy.  That was her innate ability, that was her universal gift.  But he had 
always just thought that it was her gift to him, something that only he could 
feel because he loved and appreciated her.  Now he realized it was something 
else.  It was just her, her being.  She didn’t need him to appreciate her.  She 
didn’t need him at all.  She herself was of the pleroma.  

This is terrible, he contemplated. 
As soon as he had that thought, he thought of Sugar Snake’s death.  He 

was really hung up about that.  He knew that Laney and the others might 
have thought him heartless but he really wasn’t.  He loved every one in the 
order.  He wanted the best for them.  He wanted them to be eternally free 
and joyous.  The fact that Sugar Snake was dead and now his girlfriend and 
best friend were in mourning about it was immensely depressing.  John Dee 
had never meant for that death to happen, had never meant for one of his 
followers to actually perish in the war that he was launching.  But perhaps he 
should have considered that sooner.  Of course there would be casualties. This 
weighed heavy on his heart.  He wanted to make up for the death somehow.  
Perhaps he should repent? Give up on the mission? Just stop before anyone 
else got hurt? 

But that would be boring he realized.  Just the thought of stopping his 
quest and going back to simply toiling in his laboratory and doing average 
magic rituals to mark the turning of the Solstices and the Equinoxes— it all 
sounded tremendously dull.  No, he couldn’t do that.  He couldn’t stop now.  
He had finally launched something interesting.  He was finally on to 
something.  He had seen a way to stop the Demiurge.  And it was sad that 
Sugar Snake had to die along the way and that some others would probably 
have to die— but was that really his fault? Wasn’t death the fault of the 
Demiurge in the first place? Death wasn’t real.  The Real God, Sophia, had 
never invented death.  Death itself was a lie of the Demiurge, John Dee 
reasoned.  Therefore, he didn’t have to be accountable to it.  He didn’t have 
to fear it.  He didn’t have to prevent it.  He just needed to march onward, in 
spite of it. 

John Dee reached over and caressed Baby Mary, the Star.  He 
considered that he probably couldn’t do what he was attempting to do by 
himself.  Maybe he needed the help of all the Arcana to realize his dream of 
creating the Elixir of Life.  If he didn’t have the blood from Baby Mary’s 
angel he would need the blood from somewhere else.  He couldn’t be short of 
the stuff.  Maybe he could use the other Arcana to help him in the creation of 
the Elixir.  Maybe it wouldn’t be as difficult as it felt right now.  

He considered that if Baby Mary was the Star, then she had the ability 
to bring ecstasy to anyone she touched. 

And if she had that ability, she could be quite helpful in creating 



 
 

distractions. 
Why would he need to create distractions? 
Well, it was paramount that he keep the others unaware of what he was 

about to do. 
He had a hunch about where some of the other Arcana might be.  He 

needed to go find them.  But he couldn’t let anybody follow him, and he 
couldn’t let anyone from the Order of the Auburn Evening, except maybe 
Baby Mary herself, realize what he was up to.  He was going to go someplace 
perilous and dark. Some place he didn’t really belong.   

John Dee got up from the bed where Baby Mary slept and got dressed.  
He thought about what he would need to take for his journey.  Blue pills, red 
pills.  Something to help clarify his mind and keep him lucid.  He would need 
plenty of food and plenty of water.  Also gold.  

 

Out 
 
John Dee put Mephisto in the back seat of his car and headed for the 

warehouse laboratory.  There, he opened a safe and pulled out bricks of gold.  
He piled the gold into his trunk. 

As he drove, he talked to his dog. 
“I don’t know what I’m doing,” he confessed. 
Mephisto looked at him with great sympathy and gravity. 
“I really don’t know where the others are, I just have this random 

vision of a strip club in Delaware.” 
Mephisto whimpered. 
“I think The Lovers are there, but I’m not sure if I care that much at 

this moment.” 
John Dee was beginning to feel his will weaken, his desire to triumph 

whither away. 
“What’s wrong with me?”  
John Dee felt himself questioning his aim and his purpose.  He 

suddenly felt very alone.  He felt like maybe it wouldn’t matter anyway, even 
if he did get all the Arcana together and overthrew the Demiurge.  

And besides, did he really want to meet the other Arcana? 
What if they didn’t want to go along with his idea? 
What if they had wills of their own? 
This was a sobering thought. 
John Dee moved forward on the highway, feeling restless, feeling 

roiling waterfalls of self-hate and self-distrust spreading through him.   
“It was a stupid idea,” he considered. “And I’ve just been so slow to 

realize it.” 



 
 

The fact that it was, indeed, a stupid idea, sunk in. And he felt entirely 
low and deflated.  Because he really didn’t have any better ideas of what to 
do.  Because lives and sanity had already been compromised on his mission.  
Because if he wasn’t frantically, powerfully pursuing a metaphysical triumph, 
who was he, really? 

John Dee thought about Satan in Paradise Lost hurtling through the 
black void between Hell and Earth, and tried to stir himself to re-affirm his 
purpose.  He couldn’t do it. 

John Dee thought back over his life. His job teaching kids to swim at 
the YMCA.  The arms of children hurtling through water, pushing it back, 
foamy sprays.  The smell of chlorine in his face, his hair, his hands.  He 
thought about his mother, obese and sitting next to the phone, smoking Pall 
Malls, telling unemployed people from St. Louis that Princess Atlantea saw 
hope for their future. 

Somehow he was losing it, his own hope, his own certainty. 
Maybe he didn’t even have it. 
He pulled over at a rest stop and filled the car up with gas.  He sat at 

the rest station.  He pulled out his driver’s license and looked at it.  The name 
on the driver’s license was Eugene Salisbury.  That was his real name.  A fact 
that he had hidden from everyone that he had met since he was thirteen years 
old. 

 

Playing Magic: The gathering 
 
When John Dee was thirteen he spent all his time at an empty 

storefront in an empty shopping mall that smelled of burnt popcorn, playing 
Magic: The Gathering with forty-year old men who still lived with their 
mothers.  The mall had been a lively place when John Dee was a little boy. 
His mother had taken him there all the time. He had especially loved it at 
Christmas.  And he had loved going to get french fries from the Potato Patch 
at the Mall Food Court.  He would always beg his mother to order the fries 
with the hot processed cheese sauce on them, and she would always give in.  
So the hot processed cheese sauce would mix with the ketchup and the fries 
would be gooey and hot with sugary-salty-vinegary-cheesish stuff and then 
there would be the fizzy hit of the cola in the giant bucket cup he’d be sharing 
with his mother, and the tinny music played out of the ceiling, out of the 
walls, and the vast green expanse of the billiards hall on the other side of the 
Food Court, and the sounds of electronic joy coming from the arcade, and the 
wafts of acetone nail polish remover coming from the beauty parlor.  The mall 
had a penny wishing fountain.  John Dee always threw pennies in.  The 
penny fountain was right next to the music shop.  The music shop had a 



 
 

miraculous organ right outside of it which played itself.  The keys and the 
pedals would move down and up, and tunes would come out.  A mechanical, 
automatic organ.  The penny fountain was made up of brown brick and 
plastic plants.  The water moved through it.  Electric lights at the bottom of 
the fountain pointed up through it.  There were always throngs of people.  
John Dee loved to visit Park Way Center mall with his mother. 

 
 
And then the mall emptied out.  No more throngs of people.  No more 

dance school recitals in the middle of the food court.  They didn’t even have 
Santa Claus at Christmas time anymore. The people left, and then the stores 
left.  Most of the storefronts in the two-level mall were now empty.  They had 
chain-link fences descended in front of them.  The only stores that remained 
were the K-Mart, 90s Nails, Comix and More, H&R Block, and a lottery 
ticket booth.  

In one of the emptied-out storefronts, the place where the Pet Store 
used to be, the Magic: The Gathering game tournaments were set up.  Larry 
and Rick were the organizers. Larry was thirty-five and worked as a roofer.  
He had a glass eye and really and truly loved to listen to Billy Joel, which he 
would put on the boom box sometimes during the card games.  Rick was 
forty-eight and lived with his disabled sister in the Canterbury Place 
apartments.  He took care of his sister and maintained several active internet 
discussion boards centered on horror movie fandoms.   

John Dee learned about the Magic tournaments from flyers posted 
near the entrance to the K-mart, next to the card-board cut-out sign 
advertising Little Caesar’s Pizzas, two for ten dollars. 

That day he bought a starter’s deck of cards from Comix and More 
using money he’d purloined from the wallet of his mother’s boyfriend at the 
time, Terry.  Terry usually passed out on his mother’s couch after smoking a 
bong and drinking a six back, usually with his wallet half-hanging out of his 
back pocket.  John Dee generally didn’t steal, but he did have an innate 
hatred of stupidity, and stealing from Terry was one simple way to punish 
him for his stupidity. 

John Dee then got his mother, Amanda, to drop him off on tournament 
days at the mall.  Amanda would either herself stay present at Park Way 
Center, thoroughly shopping the K-mart and getting her manicure at 90s 
Nails, or else she would simply go home and come back four hours later to 
retrieve her son. 

John Dee quickly became a popular player at the Magic tournaments 
because it simply felt wonderful to sit across the table from him and to be the 
recipient of his attention.  Even though he was trying to beat you, even 
though he’d make a joke or two at your expense, even though he usually did 
beat you, he was always so jovial and actually kind about it, so sharp and yet 



 
 

so warm.  His eyes glittered.  Talking to him, you felt like you might be the 
most witty and dazzling and welcome person alive.  It was easy to feel that he 
was confiding in you, letting you deep within, even as he told you absolute 
trivialities about his taste in comic books.  It was easy to feel that he was 
nurturing something within you, growing something that you were that no 
one else saw or could see. You would end up just wanting to sit across from 
John Dee and let him play you all day, taking your cards and trouncing your 
deck, because just sitting in the light of his attention felt so wonderful. 

It wasn’t that John Dee was a really good-looking kid.  He wasn’t, 
exactly.  He had a rather plain and inoffensive face: limpid blue eyes, tufts of 
blonde hair, high-ish cheek bones.  He looked liked he might be on both the 
wrestling team and the chess team.  Intellectual, but not weak.  Nerdy, but 
not defenseless.  He had a pleasing, innocuous kind of look to him, but 
nothing that you’d put on the cover of Tiger Beat. 

Jeff Henry, a twenty-six year old student at the Art Institute and a 
part-time chef at Pizza World, fell in love with John Dee not based on his 
looks but on his preternatural charm.   

One day, Amanda didn’t come on time to pick up John Dee from the 
tournament.  John Dee had just won, got the $300 prize, and was feeling 
buoyant and impatient.  He stood on the curb outside the mall where Amanda 
usually pulled up in her twenty-year old Chevy Impala to get him, but today 
she just wasn’t there.  John Dee pulled out his cell phone and tried calling 
her.  No response.  It was a cold day.  He stood with his hands in the pockets 
of his jacket and his hat pulled down over his ears.  He considered taking the 
bus home.  That would suck, seeing as it was a Sunday and the busses only 
ran once every two hours and he would need to get two of them to get home.  
He tried to consider what Amanda could possibly be doing apart from 
retrieving her only son from the mall.  He arrived at the conclusion that she 
must be fucking Terry, and this filled him with abject disgust.  The glory of 
his winning started to fade from his mind.  What was the point of winning at 
anything when no matter what he did, the world was filled with such 
sordidness and ugliness that he couldn’t escape?  What was the point of 
success when no amount of success could make everything beautiful, whole, 
gleaming and filled with love?  Why was he always being defeated and 
insulted by the barrenness and degradedness that others had settled for?  He 
looked out on the mall parking lot.  He inhaled the scent of stale, burnt 
popcorn.  All the cheapness and the depressingness that he’d been able to 
overlook while absorbed in the fun of the Magic card game came rushing 
back in on him at a crushing velocity.  The sky was white, the sidewalk grey.  
The people all around him, for decades before he was born, had failed to 
create a world.  They’d instead created a vacuum, a hell, an empty consumer 
wasteland.  And his mother didn’t remember to get him, he wasn’t all that 
important to his own mother.  That was decidedly not how mothers were 



 
 

supposed to be. In a beautiful world, his mother would always remember him, 
would always come rush to get him, would never let him be stranded at a 
ghetto shopping mall.  

As John Dee pondered these reflections, Jeff Henry emerged from the 
double doors of the mall.  He’d been cleaning up the tournament room, 
folding up the chairs and tables, vacuuming up the crumbs from the pretzels 
and potato chips.  He was surprised and delighted to find the young John 
Dee still standing there on the curb. Before the boy noticed him, he rushed to 
hide his delight and compose his face. 

“Congratulations on winning,” Jeff Henry told him. 
“Huh? Oh yeah, thanks,” John Dee’s gaze uncomfortably continued to 

search the mall’s parking lot for his mother’s beat-up car. 
“I think you’re our youngest tournament winner,” Jeff Henry added. 

“That’s a great accomplishment.” 
John Dee would have agreed with the older man ten minutes earlier, 

but now he did not feel much inclined to.  He felt, although he could not quite 
think it yet, that a great accomplishment would have been to alter the fabric 
of the world so it no longer disappointed him so grotesquely. He was, 
however, very polite. “Thank you, that’s kind of you to say,” he told Jeff 
Henry. 

Jeff Henry’s gaze followed John Dee’s around the parking lot. 
“You looking for your mom?” he asked the boy. 
“Yes,” he replied. 
“She’s due soon?” 
John Dee didn’t know how to reply to that question.  Theoretically she 

was, yes.  She knew what time the tournament ended and she knew she was 
supposed to come pick him up, so yes, in theory, she was due soon to be 
coming to pick him up.  But by now she was already a half an hour late, he’d 
been standing in the cold feeling more and more dejected as the moments 
passed, and it seemed likely that she was not, in actuality, due soon. 

“I’m starting to think maybe not,” John Dee told Jeff Henry. 
Jeff Henry felt an honest stab of compassion in his heart.  He 

wondered how any mother could forget her kid, especially a kid like John 
Dee who was so attentive, so lively, so warm and so sweet.  He had enough 
presence of mind to realize that John Dee might feel uncomfortable if he 
offered to drive him home.  Young boys were always being warned against 
creepy older guys.  But then again, Jeff Henry liked to think that at twenty-
six, he wasn’t really a creepy older guy.  He was more like an older brother 
kind of age.  It’s not as if he was as old as Larry or Rick.  Besides, the kid 
really did need to get home.  Jeff Henry could tell that John Dee was feeling 
ashamed of his mother’s negligence.  He tried to think of something to say 
that would make it better. 

“She probably got caught up at the grocery store talking to her 



 
 

girlfriends,” Jeff Henry offered to the boy, “My mom always does that.” 
John Dee nodded, despondent. 
Seeing that he had failed to offer any comfort, Jeff Henry tried the 

direct approach. “Hey— how about I give you a ride home?” 
John Dee thought about this for a moment.  He considered it likely 

that Jeff Henry probably wanted some form of intimacy from him, as most 
adults and most everyone seemed to.  He weighed in his mind the annoyance 
of fending off Jeff Henry’s advances against the annoyance of waiting four 
hours for two busses and chose the former. “That would be really great,” he 
caused himself to say, “thank you.” 

John Dee got into Jeff Henry’s silver Toyota Camry and Jeff Henry 
put in a mix tape of songs by the Violent Femmes and blessedly didn’t speak.  
The wounded, lustful, nasally anger of the singer’s voice both soothed and 
aroused something within John Dee.  He closed his eyes and listened, 
imagining that he was alone. It wasn’t too hard to do. Jeff Henry’s energy 
signature was minimal. The song was “Kiss Off”: 

 
I need someone a person to talk to 
Someone who'd care to love  
Could it be you could it be you 
Situation gets rough then I start to panic 
It's not enough it's just a habit 
Hey kid your sick well darling this is it 
You can all just kiss off into the air 
Behind my back I can see them stare 
They'll hurt me bad but I won't mind 
They'll hurt me bad they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah they do it all the time 
I hope you know this will go down  
On your permanent record 
Oh yeah well don't get so distressed  
Did I happen to mention that I'm impressed 
I take one one one cause you left me and  
Two two two for my family and  
Three three three for my heartache and  
Four four four for my headaches and  
Five five five for my lonely and  
Six six six for my sorrow and  
Seven seven for no tomorrow and 
Eight eight I forget what eight was for and  



 
 

Nine nine nine for a lost god and 
Ten ten ten ten for everything everything everything everything 
You can all just kiss off into the air 
Behind my back I can see them stare 
They'll hurt me bad but I won't mind 
They'll hurt me bad they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah,yeah they do it all the time 
Yeah yeah,yeah they do it all the time 
Do it all the time 
Do it all the time 
Do it all the time time time 
Yeah yeah they do it all the time 
 
 
John Dee found himself identifying with the song.  He thought about 

the bullies who spit on him from above every time he walked by the 
bleachers, who stole books from his lockers and burned them in trash cans, 
who sometimes waited to jump him when he got off the school bus, rip his 
book bag from his back and spread his homework papers all over 8th Avenue.  
He thought about his mother and her boyfriend. 

 
 They’ll hurt me bad, but I won’t mind 
 They’ll hurt me bad, they do it all the time 
 
 Jeff Henry interrupted his reverie by asking him if he’d ever had 

his tarot cards read before. 
 John Dee admitted, no, he hadn’t.  But his interest piqued.  He 

loved anything that had to do with psychic phenomenon or fortune-telling.  
He loved especially things that told him his own fortune.  He was sure he had 
a destiny, somehow, and that that destiny should be apparent to all, available 
to be read.  And he wanted that destiny to be known, announced, 
acknowledged. 

The next thing John Dee knew, he was getting out of the Camry at 
Jeff Henry’s house.  Jeff Henry lived in a duplex on the Southside slopes.  
Every possible floor surface was carpeted, including the kitchen.  The house 
looked like it was permanently decorated for Halloween.  The living room, in 
stark contrast to the kitchen, which was illuminated by bright florescent 
lights, had heavy curtains on the windows and was lit only by black light.  A 
large book case with crystal skulls and tin dragons holding red glass balls also 
displayed books by Israel Regardie and Madame Blavatsky.  Glow-in-the-
dark black light posters depicted voluptuous naked green female fairies.   

John Dee briefly wondered if his mother would be worried about him.  
He decided he didn’t care. 



 
 

Jeff Henry lit some black opium incense sticks and put The Cure on 
the stereo.  

He offered John Dee a seat on a cushion in front of the coffee table, 
and himself took the seat on the couch. 

Jeff Henry shuffled his tarot deck solemnly while John Dee looked on. 
Jeff Henry then offered the deck to John Dee so John Dee could “cut” it by 
lifting away the top cards and putting them on the bottom. 

“So you’re going to tell me my future, right?” John Dee asked. 
“Well, the cards aren’t really like that,” Jeff Henry explained, “It’s 

more like they show you what’s present and then you just have to intuit what 
that implies about the future.” 

John Dee nodded and sipped the beer that Jeff Henry had given him. 
He sat silently watching while Jeff Henry ordered the cards into the 

shape of a celtic cross and then turned each one over, one at a time, studying 
it closely.  The first card, meant to signify John Dee’s position in the reading, 
was The Fool.  The Fool was crossed by the Hermit. Below the Fool, 
signifying John Dee’s unconscious influences, was The Star.  Above the Fool, 
signifying the influences from the higher order, was The High Priestess. To 
the left of the Fool, signifying the influences of John Dee’s past, was the 
Empress, a fat woman in a blue dress who looked a lot like his mother, 
Amanda.  To the right of the Fool, signifying the immediate future, was The 
Wheel of Fortune.  In the row of cards arranged next to the celtic cross form, 
there was another card meant to signify John Dee in relationship to the rest 
of the cards.  This was the Magician.  Above it, was the card meant to signify 
John Dee’s friends and surroundings: The World.  Above it, a card meant to 
signify John Dee’s hopes and fears: The Hanged Man.  Above that, a card 
meant to signify the Final Outcome: The Devil. 

“This is really weird,” Jeff Henry said. 
“What? What’s weird?” John Dee asked. 
“We must not have shuffled the cards enough.” 
“What do you mean? We shuffled them for five minutes, I’ve never 

seen so much shuffling.” 
“Yeah, but,” Jeff Henry trailed off. 
“What’s weird?” John Dee insisted. 
“It’s just that all these cards— they’re all major arcana.  There are 78 

cards in the deck, including the major and the minor arcana. At least some 
minor arcana should have shown up in your reading.  I’ve been reading tarot 
cards for ten years and I’ve never seen anything like this.” 

John Dee became interested. “So what does that mean?” 
“Well,” Jeff Henry thought how best to explain it.  He wasn’t sure he 

understood it all that well himself, but he wanted to impress the kid. “The 
major arcana all represent major archetypes, the fundamental archetypes of 
human existence.  The minor arcana represent situations, interactions, 



 
 

possibilities.  But the major arcana— they’re like gods.  They’re 
inevitabilities.  Every life touches them.  They’re like these big knots of 
energy in the collective unconscious.  They’re in everyone’s dreams.  They 
manifest around the world in all different forms, in every culture.  Take the 
Empress, for example. She’s the Earth Goddess. She’s Demeter, but she’s 
also older than that— she’s Gaia. And older than that — she’s Isis, and she’s 
Shakti.  The material feminine principle. She’s unavoidable. She’ll always be 
worshipped somehow, some way, no matter what’s going on.” 

“So what does it mean that I have a whole reading full of these major 
arcana?” John Dee pressed. 

Jeff Henry scratched his head, “It means you have really powerful, 
tidal forces impacting your life.  There’s nothing minor anywhere here.  It’s 
all just one, giant, archetypal battle.  It’s weird but it looks like you’re some 
kind of major hero or something.  I mean, this is the stuff of myth,” Jeff 
Henry gestured at the cards on the table, “See? The Fool becomes the 
Magician.  He’s challenged by the Hermit.  He comes from the Empress.  
He’s energized by The High Priestess and by the Star.  He’s surrounded by 
the World. He fears and hopes to be sacrificed like the Hanged Man.  He’s 
caught up with The Devil.” 

“Why does the reading end there,” John Dee pressed, “With the 
Devil? What does that mean?” 

“Well,” Jeff Henry explained, “The Devil represents addiction, 
bondage, carnal lust. I guess it means that if you’re not careful, that’s where 
you could end up.” 

John Dee reflected on this.  It occurred to him that Jeff Henry didn’t 
know much and was probably wrong in his reading of the significance of the 
cards.  Nonetheless, he was intrigued.  He stood up and joined Jeff Henry on 
the couch, so he could see the cards better.  He picked up the Guide to Tarot 
book from the table and began studying it.  Since he was feeling horny and 
lonely and forlorn, he didn’t really object or make a big deal about it when 
Jeff Henry put his hand on his thigh.  He became aware that both he and 
Jeff Henry smelled like spicy, greasy body odor.  As weird as it was to realize 
that Jeff Henry actually wanted to have sex with him, John Dee also found it 
kind of intoxicating.  He felt a sense of power come to him from the older 
man’s desire, a feeling of power that he was usually acutely aware of lacking.  
It was as if Jeff Henry’s affection validated something about him that he 
wanted strongly to know: that he was irresistible. 

Never for a moment did John Dee worry that he might be gay, or that 
letting Jeff Henry kiss the soft, bare place between his chest and his belly 
button could constitute anything perverse or wrong.  Or if it did indicate 
perversity and wrongness and shamefulness, he thought, it wasn’t anything 
especially bad, it wasn’t anything especially out of step with the grey, white 
dumb world that lay all around. So he let himself get excited, he let himself 



 
 

get seduced.  Or maybe he had been doing all the seducing earlier, at the 
tournament.  He couldn’t tell.  He remembered reading something 
somewhere once about how in Ancient Greece it was normal for older men to 
love young boys.  He remembered thinking that that made a kind of sense, 
and wanting it. And though Jeff Henry wasn’t exactly the kind of inspiring 
warrior that John Dee would really choose for an older male Greek lover, at 
least he could see John Dee.  At least he knew who John Dee was, which 
was so much more than everyone else.  

 
 
 

The biker bar 
 
“I need serious help,” John Dee said to Mephisto, after reflecting upon 

his childhood for sometime. Mephisto howled sympathetically. 
“I have no idea where to get such help,” John Dee lamented. 
He wanted everything to make much more sense than it did.  He 

wanted not only to know who he was, but who everyone else was.  It felt 
incredibly fragmented and lose and pointless that he knew himself and Laney 
and Baby Mary and Mephisto to be Arcana, but no one else.  And now he 
was starting to feel like he wasn’t sure he wanted to know anymore Arcana, 
anyway. The whole business of magic and myth had been introduced into his 
life alongside with the sordidness and the sex and the ugliness of everything 
else.  Was magic really the solution, or was it just another dimension of the 
hollow barrenness? Was the futility of life inescapable, perhaps? 

John Dee rejoined the high way.  And then after awhile on the 
highway he pulled over at a biker’s bar to drink.  He left Mephisto in the car 
with much apologies. “I would take you in,” he explained to his dog, the 
Devil, “but you’re a poodle, and I don’t think they would appreciate that out 
here, this far in the country.  Please don’t take it personally,” he advised.  
Mephisto harrumphed and laid down to go to sleep. 

John Dee entered the biker bar.  It gleamed full of neon signs 
advertising sub-par beers.  The floor was sticky.  A jukebox in the corner 
offered to play contemporary country hits.  At the bar sat Laney and an 
Indian man wearing sunglasses and petting a fat golden retriever. 

This was more than John Dee wanted to deal with.  At this point, he 
really just wanted to be drunk.  He desired oblivion, to forget his mission, to 
forget his magic, to forget his fatedness and the fatedness of his friends.  He 
did not want to talk to the High Priestess and the Hermit.  He turned around 
and walked out of the bar. “Fuck that,” he told Mephisto as he re-entered his 
car. 



 
 

Mephisto was gone.  
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” John Dee told the night sky.  “Where the fuck is 

my dog?”  John Dee looked out onto the highway in a panic.  How had he 
gotten out of the car? The windows were closed, rolled up! The doors were 
locked! He huffed and he stomped, and then paused to consider that his dog 
was the Devil and perhaps was not as restricted by locked doors and rolled 
up windows as other canines.  He continued to look woefully out onto the 
dark and shining highway, the cars whirring wickedly past.  He saw no sign 
of a destroyed dog’s body, no sign of blood.  He turned and faced the biker’s 
bar.  He considered how much he really didn’t want to deal with Laney and 
whoever her new-found friend was.  He considered how much he truly 
adored his dog. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he told the universe. 

John Dee re-entered the bar and saw Mephisto cuddling up to the 
Indian man’s fat golden retriever.  He walked over to Laney and the Indian 
man. 

Laney gasped. 
“Look, look,” John Dee said.  “It’s really okay.  I don’t care any more.  

I don’t care about you, I don’t care about anything.  You can do whatever 
you’re doing. I’m not hear to bother you.  I’m sorry I drugged you to sleep.  
I’m sorry I married you and cheated and all that. I really don’t care, honestly.  
I just came in here to get my dog.” 

John Dee gripped Mephisto’s collar.  Mephisto snarled and snapped at 
his hand.  John Dee stood aback. Mephisto had never done anything like that 
before. 

“He’s not finished talking to Big Fat Doggy,” the Indian man cheerfully 
suggested. 

John Dee gave a woeful, weary sigh. 
“And who are you?” 
“My name is Krishna Tagore,” said the man. “You are John Dee.” 
“Yes, yes, boring, boring, destiny, fate, fore-knowledge, magic. FUCK 

ME.” John Dee said.  He slouched down into a nearby chair. “I’ll just wait 
here until the dogs are done talking, thank you, then I’ll be on my way.” 

Laney looked at him, stunned.  She’d never seen John Dee in anything 
like this condition before.  So resigned.  So soft. So miserable. He seemed like 
an entirely different person.  All she had previously known of him was an 
indomitable, raging, radiating will. Now where was that will? It’s as if it had 
fled. 

Mephisto and Big Fat Doggy cuddled together at the feet of Laney’s 
and Krishna’s bar stools.  They communicated to one another secrets about 
the nature of existence. John Dee ordered a rum and coke and started 
playing with his phone. 

He sent a text to Baby Mary: “Out in the middle of hell’s belly, dog has 
betrayed me, miss you.” 



 
 

Back in Pittsburgh, Baby Mary threw her phone out the window. 
“You are very unhappy,” Krishna Tagore offered to John Dee.  John 

Dee looked up from his phone. 
“How brilliant of you to deduce,” he replied, “tell me, did you gain that 

insight through your yogic powers?” 
“Just because you’re miserable you don’t have to be a dick,” Laney told 

John Dee.  She’d never spoken to him so disrespectfully before.  He 
wondered briefly if he cared, then decided he did not. 

“Just because you’ve got a new boyfriend doesn’t mean you have to be 
a bitch,” he proposed. 

Laney slapped him. 
John Dee jumped to his feet and raised his hand to strike back at 

Laney. 
Krishna reached out and gripped John Dee’s wrist, preventing him 

from hitting her. 
“She’s a lady,” Krishna said. 
“Is she?” John Dee asked. “Did she tell you about her angel-blood 

habit, Mr. Light-and-Love?” 
“That is in the past for her,” Krishna replied, “And in the past for you, 

too.” 
John Dee started to laugh. “You really think you know who I am, 

don’t you? You really think you’ve got me figured out?” 
Mephisto and Big Fat Doggy began barking. 
The bartender took notice. “Hey guys, take it outside,” he instructed. 
Krishna, Laney, and John Dee exited the bar with Big Fat Doggy and 

Mephisto. 
John Dee took out a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and lit up.  He 

leaned against his car.  
“Why are you out here, anyway?” Laney asked. 
“Same stupid reason as you,” John Dee offered.  “I’m looking for the 

other Arcana. But then I realized— hey, guess what? It’s pointless anyway.  
Pointless to make the Elixir of Life, pointless to overthrow the Demiurge, 
altogether pointless,” he made a grand sweeping gesture with his arm. 

“I realized the same thing,” Laney said.  “I just didn’t think you would 
realize it,” she admitted. “I’m kind of impressed that you have.” 

“Yeah, well,” John Dee smoked his cigarette and kicked the gravel 
around his feet.  “Sugar Snake died.” 

“Died?” Laney asked.  Sugar Snake was her’s and everyone’s favorite 
dj. How could he just be…. Dead? 

“He killed himself after he killed his angel. Ran right off the cliff at the 
plateau. Thump,” John Dee said. 

Laney gasped. 
“So I don’t know, I don’t know why,” John Dee said, “I didn’t think it 



 
 

would matter to me that much. I never really cared for ambient electronica, 
really. But there it is. Sugar Snake’s death is really fucking with me, and it’s 
made me see that it’s all pointless, my whole plan, my whole life, all of us 
being on this planet.” 

“It’s not pointless,” Krishna offered. John Dee arched his eyebrow.   
“Do you know what I was doing?” he asked Krishna. Krishna 

evidenced no affirmation or disaffirmation, so John Dee pressed on. “I 
seduced thirty people into murdering their guardian angels so that I could get 
blood to get richer than I already am— which is rather rich, my friend, 
because I can turn lead into gold— and so that I could make the Elixir of 
Life, which would render me immortal, and allow me to overthrow the 
Demiurge. And then you know what? I was pretty much just going to be 
another Demiurge! Can you see that that’s ruthless, cruel, and entirely 
pointless? I mean, I don’t care about angels anyway, they’re wastes, but they 
protect people’s psyches.  They protected my people’s psyches.  And now I’ve 
just destroyed them, I’ve destroyed everyone who cares about me and who I 
care about.  For NOTHING, friend. So yes, I would argue, it is, indeed, ALL 
POINTLESS.” 

“No, you are right to make the Elixir of Life. It is not pointless,” 
Krishna avowed.  John Dee felt like throwing him into the high way traffic.  
Instead he just didn’t say anything. 

“It is not pointless,” Krishna explained, “because we really do need to 
throw over the Demiurge.  We just need to not replace him with another one.  
We need to restore the presence of the Real God, of Sophia.” 

John Dee shook his head, “The Real God is a myth.” 
“You are a myth,” Krishna countered. 
John Dee had to grin at that one. “Yes. Rather. I am,” he conceded. 
“So you are real. So the Real God is real.” 
“How do you know?” posed John Dee. 
“Big Fat Doggy says so,” Krishna explained. 
John Dee sneered. 
“You are not the only one with a magic doggy, John Dee,” Krishna 

said. 
“Fine. Who is Big Fat Doggy, then? I’m thick. I can’t tell. Just tell me, 

who is he? The Chariot? Justice? Is he hermaphroditic? He’s probably The 
Lovers. It’s so stupid. It’s so completely stupid to be an archetype and to have 
your dog be an archetype. I just want to be a person. I would really love,” he 
asserted, “to just be a person.” 

“Big Fat Doggy is not of the Arcana,” Krishna Tagore said simply. 
“Oh, that’s wonderful,” John Dee said, “because I truly don’t care to 

meet any more of the Arcana. I’ve had enough. And why are we all in 
Pennsylvania, anyway? Isn’t that fucking convenient?” 

“Big Fat Doggy is the Real God,” said Krishna. 



 
 

“She’s Sophia,” Laney said, smiling, petting the happy golden retriever, 
who wagged her tail. 

“No,” said John Dee. 
Krishna beamed a big huge smile.  The joy of all universes abounded in 

his heart. “Oh yes,” he said. 
“That’s ridiculous,” John Dee objected. 
“Your dog is the Devil. Why is it ridiculous that my dog is the Real 

God?” Krishna asked. 
This one stumped John Dee a little bit. Finally, he came to an answer. 
“Because the Real God is beyond form,” he advanced. 
“No,” said Krishna. 
“Look,” said John Dee, “do you really care to get into a theological 

battle with me?” 
“Jesus came into form,” said Krishna. 
“Jesus was the Hanged Man,” John Dee snapped. 
“Are you sure about that?” Krishna asked. 
John Dee looked to Laney for back up.  For affirmation that this 

annoying Indian man who thought he owned the Real God as a pet was mad, 
mad, mad.  Laney gave him no such agreement.  

“Jesus was the Real God,” Krishna explained. “That’s why he rose 
again when the Demiurge had him killed.” 

By this time John Dee was feeling tremendously annoyed. 
“So you’re saying that it’s not pointless that I killed all the guardian 

angels of my cult, that in the process I drove one of my friends to suicide— 
you’re saying that that’s not pointless because I still need to make the Elixir of 
Life so we can restore your golden retriever to her rightful place as the ruler 
of the universe?” 

“Yes,” said Krishna Tagore.  
 

The Fool 
 
Just then, Big Fat Doggy howled at the moon and leapt out into the 

four lanes of highway traffic, taking Krishna Tagore, who held on to Big Fat 
Doggy’s seeing-eye-dog harness, with her. John Dee felt instantly paralyzed 
with terror, recalling the sickening fear he had felt just minutes before when 
he thought Mephisto had died while pulling the same idiot move. 

“Follow me!” Krishna Tagore cried joyously, bounding along with Big 
Fat Doggy. 

Laney looked at John Dee. 
“That,” John Dee said, pointing after Krishna Tagore, overwhelmed 

with horror, “is not the Hermit. That’s the Fool!” 



 
 

“Well how was I to know!” Laney exclaimed. “He said he was the 
Hermit!” 

“Of course he said that!” John Dee yelled. “He’s touched in the head!” 
Laney shrugged and followed after Krishna. 
Mephisto followed after Laney. 
John Dee, seeing no other choice and no real point to his continued 

existence, ran after the lot of them. 
The gamble across the highway was the most harrowing event of John 

Dee’s life to date.  Worse than any angel murder.  The cars screeched and 
honked and zoomed. Headlights glared.  He ran blindly, counting on nothing 
but the grace of a heaven he did not particularly believe in to carry him 
across.  At the last moment, just as John Dee was about to make it safely to 
the other side of the highway, a car hit him, snapped the bone of his right leg, 
and flung him the rest of the way across the road, landing him in a ditch.  

In shock, panting with pain, John Dee felt the surprisingly strong arms 
of Krishna lifting him up out of the ditch and on to Krishna’s back. 

Krishna, burdened with John Dee, walked with Laney and Mephisto 
and Big Fat Doggy out into a corn field. 

The corn field happened to be filled with heraldic, Elizabethan-looking 
tents.  Improbable silk tents with swagging curtains and fringe.  

“What’s going on?” Laney asked Krishna. 
“I don’t know,” Krishna said. “What’s going on?” 
“There are tents everywhere,” Laney reported, “really nice-looking 

tents. Not like camping tents. Like, medieval tents.” 
“That’s great,” Krishna said, grinning. 
John Dee faded in and out of consciousness, overwhelmed with the 

searing gripping grinding of the fracture of his leg. 
John Dee reasoned with himself that he was probably dead now.  The 

tents, Laney, the idiot carrying him, the two dogs, were all just features of the 
underworld, which apparently was going to make even less sense than the 
living world had. 

Sparse at first, the density of the tents in the dry, grey cornfield kept 
increasing until the group arrived at a very large, very ornate tent.  Big Fat 
Doggy paused in front of this very large tent and barked. 

Arthur Guiness emerged from the very large tent, wearing nothing but 
a green kimono patterned with lotus flowers, smoking a cigarette in a 
cigarette holder and wearing a beret. 

“This is very odd,” Arthur said in his posh British accent, looking at the 
motley group in front of him.  He reached down and petted Big Fat Doggy, 
who wagged her tail sweetly, and Mephisto, who licked his hand. “The crew 
isn’t supposed to arrive until tomorrow morning,” Arthur told Krishna. 

“We are not the crew,” Krishna said.  John Dee groaned. 
Arthur appraised the group and decided that “Well. Come inside, come 



 
 

inside,” Arthur opened the tent’s door wide to let them all enter. 
Bear skin rugs crowded the floor of the tent.  In one corner stood a 

very large canopied bed, in which Arthur had just been resting. Krishna 
dropped John Dee without ceremony onto the bed.  John Dee moaned 
piteously, and lost consciousness again. 

In another corner of the tent stood a very fine oak table laid out with a 
silver tea set.  The silver tea set included a pyramid tray holding little 
cucumber sandwiches cut into star shapes, raisin scones, strawberries, 
almonds, and round toasts with diced tomatoes and parsley. Their also stood 
a little dish with cold clotted cream and another porcelain bowl with lemon 
preserves. 

“I hadn’t been expecting anyone,” Arthur confessed, “but you can all 
help yourselves to tea.” 

“Very kind,” Krishna said.  He sat down in one of the oak chairs.  
Laney poured tea for Krishna and made him a little silver plate with all the 
dainties on it.  She fixed another such cup and plate for herself.  She offered 
to make one for Arthur. 

“Oh no no, that’s fine,” Arthur said. “I just ate.” 
Big Fat Doggy and Mephisto curled up with each other underneath the 

big oak table. 
Arthur took a seat near Laney and Krishna. 
“Do you mind if I ask, though,” Arthur said, “just who you are and 

what you are doing?” 
“We are the Fool, the High Priestess, the Magician and the Devil on 

our way to find the rest of the Arcana, create the Elixir of Life and so to 
elevate Big Fat Doggy to her true place as master of the universe,” Krishna 
explained. 

“Of course,” Arthur nodded, taking a drag on his cigarette. 
“We just crossed the highway and John Dee got hit by a car,” Laney 

supplemented.  
“John Dee?” Arthur asked.  
“Yes, John Dee,” Laney agreed, eating a strawberry covered with 

clotted cream and a fistful of blanched almonds. 
“That’s very interesting,” Arthur admitted, “I’ve been in search of a 

John Dee.” 
“Really?” Laney asked. 
“Yes, you see,” Arthur gestured, indicating the tent, “I’m directing a 

film about Queen Elizabeth and her court magician, John Dee.  The film is 
titled The Fairy Queen. I’ve got the whole thing cast quite perfectly.  Except 
I’ve been lacking a court magician!” 

“Oh,” Laney said. 
“I had Keanu Reeves signed on, but his agent just faxed from Santa 

Barbara to tell me he’s unavailable. Some sort of terrible plastic surgery 



 
 

accident.  Mr. Reeves will owe me quite a lot of money, but nonetheless, there 
it is, I have no star, and everything ready for production.  The show must go 
on.  I had thought to play the part myself, but it’s really a young man’s role. I 
would have looked quite ridiculous, like old Olivier playing Hamlet!  It 
strikes me as quite a coincidence that your wounded friend shares the name 
of just the character I need.” 

“No coincidence,” Krishna said. 
“No,” Arthur said, leaning back into his oak chair, “No coincidence. So 

tell me. Does your friend have much acting experience?” 
Laney considered for a moment. “Yes, extremely a lot.” 
“Wonderful! How wonderful!” Arthur clapped his hands. “Because the 

role is very demanding, very nuanced, you see.” 
“Yes,” said Laney. 
“Well this is very excellent,” Arthur enthused, “since we start filming 

tomorrow.  I was just about out of luck, but your merry band has saved me! 
The universe is benevolent after all.” 

“No, not yet,” Krishna objected. “Not until Big Fat Doggy is in 
charge.” 

“Of course, of course,” Arthur allowed. “I didn’t mean to suggest 
anything to the contrary of that. And it does seem that your friend is in quite 
a lot of pain.  Perhaps he needs a physician?” 

“I think he does, yes,” Laney agreed. 
“That’s too bad,” Arthur said, “I don’t believe in physicians. I believe in 

faith healing.” 
“Faith healing?” asked Laney. 
“Yes, I’m Church of England,” Arthur explained. 
Just then Baby Mary entered the tent, wearing a very large gown and 

sparkling diadem headdress.  She looked gorgeous. “Arthur,” Baby Mary said 
as she entered, “I can hardly breathe in this.  Would you help me loosen my 
corset?” 

“Darling!” Arthur cried. “How lovely you look! What a vision! What a 
queen! Yes, come here, pet!” 

Baby Mary noticed Laney. 
“What the hell is she doing here?” 
“Oh! You know each other!” 
Baby Mary noticed John Dee writhing unconsciously on the canopied 

bed. “And him!” she shouted. 
“And him!” Arthur chimed. “Isn’t it wonderful? We have our court 

magician! Provided by kind providence!” 
“This is terrible,” Baby Mary observed, and left the tent. 
“I suppose I should go after her and see what’s the matter,” Arthur 

sheepishly offered to his guests.  He didn’t particularly feel like going out into 
the cornfield, though, at this hour of the night. So he remained in his chair. 



 
 

“She’s very dramatic, isn’t she?” Laney asked. 
“Oh she is! She’s perfection,” Arthur sighed, “An even more lovely 

young woman than she was a young nubile nymph. If that’s possible. It 
probably isn’t possible. So many things that aren’t possible, though, seem to 
happen these days,” he faded off into a reverie about the wonder of life. 

“Do you mind if I ask,” Laney began, “how you know Baby Mary?” 
“Oh, dear, well,” Arthur hesitated, “I suppose you could say I’ve been 

her admirer since she was a girl.” 
“Ah,” said Laney. 
“And you? How do you have the acquaintance of my sweet rose?” 
“Well,” Laney said, “I suppose you could say she’s been the mistress of 

my husband, John Dee, since she was a girl.” 
Arthur pondered this. “You mean that she and your wounded friend, 

the star of our film, have a relation?” 
“An extensive one,” Laney averred. 
“She hadn’t mentioned anything about that,” Arthur fretted. 
“No, I guess she wouldn’t have.” 
“Your husband, you say?” 
Laney nodded, sadly.  She reached for Krishna’s hand and held it. 

“Yes, but we’re estranged.” 
“Maybe, if you don’t mind,” Arthur rose from his seat, “If you’ll excuse 

me. Perhaps I will go speak with her after all.” 
Laney graciously pardoned Arthur.  When he was gone, she turned to 

Krishna. 
“So who do you think that funny man might be?” 
Krishna grinned. “The Emperor.” 
“The Emperor? He doesn’t seem very empiric! I mean, he has all these 

tents, but.” 
“Empire isn’t what it used to be,” Krishna assured her. 
 
 
 

The Minors 
 
 
Meanwhile, back in Pittsburgh, things were getting intense around the 

Order of the Auburn Evening.  
“I miss John Dee,” Addy said to Slosh and Harry as they sat in the 

back courtyard of the Ant Hill. 
“Really?” Slosh asked.  “I don’t miss him at all.” 
“He was like our spiritual father or something,” Addy objected. 



 
 

“I never liked having a spiritual father,” Slosh said.  “Actually, he was 
kind of like a shitty older brother.” 

Addy, Harry and Slosh sat pondering this.  There was truth to it. 
“Low Ball hasn’t been the same since Sugar Snake died,” Harry 

lamented.  “He won’t play guitar any more.  He’s at the bottom of the charts 
in Sweden now.  He said he won’t tour any more.” 

“Low Ball isn’t even half as messed up as Jenny,” Addy said, “Jenny 
won’t even take meth any more.  She’s walking around now, just like a 
normal person, and eating meals.” 

“But I just don’t know what to do without the Order,” Addy said. “It’s 
like we’re falling apart. Without our rituals, without our potlucks— it’s like 
life is meaningless again.” 

“Life isn’t meaningless,” Slosh argued, “it’s just sad.” 
“I’m just saying,” Addy continued, “I don’t want us to fall apart. And 

we’re falling apart.” 
“Well maybe we need to rely on ourselves for once,” Harry said.  
“What does that mean?” Slosh asked. 
“I mean maybe,” Harry explained, “Maybe we could be something, 

too.” 
They all pondered this while sipping their yerba matte lattes and 

watching the water gurgle over the armless statue of the Virgin Mary. 
“Do you really think John Dee’s the Magician?” Addy asked her 

friends. 
“Of course he is,” Harry said, “What else would he be?” 
“I don’t know,” Addy said.  “Just some guy.  Just some really crazy 

guy.” 
“Everybody’s just some guy,” Slosh said, “until you decide different.  

You have to imagine yourself into being.” 
“Well what could we imagine ourselves to be?” Harry asked. 
“Pirates?” Addy hoped. 
“No, man, not pirates, that’s dumb,” Slosh objected. 
“Well what then?” Addy asked. 
“Well there’s more to the tarot deck than just the Major Arcana, right?  

I mean, there’s the Minor Arcana.  And some people say that the minor 
arcana are even more important than the Major Arcana,” Slosh explained. 

“Who says that?” Harry asked. “Nobody says that.” 
“Yeah, actually,” Slosh continued, “Some people say exactly that.  They 

say that the Minor Arcana elucidate the actual order of the universe.  It’s like, 
yeah, the Major Arcana are archetypes, they’re timeless paths of energy, but 
they’re just the pathways between the Minor Arcana.” 

“Okay, you have to explain this better,” Harry said. 
“I’ll try to explain it as best as I can,” Slosh vowed, “but if you don’t get 

it, it’s not my fault, you never pay enough attention.” 



 
 

“I’m paying attention!” Harry cried. 
“Fine,” Slosh said, “it goes like this.  There’s ten pip cards in each of the 

suits, right?” 
“What’s a pip card?” Addy asked. 
“The pip cards are the numbered cards.  The ace through the ten.” 
“Oh, okay.” 
“So there’s ten pip cards.  And then there’s four court cards.  The page, 

the knight, the king, the queen.  But there’s ten pip cards.  And those cards 
correspond to the ten sephiroth.” 

“The ten sephi-what?” Harry asked. 
“Damn, see Harry, that’s just what I mean,” Slosh said. “You never pay 

attention.  You never paid attention in any of John Dee’s tarot classes, did 
you? What the heck were you doing while we were all sitting there?” 

“Thinking about stuff,” Harry claimed. “I got stuff to think about.” 
“Yeah you do, sure you do,” Slosh said. 
“If this is going to turn into just another round of insulting me,” Harry 

warned, “I don’t have to stay. I can just go home.  My grandma made meat 
loaf tonight, so, okay, look, I don’t have to be here.” 

“No, whatever, I’m sorry, stay,” Slosh said. “It’s just frustrating when 
you ask questions about stuff you know about already.” 

“Well if I didn’t ask the questions then you wouldn’t get to talk.  So it’s 
all even isn’t it?” 

“Guys, shut up, shut up,” Addy said. “Just keep explaining, Slosh.  I 
want to be sure I understand.” 

“Okay. So look.  The Tree of Life.  The Qabala.  It’s a glyph with ten 
nodes.  The nodes are called sephiroth.  Those ten nodes correspond to the 
ten pip cards of each suit.  So in the Qabala there are four Trees of Life.  
One, two, three, four.  Let’s say each Tree of Life is its own world.  There’s 
the world of cups, the world of swords, the world of pentacles, the world of 
wands.  Get it?” 

“Yeah, okay,” Harry said, “There are four Trees of Life, one for each 
suit.” 

“Yes,” Slosh said, “so in each Tree of Life there are ten sephiroth.  And 
between the ten sephiroth there are twenty-two pathways.  Those pathways 
correspond to the Major Arcana. So the Major Arcana are just the ways you 
navigate between the sephiroth.” 

“Whoah, whoah,” Harry said.  “What the fuck does that mean?” 
“I don’t know, dumbass.  It’s a mystery.  The word ‘arcana’ means 

mysteries.” 
“Don’t call me a dumbass, you’re a dumbass,” Harry argued. 
“Hey, wait, shut up guys.  I think I see a little bit of what it means,” 

Addy said. “I mean, I don’t know exactly what it means, but I see Slosh’s 
point. The Minor Arcana are really important, too.  They’re the nodes of the 



 
 

Tree of Life.  There’s four suits of them.  Does that mean that there have to 
be four individual sets of the Major Arcana, too? I mean, like, corresponding 
to each suit?” 

“I don’t know,” Slosh said. 
“But I mean— it stands to reason, doesn’t it? If there are four Trees of 

Life, four worlds, four sets of sephiroth, then there should be four sets of 
pathways, four sets of Major Arcana, too.” 

“My mind is like totally being blown,” Harry said.  
“Mine, too,” Slosh added. 
“Well, enough of this heavy stuff,” Harry stood up from their cafe 

table. “I’m hungry. Time for meat loaf.” 
“Man, why do you got to eat that shit? It’s bad for your karma,” Slosh 

said. 
“No, I don’t got to worry about my karma,” Harry said, “I’m way 

beyond that. I killed my guardian angel! You did, too, mother fucker! Ha!” 
He put his hoodie on over his mohawk and rubbed his hand into Slosh’s 
dreadlocks and then walked out of the cafe gates and in the direction of his 
grandmother’s house. 

Slosh and Addy just sat there for awhile, starring at their table in 
silence, ruminating about the metaphysical significance of their angel-less 
state. 

“Hey,” Addy said finally. 
“Hey what?” Slosh asked.  
“The Major Arcana— John Dee and Laney — they don’t have angels, 

right?” 
“Yeah?” Slosh said, looking up reluctantly. 
“Well is that like a result of their being Arcana, or is that a cause of it?” 
“I don’t know,” Slosh said. “What are you getting at?” 
“I’m just wondering,” Abby advanced, “What if without angels, we 

could be arcana, too?” 
“Yeah, yeah,” Slosh said, “That’s what I was thinking before dumbass 

Harry interrupted me.  But like, how?” 
“Like, what if we could be the sephiroth? The minor arcana? The 

nodes?” 
“Right, yeah, exactly. See. That’s not a bad idea,” Slosh conceded. “Not 

a bad idea at all.” 
“We could split the order up into four houses, see,” Addy excitedly 

grabbed Slosh’s notebook from the table.  On four sheets of paper she drew 
four Trees of Life and labeled them: Cups, Pentacles, Swords, and Wands.  
Inside the sephiroth she started writing the names of members of the order. 

“What are you doing?” Slosh asked. 
“Dividing us into suits,” Addy grinned. “Look, you’re the Ace of 

Wands,” she showed him the Wands Tree of Life. He smiled. 



 
 

“We need a few more members,” Addy realized, “to fill out the whole 
system.” 

“That’s not a problem,” Slosh said. “We can recruit. We’ll throw a 
party to recruit. It’ll work great.” 

“Hmmmmm,” Addy pondered. “I just don’t know about the court 
cards.  How do the court cards fit into this whole system? I mean, there’s 
enough of us for the pip cards, and the pips correspond to the sephiroths, just 
like you said, but I don’t see how the court cards fit into the Tree of Life.” 

“Well, maybe they don’t fit into it exactly,” Slosh proposed, “Maybe 
they just kind of hover above each Tree.  Like, they rule over it.” 

“Interesting,” Addy considered. “Should we recruit courts?” 
“Nah,” Slosh said. “Let’s not worry about that. Let’s just think about 

getting thjs together for our party.  Plus, we need a venue.  It’s too cold to use 
Bandi Shaum.  Maybe we can get Shady Matt’s place.” 

“I don’t like Shady Matt,” Addy said. 
“Why not? He’s a cool guy? 
“No, he’s not,” Addy insisted. “He’s shady.” 
 

Laney’s longing 
 
Something about seeing John Dee in so much pain really messed with 

Laney.  The clairity that she had gotten in her weeks away from him and her 
time with Krishna slipped from her mind.   

Eventually Krishna and Arthur and the doggies left the tent and she 
remained in there with John Dee, the new movie star.  Somewhere in a tent 
nearby, Baby Mary, the other new movie star, the Empress, slept. 

Laney sat next to John Dee on the bed.  She put her hands above his 
leg. 

She thought about all that Krishna had taught her in the previous 
weeks, about non-attachment.  About letting go of force field energy.  In his 
weakened, messed-up, defeated state John Dee certainly didn’t have that 
much force field energy. 

To be a love healer means refusing to negatively judge the world, 
Laney had learned from Krishna.  It means refusing any negative judgement 
of oneself, or anybody or anything else.  That was such a very hard thing to 
do.  In her time with Krishna, Laney learned that she judged herself 
constantly and harshly, always lamenting how untalented and unimportant 
and unpretty she was, how she was constantly getting older, how she was 
unloved by John Dee.  

“Those are nonsense thoughts,” Krishna had said. “How can you judge 
the world?” he asked her. “Did you make the world? Do you know what it is 



 
 

for?” 
The questions had seemed so strange at first and then gradually Laney 

had come to see that Krishna was right.  She didn’t really know what the 
world was for.  She didn’t really know what she herself was for.  She had a 
deep, deep longing to mean something.  She had sought to get that meaning 
out of being in relationship with John Dee, out of receiving the light of his 
mind and the fire of his touch, but all of that had amounted to nothing.  She 
hadn’t won anything through her relationship with him.  A brief moment of 
glory and then a whole lot of pain.  She’d been even more humiliated by his 
public infidelities than she would have been if she had never been involved 
with him at all, if he had just ignored her forever.   

Krishna had a really graceful way of being in the world.  He didn’t 
presume to know anything.  He didn’t presume to plan for anything.  He just 
flowed along from moment to moment with the intuitions that came to him.  
That was how he painted his beautiful paintings.  That was how he moved 
through the world even though he was blind. 

“Love is what’s there when judgment is absent,” he had told her.  
So for the past weeks of her life, living with Krishna in his little swiss 

chalet, walking Big Fat Doggy out under the pines, feeling the visceral, 
physical withdrawal from John Dee, Laney had tried to learn this.  She had 
tried to come to surrender her judgment. 

“We make judgments,” Krishna said, “because we are trying to control.  
We think if we resist and reject things, then we can keep them away and only 
keep what we like.  This is false, though.  It creates the illusion of a separate 
will, of a will that exists apart from the will of Big Fat Doggy.  There is no 
such separate will.  Everything you try to push away, everything you try to 
reject in yourself and in the world will only cause you pain.  The secret is to 
reject nothing, resist nothing, welcome everything, let love be there.” 

This teaching of The Fool was so strange.  It went against everything 
that Laney had ever learned from her parents, from her teachers, from the 
news anchors, from the other kids.  They all seemed to regard judging and 
rejecting as the supreme routes to wisdom.  They judged and rejected her 
constantly.  They found her lacking.  John Dee had found her lacking.  The 
cult had found her lacking.  And this had caused her to hate and fear, to 
withdraw into herself, to buckle down. 

In the weeks that she’d been with Krishna, Laney had learned to open 
up.  To let all the judgments drop away.  It was very difficult.  She discovered 
that she was addicted to them, addicted to rejecting and finding fault.  All of 
her other addictions— to force field energy, to love, to lust, to caffeine, to 
cigarettes, to food— those were all means of covering up the discomfort that 
came from her fundamental addiction to rejecting, judging thoughts.  She 
would use those other energies and substances to strengthen herself, to prop 
herself up, because she felt so empty from well-being and peace on the inside.   



 
 

Krishna had made her stand in front of the mirror that hung on the 
outside of the front door of his chalet. 

“Look at yourself,” he had said, “but just look. Don’t judge, look.” 
This was very difficult for Laney.  When she looked at herself all she 

saw was a broken, unloveable person.  She saw the skinny, knobby knees.  
The flat, pimpled chest.  The tattered green evening gown.  The sores on her 
skin from being in the deep sleep that John Dee had put her in.  She saw the 
girl who had failed to attract any of the world’s notice or praise.  She saw 
someone abandoned and worthless, unwanted by her own mother.  She saw 
someone with no advantages and no real hope. 

“You’re not doing it yet,” Krishna had said, “You’re not seeing yourself, 
you’re just seeing your thoughts.” And it was true. 

Laney looked again. 
She looked at herself as if she was a sculpture, a piece of modern art. 

Maybe that was objectifying, maybe it was wrong. But it felt better than the 
other way.  She looked at the texture of her skin, the goose bumps.  She 
looked at the shade of ivory that her skin was.  She looked at the fabric of her 
dress.  She looked into its green color, green like the pine needles on the 
trees.  She looked at her face, at the contours.  At the eyes. Maybe her eyes 
were just glass. Maybe they weren’t real eyes.  She looked at them.  
Gradually, as she stood and looked, the judgment lifted.  She just saw a 
person, she didn’t see a failure.  She began to cry. 

“That’s right,” Krishna said. 
It wasn’t that Laney tried to love or like herself at that moment.  It was 

just that she stopped rejecting herself, and in the absence of her rejection, 
love was there.  

Laney was forgetting that now, though.  Even as he writhed in pain, 
John Dee had an attraction for her.  Thoughts began to creep into her mind 
like, Mabye he needs me now.  Maybe he will want me now.  She began to let 
the sickness in again, began to let it possess her.  The craving and the 
distortions.  

 

The Chariot 
 
The next day, a very large football player named Clyde Atkinson 

arrived on Arthur’s set. 
Arthur clapped his hands. 
Clyde came to drive the Chariot. 
The Chariot was a massive hot air balloon which it took a strong arm 

and lots of dexterity to control.  The chariot would be the means by which 
Arthur could film the very large battle scenes that The Fairy Queen required. 



 
 

A very large football player for very larger battle scenes! 
Clyde entered the tent where Laney lay with John Dee.  He lifted 

John Dee up and took him into the Chariot. 
“Where are you going with him?” Laney demanded, wide-eyed. 
“To the faith healer,” Clyde said, and proceeded to fire up the hot air 

balloon.  
Laney found Arthur sleeping in a hay stack and shook him. 
“Hey! Hey, wake up!” 
“Hmm? What? Harrumph?” said Arthur, straightening his beret. 
“I think you should be worried,” Laney told Arthur meekly. 
“Worried? Why? Whatever why?” 
“That big muscled man is taking your movie star.”  Laney pointed up 

into the sky where the Chariot was floating away, driven by Clyde Atkinson 
and carrying in it the broken John Dee. 

Arthur scurried to his feet and cried out. “Hey there, you!” 
Clyde looked down and waved. 
“Hey there you! That is very serious movie production equipment! I 

hired you to film my battle scenes, not to kidnap my movie’s star!” 
Clyde looked at the heap that was John Dee.  He didn’t really look like 

star quality material.  Clyde waved again down at Arthur. 
“This is unacceptable and nonsensical!” Arthur shouted. 
Baby Mary came out of her tent to see what all the shouting was about. 
“Hey!” she yelled up. 
Clyde waved. 
“Hey, get me out of here, too! You can’t just take him and leave us 

here!” Clyde seemed to register this, and nodded sagely. 
“But I thought you wanted to be in my film, darling,” Arthur said to 

Baby Mary. 
“I thought I did, too, Arthur,” Baby Mary shimmied out of the big 

elaborate gown she was wearing while Clyde lowered a rope for her from the 
Chariot. “And then I realized— I have a bigger destiny.” 

Laney cowered on the ground with her hands over her head. 
“Hey,” Baby Mary said to her, “You got to get up. We’re out of here.” 
“I can’t leave without Krishna,” Laney said. 
“Oh, he left last night,” Baby Mary told her. 
“What?” Laney asked. 
“Yeah,” Baby Mary went on. “While you were all curled up with John 

Dee. He took the two doggies and split. Said something about going home to 
India for Christmas.” 

The rope that Clyde lowered dangled in front of Baby Mary and 
Laney.  Laney decided she didn’t have time anymore to lament her existence 
and feel sad about another love lost. She grabbed on to the rope.  Baby Mary 
grabbed on, too.  Arthur stood wringing his hands. 



 
 

Baby Mary and Laney arrived with a rocking roll into the safety of the 
hot air balloon basket.  

Clyde, strong as an ox, steered the thing through the great open skies. 
“He was going to let him die,” Clyde explained to the women. 
“Who what?” Baby Mary asked. 
“The director, Arthur,” Clyde said, “he wasn’t going to have John Dee 

star in the movie.  He was going to let John Dee’s leg get infected and then 
let him die.” 

“Why would he do such a thing?” Baby Mary wanted to know. 
“He likes the existing order of things,” Clyde explained. “He’s the 

Emperor, you know.  He has millions of dollars.  Things are good for Arthur.  
He can make movies and sleep in cornfields on piles of bear skin.” 

“Why do you care about John Dee?” Baby Mary asked Clyde. 
“Well, two reasons,” Clyde began, “Number one, I would like to see 

everything change.  I don’t like the current order of things. My mom works 
two waitressing jobs and she’s tired all the time.  My girlfriend just wants to 
go to the mall and listen to Justin Bieber.  My coach only cares about 
winning the dumbass football season in York County.  That’s all my friends 
care about, too.  It’s fucking stupid.  I want the world to start over.  Number 
two, I’m dying from some kind of degenerative heart disease that I can’t 
pronounce.  I hear that John Dee can make the Elixir of Life. I want in on 
that.” 

“Who did you hear that from?” Laney asked softly from where she 
crouched on the floor of the basket. 

Clyde looked down. He had forgotten she was there.  
“I heard it from a blind Indian dude who stopped by my house with 

two dogs last night.” 
Laney sighed. 
“What about you?” Clyde asked, “What’s the story with you chicks? 

Why did you care so much to get in on the ride? What’s this guy to you?” 
Laney hid her face in her arms. 
“You don’t have to pay much attention to her,” Baby Mary explained. 

“She’s extremely difficult and unreasonable.  She’s also John Dee’s wife.  I 
know, it’s weird,” she assured Clyde. “I’m his long-time lover.  I’ve known 
him since we were kids.  We started a cult together.  The whole thing got 
really dangerous and bad.  I mean, more dangerous and bad than we thought 
it would get.  We wanted it to be kind of dangerous and bad,” Baby Mary 
reflected. Clyde nodded.  

“I get it,” Clyde said, “you’re hot for him.” 
“Well, it’s a little more than that,” Baby Mary insisted.  “Our fates are 

bound up together, you see.” 
“Fates?” 
“Um, yeah. Destiny.  We’re destined to help each other do what you 



 
 

were talking about. Change everything.  Make everything stop being so 
ugly.” 

“And the way you’re going to do that is to help him make the Elixir of 
Life and take on the Demiurge,” Clyde clarified. 

“Yes,” Baby Mary affirmed. 
“Do you know where to find the Demiurge?” Clyde asked. 
“No, not exactly,” Baby Mary began shivering. She was naked after 

shedding her elaborate Elizabethan costume gown.  Clyde handed her a 
blanket. 

“Where are you taking us?” Laney wanted to know. 
“To the Hierophant, of course,” Clyde grinned. 
“Oh no,” Baby Mary said.  
“What’s wrong?” Laney asked her. 
“I’d rather deal with the Emperor than the Hierophant any day,” Baby 

Mary claimed. 
“Why is that?” Laney wanted to know. 
“Well Arthur’s just a little ridiculous and posh.  The Hierophant, 

Leopold Stanley— he’s not ridiculous at all.  He’s really hardcore and scary.” 
“He’s the only one who can save John Dee,” Clyde offered. 
“What? A regular hospital won’t work? For an infection?” 
“The Indian guy said that John Dee didn’t have just any infection.  He 

had a metaphysical disturbance. A loss of will, a loss of purpose.  Leopold 
Stanley is the only guy around capable of taking care of metaphysical 
disturbances.” 

“But he exacts a high price,” Baby Mary said. 
“Like what kind of high price?” Laney wanted to know.  
“He demands a baby,” Baby Mary said. 
“Where the heck are we gonna get a baby?” Laney asked. 
“Well,” Baby Mary sighed, “I’m pregnant. It’s John Dee’s.” 
Laney hid her face in her hands again. “This is too much.” 
“Hey, I didn’t know that part,” Clyde volunteered.  “What does he do 

with the baby?” 
“He raises it in his mystery school, I think,” Baby Mary offered. “Or at 

least I hope.” 
 



 
 

The Mystery School 
 
After a ride of some hour’s duration in the Chariot, Laney, Baby Mary, 

John Dee and Clyde Atkinson arrived above Leopold Stanley’s Eleusinian 
Mystery School in Center City Philadelphia, between the Urban Outfitters 
and the 6th Street Starbucks, at 4 am. 

Clyde lowered the hot air balloon briefly into the empty street, 
deposited the women and the broken heap of John Dee, and then himself 
again entered the Chariot and took it upward. 

“Hey,” Baby Mary said, “Where are you going?” 
“Oh, I’ll be back,” Clyde assured them. “I just gotta find a place to park 

this thing.” 
The entrance to the Eleusinian Mystery School on Broad Boulevard 

was a pair of large oak doors.  The doors bore an engraving of the Tree of 
Life and a large brass knocker shaped like a bunch of grapes. 

Baby Mary lifted the big brass knocker and let it drop to produce a 
thundering sound. 

A single eye appeared at the peep hole. 
Slowly, the door opened with a solemn creak. 
Behind the door stood a tall slender man in a kind of tuxedo jacket. 
“We’re here to see Leopold Stanley,” Baby Mary confided to the 

tuxedo man. 
“Mr. Stanley is not accepting any students at this time,” the tuxedo 

man informed her. 
“We’re not here to be his students,” Baby Mary explained. “I’m the 

Empress, this is the High Priestess, this here dying is the Magician.  Only 
Mr. Stanley can help. You’ve got to go find him for us.” 

The tuxedo’s eyes widened.  He snapped his fingers and two men in 
purple robes appeared to carry John Dee into the School.  He led Baby 
Mary, Laney, and John Dee carried by the purple-robed men along the long, 
narrow corridor.  The corridor had a heavy, plush carpet underfoot.  The 
walls were covered in red velvet.  The red velvet had a swirling pattern of 
glittering stones dazzled into it.  The plush corridor absorbed all sound.  
Eerily, Laney couldn’t even hear the sound of their foot steps as they moved. 

Finally the narrow and decadently carpeted corridor opened up into a 
huge, gleaming glass conservatory.  The conservatory was an octagonal room 
two stories high with walls of transparent glass, surrounded on all sides by 
endless expanses of green lawns.  The conservatory was filled with giant 
palms and ferns, most of which either had purple leaves or bore purple 
flowers or gave rise to big black spikes.  At the center of the room was a large 
lily pond, with boat-sized lily pads floating on it.  It was hard for Laney to 



 
 

understand how they could possible be in a conservatory surrounded by miles 
of green lawn when they had just entered the Mystery School right on 6th 
Street of Center City Philadelphia.  

“Wait here,” said the tuxedoed butler to Laney and Baby Mary.  The 
men in long purple robes dropped the limp John Dee onto a nearby bench.  

“You know what,” Laney said to Baby Mary, “I don’t think I want to 
be one of the Arcana anymore.” 

“Well,” said Baby Mary, “you’ve come to that rather late.” 
“I changed my mind.  I think I would like to go back to working at the 

Smiling Turtle.” 
Baby Mary suddenly paid a lot of attention to Laney, a lot more 

attention than she had ever paid before. 
“Hey, are you— was that a joke?” 
“It kind of was a joke,” Laney confessed. “I’m excited to be here, 

actually.  With you.  With John Dee, even though he kinda seems like he 
might be dead.  I was really stressed for a long time about how things were 
going, about whether I would ever be worthwhile, whether I would ever be 
loved.  It sounds really stupid— I thought I had gotten over it but then I saw 
John Dee and I started to worry about it all over again— but I don’t know.  
Something about coming into here, something about this greenhouse, this 
conservatory— maybe it’s all of the giant plants that look kind of evil and 
menacing.  But I really feel at peace.  Why worry? The whole universe looks 
kind of evil and menacing if you let it.  But really it’s just a giant, sunny 
conservatory.” 

Baby Mary considered this.  “I liked it better when I thought you were 
making a joke and not explaining the meaning of life to me.” 

“No, I still am making a joke. I was being sarcastic about not wanting 
to be here.” 

“Okay. Yes. I’ll credit you with that.  You have an ounce of a sense of 
humor.  I’m really glad.  It’s a relief.” 

“Why? Did you think I didn’t?” Laney frowned. 
“Yeah, well it’s just like— you seem to take everything real serious all 

the time.” 
“I do?” 
“Yeah— like you’re so sensitive. All the shaking and the crying.  It just 

makes it hard to work with you.  It gets draining.” 
“I’m sorry,” Laney’s lip trembled a little, but she held her head up.  “I 

won’t cry any more.” 
“No, it’s okay,” Baby Mary said. “You’re just being you. It’s okay to be 

sensitive. You can go ahead and cry.” 
“No,” Laney avowed, lip still trembling, now that she considered how 

Baby Mary must think her very foolish, had always thought her to be very 
foolish. 



 
 

“It’s cool to be here right now,” Baby Mary affirmed, “even if John 
Dee dies, even if I have to give up this baby I’m having to Mr. Stanley. It’s 
good to be having an adventure, at least.” 

Laney nodded.  
“I think that’s what it means to be one of the Arcana,” Baby Mary 

reflected. “I think it means that you’re open to having an adventure.” 
“Really?” Laney asked, “That’s it?”  
“Yeah,” Baby Mary said, “See, you can’t be an archetype as long as you 

want to be safe and small and ordinary and human.  As long as you want to 
be in control and make sure that stuff turns out the way you want it.  As long 
as you’re into that trip, than nothing will come and possess you, no strange 
powers will grow in you, you’ll just believe every body else when they tell you 
who you are and you’ll just go along with that.  And you won’t be anything 
vast or strange or secret.  You’ll be something constrained and tiny and dull.  
If you want to get bigger, if you want to dream a bigger dream, you have to 
be willing to lose control, to open yourself up to danger, to open yourself up 
to no safety and no plan.” 

“I guess we’re doing that pretty good,” Laney said, staring at John 
Dee’s swollen and oozy leg.  “It’s so weird,” she told Baby Mary, “Just last 
night I thought I was in love with him again and now I think it’s gone again.” 

“Yeah,” Baby Mary sighed, “he has this glamour.  It’s like this subtle 
vibratory emanation.  And when he emits it, and when you’re within his 
presence, it weakens you and alters your thinking.  But then when he’s not 
emitting it, your mind clears, you get some perspective, and you just see this 
stupid kid who’s just as clueless as anyone else.” 

“Yeah,” Laney said, “Krishna told me the same thing, about subtle 
vibrations.  He said it was called force field energy.  He told me I had to get 
out of John Dee’s force field energy, to give up my addiction to it, in order to 
claim my own power and become a love healer.” 

“What’s a love healer?” Baby Mary asked. 
“I don’t know— I guess it’s like— someone who heals just with the 

power of her love. Kind of like Jesus or something.” 
“That Krishna guy really digs Jesus,” Baby Mary observed. 
“No. I don’t know. He just really gets Jesus. Like, they’re friends or 

something.” 
“Interesting,” Baby Mary checked the time on her cell phone. “I 

wonder what that Mr. Stanley cat is up to. I don’t know if I can spend the 
rest of my life waiting in some enchanted conservatory.” As Baby Mary 
spoke, a giant purple and black macaw parrot called out from the limb of a 
spiky palm tree.  As the parrot squawked, he flew off the palm tree and 
spread his wings, sailing down to land at the feet of Laney and Baby Mary.  
Slowly, and with some evident pain, the huge purple and black macaw 
morphed into Leopold Stanley. 



 
 

 
 
 
Leopold Stanley turned out to be a handsome black man, standing 

about 6’4 and wearing a sweeping satin cape of Tyrian purple. 
“So you girls think you’re Arcana?” he asked with a sneer. 
Baby Mary could sense that Laney was about to cry again.  She rose to 

her feet. “We happen to be ladies, not girls, and why yes, we know we are.” 
“And just how do you know it?” Leopold Stanley folded his arms in 

front of his massive chest.  He cast a glance in the direction of the 
incapacitated John Dee. “Did he tell you?” 

“No,” said Baby Mary.  “We just knew it within ourselves.” 
Leopold Stanley chortled. “You children really are sadly, sadly misled 

by your own delusions.  I suppose that’s what comes from growing up 
without any proper mystical instruction.” 

“Excuse me sir,” Laney said. “I’m not sure I understand what you 
mean.  Why do you think we’ve had delusions?” 

“Well, clearly you’re powerless.  Otherwise, why would you be here 
begging for my help? And if you were truly Arcana, you wouldn’t be 
powerless, would you?” He looked at Laney, “You’d be all the majesty of the 
High Priestess, all the force of prophecy and healing and dreams, and not 
some slouchy, weepy little girl. Isn’t that right?” Laney’s eyes welled up with 
tears, “And you,” he met Baby Mary’s eyes, “You’d be a momentous font of 
voluptuous motherly strength instead of a knocked-up little trollop from the 
South Side flats.” 

Baby Mary slapped Leopold Stanley. 
“Clyde took us here because he thought you would help us.  But clearly 

that’s not what you want to do.  So we’ll leave now.” Baby Mary turned 
around in order to try to lift up John Dee and walk out.  But she found that 
John Dee was gone.  She looked at Laney and then at Leopold Stanley. 

“He was just here!” she exclaimed. “Where did he go?” 
“Was he here? Was he ever really here?” Leopold Stanley asked, 

rubbing his chin.  “Maybe you two feverish ne’er-do-wells just dreamt him up 
in order to give some meaning to your little rubbishy lives.” 

Laney burst out weeping. 
“Why are you so mean?” she asked Leopold Stanley. “What did we ever 

do to you? We just came to ask for your help!”  She continued sobbing. 
“Little girl,” Leopold Stanley said, “I’m not being mean to you.  I’m 

helping to wake you up from your tired little web of lies and bring you back 
into the real world.  You’re not cut out for the mysteries.  You need to go 
home to your coffee shop and your drug addict cult.” 

Laney’s eyes darted around the giant, sunny conservatory, looking for 
where John Dee might have disappeared to.   



 
 

Her intuition gave her the notion that he might be in the lily pond.  
Laney grabbed Baby Mary’s wrist. “Follow me!” she shouted. 
The two ladies rapidly ducked around the shocked Leopold Stanley, 

climbed up on the railing that separated the water from the palms, and dove 
deep, deep, deep down into the odd world of the lily pond.  

 

The lily pond 
 
The lily pond gave a deep weight to the bodies of Laney and Baby 

Mary.  It seemed to want them, to hunger for them.  It sucked them down 
into its core with a voracious strength.  At first Baby Mary thought she would 
drown.  But as the minutes passed and the lily pond continued to suck them 
down deeper and deeper, she noticed that she was now able to breathe water. 

At the bottom of the lily pond, many many leagues beneath the surface 
of the water, a beautiful and bountiful tea table was anchored.  The table bore 
sea weed sandwiches and big scoops of pearl cream.  There were also great 
baskets of curly grey mushrooms. Leopold Stanley sat at the head of the tea 
table, wearing a top hat.  Laney and Baby Mary were drawn irresistibly 
closer. 

“I’m so glad you made it,” Leopold Stanley said to them, underwater. 
His great big satin purple cape floated up around his head.  “Please, please, 
have a seat— join me.” 

Laney and Baby Mary both assumed seats at the tea table, which was 
made of very fine pink coral.  

“I do hope you’ll excuse my air-breathing self,” this second, more 
gracious, Leopold Stanley told them. “He does scare away those who aren’t 
serious!” he remarked to the ladies and gave a big, self-congratulating laugh.  
“But I can see you young women are serious indeed.” 

“We need you to fix John Dee,” Baby Mary said to him. “Krishna 
Tagore says the infection in his leg is killing him, and it’s part of a bigger 
problem.  It’s part of a metaphysical problem that he’s having and only you 
can fix him.” 

“Oh?” Leopold Stanley buttered a curly mushroom with pearl cream. 
“Yes,” Laney avowed.  
“Hm,” Leopold Stanley took a bite of his curly mushroom and 

thoughtfully chewed it. “You see now, the problem with that is that I don’t 
heal people.” 

“You don’t?” Laney asked. 
“Oh no no no,” Leopold Stanley said, “I kill them. Existentially 

speaking.” 
“I’m not sure I understand,” Baby Mary confessed. 



 
 

“Well, it’s like this,” Leopold Stanley went on, “The Eleusinian 
mysteries are the mysteries of the Underworld. Of death and dying. You 
don’t learn the mysteries without dying a death.” 

“But what kind of death?” Baby Mary pressed, “You don’t mean real 
death.” 

Leopold Stanley nodded. 
“I mean the most real death— ego death. The loss of one’s self. It’s 

where all true magic leads.  The only really important thing to know in this 
life is how to die.  Once you know how to die, you’re all set.  The problem 
with John Dee is that he doesn’t know how to die.  He knows how to do all 
kinds of fancy tricks with the substances of the material world.  He knows 
how to make himself great, how to kill, how to seduce.  He doesn’t know how 
to release everything, how to fail, how to be taken down.” 

“I don’t understand,” Baby Mary said, “we don’t want him to fail, we 
want him to kill the Demiurge.” 

“Oh sweetheart,” Leopold Stanley said with great quiet and great 
compassion. “The Demiurge is always inside you.  It’s inside John Dee and 
it’s very strong. So strong that it kills angels.” 

 
 

Eleusis 
 
John Dee lay asleep inside a giant clamshell at the bottom of Leopold 

Stanley’s lily pond.  He was naked and breathing water.  As he breathed, he 
dreamed of ancient Greece. 

First, John Dee sacrificed a piglet to Demeter and Persephone. And 
then he stepped into the river Illisios to bathe. 

The crowd around him knelt down and hailed him as mystai. 
They took him inside a straw hut. 
For the next day and night he stayed within the hut while a huge feast 

transpired outside. He heard a curdling, inhuman scream at midnight and 
realized a bull had been slain for Hades. 

At four in the morning, old women roused him from the hut.  They put 
a purple robe on him, handed him a tree bough, and hustled him along into 
the crowd. He noticed the other members of the crowd sweeping the ground 
with the tree boughs in their hands, and so he did the same. He moved with 
the procession from the cemetery of Athens onward toward Eleusis.  Halfway 
through the walk, the procession started shouting obscenities.  The shouting 
ceased and then the whole procession again became nothing but silence and 
the swishing of the tree boughs across the ground.  

After the procession reached Eleusis, everyone simply sat on the 



 
 

ground and fasted.  No movement. No talking.  Just hunger. John Dee 
watched the great black sky and tried to remember if he had ever had another 
life.  No life but this seemed to exist.  The smell of sheep, the heft of the tree 
boughs.  His head felt heavy.  His legs didn’t seem to have a solid existence, 
but nonetheless there they were, under him. 

A tiny girl, about three years old, woke John Dee from his reverie.  
The little girl had beautiful black curly hair.  Her cheeks shone like pearls.  
She handed him a big wooden cup full of a stinkish red liquid. “Barley and 
pennyroyal,” the little girl lisped.  John Dee thought back to his reading of 
spagyrics. He sniffed the heady drink.  He tasted it. “That’s the blood of an 
arch angel,” he remarked to the little girl.  She clapped her hands.  He drank 
it down.  He heard celebratory shouts of “Kykeon!” all around him. Next, the 
little girl opened up a small box.  Inside the box lay a golden snake, a round 
robin’s egg, a stone phallus, and a pile of wheat berries.  John Dee allowed 
the gold snake to slither onto his hand.  He fed the snake the robin’s egg, and 
the pile of wheat berries.  The snake then wound itself in a tight, perfect 
spiral around the stone phallus.  John Dee put the snake-covered phallus into 
a long woven basket that the little girl held out for him.  

Trumpets sounded. 
Old women and little girls shepherded John Dee along with the other 

mystai into the portico of a vast white marble hall.  On the portico, Laney, 
wearing long blue robes, stopped John Dee by holding out a long shining 
sceptre to block his way.  John Dee knelt down in front of her. 

“I have fasted,” he said to her, “I have drunk the kykeon, I have taken 
from the kiste, and after working it have put it back into the kalathos.” 

In silence, Laney lifted up her sceptre and bid John Dee to rise.  He 
rose and entered the vast white hall which appeared to hold an infinity of 
columns. 

Standing within the overwhelming white hall, slowly, slowly, John Dee 
realized that the other mystai surround him were his old compatriots from the 
Order of the Auburn Evening.  Harry was there, and Slosh, and Addy.  And 
all others.  More of them, even, than he recognized.  But they still seemed 
that they all belonged together.  He wanted to grab them and hug them, but 
somehow he felt that might be offensive to the old and young maiden 
priestesses of the rites, so he hung back.  He directed his own eyes towards 
the marble floor so as not to marvel too much at the old friends around him 
and draw their attention.  

A sonorous gong rang out. 
John Dee looked up and saw a drama being played out on a stage some 

twenty feet away from him.  He saw Baby Mary, dressed as Demeter, 
carrying wheat sheafs, sitting on a swing.  Next to Baby Mary on the swing 
sat Laney, now out of her solemn blue robes and dressed as Persephone in a 
sunny yellow frock. Baby Mary gave Laney a great big hug.  Then Laney 



 
 

stood up, waved good-bye to Baby Mary, and went skipping off. Baby Mary 
herself stepped off-stage.  Laney looked to be plucking flowers from the stage 
and sniffing them.  Just then the stage parted in half with a great dramatic 
rumble. 

Leopold Stanley emerged from the valley between the two halves of the 
stage. 

He grabbed Laney and pulled her down with him into a hole in the 
floor of the hall. Laney screamed. 

The two halves of the stage rolled together again. 
Baby Mary appeared on the stage again, weeping.  She wandered 

away. 
Now Laney appeared again, sobbing underneath a pomegranate tree. 
She reached up and plucked a pomegranate. She took one thirsty bite 

from the ripe fruit and then threw it away in disgust. 
John Dee saw himself on the stage as Hermes, leading Laney-as-

Persephone out of the Underworld.  John Dee saw himself reunite Laney-as-
Persephone with Baby-Mary-as-Demeter.  The two women hugged each 
other and wailed.  Just the Leopold Stanley appeared again, menacing and 
laughing.  He held up his hand with four fingers, showing that Laney-as-
Persephone had eaten 4 pomegranate seeds and now would have to dwell 
with him in the underworld for 4 months out of each year.  

Laney and Baby Mary disappeared from the stage. 
Leopold Stanley remained there.  He cast off his purple robes and 

stood bare-chested in the white marble hall.  He had a torch in his hand.  The 
smoke from his torch reeled up into the heights of the temple lintels. 

Laney handed Leopold Stanley a newborn baby wrapped in lavender 
cloth.  

Leopold Stanley lit the baby on fire with the flame of the torch.  The 
little being shrieked and screamed.  All of the other mystai covered their eyes.  
John Dee alone kept watching.   

The baby should have roasted like a piglet, but it did not.  It simply 
existed, endured within the flames.  

I have drunk the kykeon, John Dee thought, the blood of the arch angel.  He 
wondered if there really was a baby, if it really was burning.  He climbed up 
on the stage and took the baby from the Hierophant. 

John Dee looked down into the face of the child.  His own body 
became consumed by flames.  

In the flames he felt all of his arrogance melt away, his defensiveness 
and his hardness.  He felt deeply humbled by the burning.  He felt a great 
love for the tiny little child in his arms.   

The little child in his arms turned into a piglet, squealed, and leaped 
away from him.  It leaped down into the hole underneath the stage, 
underneath the great white hall. 



 
 

John Dee followed the squealing piglet down into the hole.  
He arrived on the banks of a great flowing river. 
The piglet jumped into the river. 
John Dee discovered that he had a bottle in his hand. 
He filled the bottle with the water of the river.  
The piglet whirled away in an eddy. 
John Dee awoke, lying naked inside a clam shell at the body of 

Leopold Stanley’s lily pond. 
He felt a force pulling him up, up. 
The crane in the conservatory strained as it lifted the great clam shell.  
Leopold Stanley played the giant organ in the corner while his men in 

purple ropes fussed with the mechanics. 
Laney and Baby Mary sat inside the conservatory on a bench, dry now, 

and waiting for the business with the hauling and the opening to commence. 
The crane dropped the clam shell onto the cobblestone floor of the 

conservatory at the feet of Laney and Baby Mary. 
A man in a purple robe came up and hit the clam shell quite hard with a 

hammer. 
At the pound of the hammer the clam shell opened, revealing inside it 

the naked and quivering form of John Dee, covered in pearl cream. 
John Dee gasped for air. 
He flopped around on the spongy pink inner flesh of the clam shell. 
Laney and Baby Mary looked on with interest, but they’d been 

instructed by Leopold Stanley not to interfere at all with John Dee’s 
emergence from his calcified cocoon.  John Dee vomitted out a great rope of 
semi-solid pearl cream and for his effort was rewarded by a great breath of 
air. His hand clutched and improbably ornate bottle, a bottle that was stuffed 
shut with a cork. 

Slowly, painfully, dazed, John Dee sat up within the pink clam shell. 
He looked around the sunny purple-black-spiky space of the conservatory.  
Last he remembered he was being hauled through a cornfield filled with 
Elizabethan tents on the back of a very determined blind Indian man.  Now 
he was sitting, covered in a thick pearlescent cream, clutching a corked bottle, 
on the spongy pink flesh of a giant clam shell positioned on the floor of a 
magnificent Victorian conservatory.  The corn field with tents hadn’t made 
much sense.  And neither did this.  Gingerly, John Dee stretched out his legs 
and noticed that his right leg no longer hurt at all.  It felt as if restored to 
utter wholeness.  

“How does it feel,” Leopold Stanley asked John Dee, “to be an initiate 
of the mysteries?” 

John Dee looked at the tall man in the purple satin cape and then 
bowed his head. “I thought I was dead,” he said softly. 

“You were,” said Leopold Stanley.  



 
 

John Dee nodded.  
Men in purple robes brought big buckets of water and poured this over 

John Dee to rinse him off.  The remainder of the pearl cream they rubbed off 
with towels.  

“I had a son,” John Dee said meaningfully to Baby Mary. 
Baby Mary put her hands on her stomach, which was now empty.  She 

nodded.  
“The piglet,” John Dee said.  
Baby Mary nodded. 
John Dee gave a great, weary sigh.  
“I know what I have to do now,” he told the assembled company. 
“And what is that, my boy?” asked Leopold Stanley. 
“I have to go back to Pittsburgh and set right what I did to all those 

kids,” John Dee said.  “I have to make it up to everyone whose guardian 
angel I had killed.” 

“Well just how are you going to do that?” Leopold Stanley asked him. 
“Now if I told you that,” John Dee said, grinning, “I would be a jack-

ass.” 
Leopold Stanley harrumphed.  John Dee took a purple robe from one 

of the nearby attendants and draped himself in it.  
 

Pittsburgh, the Center of the Universe 
 
John Dee strode out of Leopold Stanley’s Mystery school with Laney 

and Baby Mary behind him.  
Clyde Atkinson met them outside with the chariot. 
“Get in, get in!” Clyde prodded, “before I get a ticket!” 
The Philadelphia police love to give parking tickets, even to mystical 

hot air balloons. 
“Where are we headed?” Clyde asked after the group had jumped into 

the basket. 
“Pittsburgh,” Baby Mary said, “the center of the Universe.”  
“Also,” John Dee said to Clyde, “Who are you?” 
“Oh, me,” Clyde blushed as he fired up the balloon and they rose, rose, 

rose above the roof tops of the city. “I’m the Chariot.  I mean, this here 
balloon is the Chariot.  But metonymically speaking, I, as the driver of the 
Chariot, am the Chariot.” 

“I see,” John Dee surmised. “So you’re in full control of the bucking 
steeds, then? Desire and Fear?” 

“Oh, Plato, right,” Clyde thought about this, “Yeah, I kind of am, 
actually. I’m a really mature guy. I graduated summa cum laude from Penn 



 
 

State on a foot ball scholarship. I’m a pretty stand up dude.  What about you? 
You’re some kind of witch doctor?” 

“Yes,” John Dee said, “The worst sort.” 
“That’s cool,” Clyde said, “I hear you’re the Magician.” 
“I am indeed,” John Dee confessed. 
“I was hoping you might be able to help me with something, then.” 
“It would be an honor— we’re all obliged to you for your piloting 

services.” 
“It’s a really pressing question. It fucks with me a lot.” 
“Shoot,” said John Dee. 
“What is the point of us being Arcana? Why are we here? Why is this 

happening to us? None of it seems to make that much sense.  We don’t really 
have a cohesive world.  Our characters slip and morph.  A strand of a story 
gets picked up and then dropped and forgotten about when it seems too hard 
or too weird.  What’s happening?” 

“Ah,” John Dee said. “To answer that, I really would prefer to be 
drunk.” 

Laney handed him a bottle of wine. “From Leopold Stanley’s cellar,” 
she explained softly.  

John Dee uncorked the bottle and proceeded to drink it down. 
“The way I see it,” he began, “is that we’re pawns in a larger scheme.  

We don’t really have control over our own selves. We are being breathed into 
life and into death in order to make room for something monstrous, hot, and 
excessive.” 

“I have no idea what you’re trying to say,” Clyde interjected. “But it 
was rude of you to drink all that wine yourself, without sharing.” 

“Yes!” John Dee concurred. “Here, let me try again,” he offered. 
“What I’m trying to say is that I think there’s something larger afoot than my 
personal goals— or your goals.  What are your goals by the way, sir?” 

“I’d like to go pro,” Clyde said. 
“Pro! Pro football. Excellent, yes. Well you see, I’d like to overthrow 

the Demiurge.” 
“Leopold Stanley said the Demiurge was within you,” Laney told John 

Dee. “I mean, maybe within all of us.” 
John Dee slapped his hand against the side of the basket.“Of course he 

would say something confounding like that.  He’s a mystifier. Damn 
Hierophant. Always trying to papify things. I’ve had enough papafication.  
Just because that man is infallible doesn’t mean he’s impeccable.” 

“John Dee,” Baby Mary said, “you’re not making any sense again.” 
 



 
 

The Four Suits 
 
In Pittsburgh, the Order of the Auburn evening had changed their 

names to the Four Suits.  The Four Suits bought identical mansions in a row 
on Negley Avenue and launched their banners outside. 

They weren’t happy to see John Dee and the other Majors when they 
stepped out of the Chariot. 

“I’m here to save you,” John Dee announced to the heads of the Four 
Suits: Slosh, the Ace of Swords, Addy, the Ace of Cups, Harry, the Ace of 
Wands, and Lo Ball, the Ace of Pentacles.  They all wore tunics and scarves 
representing their individual houses. 

He sat with the group at their Long Table in the joined-together 
backyards of the mansions. 

“Save us from what?” Slosh asked. 
“From your pitiful, broken state,” John Dee replied. 
Slosh and Harry and Addy and Lo Ball exchanged glances. 
“We’re doing great, actually,” Harry said.  
“I know you think that—“ John Dee interjected. But look at yourself— 

you’ve become householders. Clearly you’re suffering some intense existential 
deficit.  And I’m deeply touched by it. And I want to help.” 

“How exactly do you want to help?” Slosh asked. 
“By sharing with you the Elixir of Life, of course!” John Dee crowed. 
“And what do you want from us?” 
“Want from you? Whatever are you talking about?” 
“You always want something, John Dee,” Addy said. 
“Do I? Is that so?” John Dee ruffled. “I’ve never wanted anything 

other than your metaphysical betterment.” 
“Is that what you wanted for Sugar Snake, man?” Lo Ball asked, “His 

‘metaphysical betterment’”?  
John Dee lowered his eyes at the mention of Sugar Snake. “Actually, 

Lo Ball, your best friend’s death was a real wake-up call for me.” 
“Oh yeah?” Lo Ball asked. 
“Oh yeah,” John Dee averred. “After Sugar Snake died I realized our 

whole project had gone horribly awry.  I started out trading gold for angel 
blood in order to raise funds to make the Elixir of Life.  I had you all kill your 
angels for the same reason.  The idea was always to use the Elixir to become 
immortal, and then murder the demiurge with the help of the other Major 
Arcana. And why? So we could all live in a more beautiful world, a world 
without dross and baseness and boredom.  A world filled with wonder and 
grace and ecstasy.  But then when Sugar Snake died, I realized that I’d gone 
too far — I’d become obsessed, and the whole matter of angel-killing had hurt 
you all more than it helped you.  So that’s why I took off, that’s why I left 



 
 

without saying good bye.  I was afraid of my own self and my own maniacal 
desires.  I just wanted oblivion.  And I realized that my own desire was not 
truly to overthrow the Demiurge but rather to install myself as the Demiurge. 
And I saw that that was wrong and I lost all hope for my life. But then in my 
travels some amazing things happened.” 

“Like what?” Addy probed. 
“Like I met The Fool.” 
 The Aces collectively gasped. 
“I thought the Fool was a myth,” Addy breathed. 
“No, he’s a real man.  He owns a golden retriever which he swears to 

be the Real God. And as a matter of fact, he kidnapped my poodle and took it 
to Bengal. But that’s not the point.  The point is that he told me that my quest 
was not for nothing.  He told me that I could still overthrow the Demiurge 
but that I had to not take over the role of false lord myself, but rather give it 
over to his dog— the one True God, the Sophia.  And shortly after he told me 
this, I followed him into oncoming highway traffic, and was hit by a car.” 

“That was stupid. Why’d you follow him?” Harry asked. 
“I followed him because he had my dog and my women,” John Dee 

said. “Also, on reflection, because he has a kind of irresistible mystical 
gentleness to him.” 

 

Nightmares 
 
You may be wondering how it came to be that the formerly shiftless 

members of the Order of the Auburn Evening, now calling themselves The 
Four Suits, came to organize themselves into such a tightly hierarchical 
group.  Where did they get the money for the four houses all in a row on 
Negley Avenue?  How did they become capable of working together in sync 
towards a common goal? 

They gained this ability because they lost their angels. 
Guardian angels protect your psyche from demons, it is true, but they 

also protect you from the whisperings of your own genius, which are often 
severe and strange.  Most people are boring because they have guardian 
angels watching them, keeping them boring.  A guardian doesn’t just guard 
you from untoward influences.  A guardian also guards the world from you, 
from the powers of your deepest soul, your creative unconscious.  Half of a 
guardian angel’s job is to protect you while you sleep.  While you sleep, your 
conscious mind is suspended and thus you are more vulnerable to your own 
genius and to creatures from other planes of being.  While you sleep, you are 
also in many ways easier to protect than when you’re fully awake.  For one 
thing, you’re still.  For another thing, the attacks that might happen to you 



 
 

come from the psychic rather than the physical plane.  Angels suck at helping 
you on the physical plane, despite popular tales which report the contrary. 
Since you’re easier to protect while you sleep, guardian angels tend to go out 
of their way to keep you asleep.  In other words, they lull you even while you 
wake.  Your guardian keeps you gliding on the surface of life and personality, 
numbs down your curiosity and vividness, smooths away your interest in 
doing things that are grand and strange.  Guardian angels are, after all, 
servants of the Demiurge.  As such servants, it’s in their interests to keep you 
dull and easy to manage, so that you don’t do anything to disturb the existing 
order of things.  

By founding The Four Suits, the previous members of the Order of the 
Auburn Evening had done something grand and strange.  They’d acted on the 
promptings of their creative genius rather than on the insistence of a guardian 
angel.  If you only listen to your guardian angel, you will do normal things.  
You’ll go to school and get a job.  You’ll watch television and go to the movies 
and buy stuff at the mall.  You might smoke weed or drink a lot and hang 
around the Ant Hill.   You will not create anything shocking, you will not 
organize yourself and your friends into a pseudo-gothic feudal order.  You 
will not identify yourself with a sephiroth from one of the four worlds.  You’ll 
stay asleep, even as you are awake, and thus you’ll be much more easy to 
monitor.   

Sometimes your genius, when liberated from the control of your 
guardian angel, will drive you to suicide.  This, of course, happened to Sugar 
Snake.  Sometimes it will prompt you to create grand works of art.  And 
sometimes it will birth in you the seeds of a collective artwork, a religion or a 
civilization.  That’s what happened to the Order of the Auburn Evening.  
Their geniuses said: become this art, these worlds.  And that is what they did.  

An angel, as Jacob knew, is really worthless until you wrestle with it.  
Without the wrestling and the overcoming, the angel will have no respect for 
you.  But as you have your angel pinned to the gritty ground, you can 
demand of him a blessing, and he may give you a sacred name that will mark 
you for all time in honor.  Or, alternatively, you can forgo getting your angel’s 
blessing and simply kill him for his blood.  The previous route is perhaps 
more recommendable, as it confers the advantage of retaining your guardian 
angel’s protection against evil spirits.  The later route, pursued by the Four 
Suits, carried with it a greater freedom and a greater terror.  

 
The members of the Four Suits, though enjoying greater organizational 

integrity than ever before, suffered the absence of their angels in the form of 
terrible nightmares.  These nightmares attacked them so viciously each night 
that they would often be unable to sleep. In their insomnia, they took to 
playing cards late at night.  Staring at the little emblems — hearts, diamonds, 
spades, clubs— none of them found anything funny about their condition.  



 
 

The nightmares were gruesome.  Lo Ball saw Sugar Snake’s zombie corpse 
dj’ing at Belvedere’s, rotting grey and dropping off in leprotic bits over his 
turn tables while a happy crowd gyrated.  In this dream, Sugar Snake’s eyes 
were always turning liquid, half-dissolved, and filled with maggots.   Harry 
suffered vivid scenes of castration at the hands of his loving grandmother.  
One minute, he’d be seated at the humble kitchen table in her house in 
Oakland, the next she’d come at his lap with a butcher knife, her hacking arm 
more nimble and determined than he could fend off, and he’d be bleeding all 
over the floral-patterned carpets in her musty front room.  Addy saw herself 
experiencing the stigmata, unable to walk or hold a coffee cup without feeling 
gruesome pain from the open wounds in her hands and feet.  Slosh was 
visited nightly by a spectre in a white robe: the spectre would walk in front of 
him while he sat typing at a computer. It would go down into the basement of 
the Swords House on Negley.  From the basement Slosh would hear the 
spectre howling, and in the howls he heard all the unappeased misery of the 
world, striking relentlessly into his heart.   

These nightmares were the price of living unprotected by a guardian, 
they realized.  And they also realized that John Dee might be able to help 
them. 

“So tell us again what you want from us,” Lo Ball said to John Dee. 
“Because you weren’t really clear the first time.” 

“Well I must not have been clear because what I really want is to help 
you,” John Dee stressed as he sat around the large table in the back yard of 
the Four Houses leisurely smoking and drinking, “I want to help you by 
sharing with you the Elixir of Life.  Now in order to accomplish that goal, I 
need you to participate in the ritual to make the Elixir of Life.” 

“Here we go,” Addy said.  
John Dee looked at her sideways, a look of caution. 
“What does the ritual to make the Elixir of Life entail?” Harry asked. 
“Simple! Very simple, friend,” John Dee explained. “I just need you to 

contribute your energies with me to making a large magic circle on the 
Plateau on Winter Solstice.  I’ll need the large quantities of angel’s blood that 
we collected from your guardians, and I’ll need Laney to be present.” 

“What exactly do you need Laney for?” Addy asked. 
“Since she’s the High Priestess, I need her to accomplish the ritual.  I 

can’t really do something of this alchemical order without the contribution of 
her feminine dynamic you see.” 

“Ah.” 
“So, if you can just hand over the angel’s blood we collected, and be 

present at the ritual— you see, that’s all, that’s all that’s required,” John Dee 
jovially explained. 

“There’s a little bit of a problem with that,” Slosh said while looking at 
the table. 



 
 

“Problem? What problem?” John Dee asked. 
“We kinda already sold most of the angel’s blood in order to raise 

money to buy the four houses.” 
John Dee felt a swell of shame mixed in with murderous rage.  Of 

course! He should have known! How else would they have afforded to buy 
houses on Negley Avenue? He realized that deep within his unconscious, 
he’d been tricking himself, hoping that one of their uncles had died and left 
them a ton of money to burn.  But of course not, no, of course not.  Of course 
he just left them alone for a few weeks and when he comes back they’d 
already spent the metaphysical booty that he’d worked so hard to procure 
from them.  Why had he ever left it in their care? Why had he ever 
abandoned his cause? Immense waves of self-pity swept over him and he felt 
like crying right there in front of the four Aces. Only his considerable pride 
kept him from erupting in a fountain of miserable, bitter tears.  He kept his 
cool by starting to contemplate exactly how to burn down all four of the 
houses without drawing any undue attention to himself.    

Slosh could sense John Dee’s distress. “Look, it’s not as bad as you 
think.  The stuff we sold we sold for a really high price to these completely 
clueless kids from Cleveland.  They think they’re drug lords now.  They’re 
having big angel blood raves in the countryside of Ohio.  I hear they’re pretty 
rad.  But really, we still have a lot of it left.” 

“Okay,” said John Dee, through his gritted teeth. 
“Only, we’ll need to get some more of it,” Slosh explained.  “But not 

that much more.  It’ll just take a week or two.  We need more people for the 
suits, anyway.  The court cards, you know? So we’ll recruit and get it 
together and make it happen.  But in the mean time, we need you to do 
something for us.” 

“What?” John Dee asked, overwhelmed by the sheer gall of his 
subordinates. 

“Stop the nightmares,” Addy said.  “Since we killed our guardian 
angels we’ve been way more creative and happy and stuff, but we’ve also 
been having these really terrifying dreams.  If you can stop the nightmares, 
we’ll give you the angel’s blood that we have left and we’ll get more for you in 
the next few weeks.” 

“Stop the nightmares!” John Dee exclaimed, “of course I can do that.” 
“Great,” Slosh said, cheered by the prospect of being freed from the 

howling of the white spectre. “Then we’re cool?” 
John Dee grimly considered this for sometime. 
 

Mephisto’s help 
 



 
 

John Dee left the houses of the Four Suits on Negley Avenue and 
retreated to his warehouse laboratory in Homestead. 

He really didn’t know how he was going to stop the Four Suits from 
having nightmares. 

He was, however, overjoyed to find Mephisto resting on his ashen 
mattress. 

“Mephisto! Hey boy! Hey boy!” John Dee exclaimed ecstatically as he 
hugged his dog. “How did you get here?” Mephisto lovingly licked John 
Dee’s hand and looked up into his eyes meaningfully.  The dog then rolled 
over and exposed his belly to be rubbed. “I thought you were lost to me 
forever on the shores of the Ganges!” John Dee gushed as he massaged 
Mephisto’s belly.  

Mephisto made soft grrrrrrrr noises of pleasure. 
“Well, we’re in a mess now, boy,” John Dee told his dog. 
Mephisto looked at his master with some curiosity. 
“The Order of the Auburn Evening— or the Four Suits, whoever they 

think they are— sold a good chunk of our angel’s blood,” John Dee 
explained to his companion. 

Mephisto whimpered sympathetically. 
“I know, boy, I know,” John Dee sighed. “But they said they’d help me 

procure more of it quickly, in time for Winter Solstice, which— as you 
know— is fast upon us, if I help them stop having nightmares.  I told them I 
could do it— but— well, I don’t really know that I can.” 

Mephisto licked John Dee’s face, and then stood up and walked into a 
dark corner of the warehouse. 

“Hey— hey boy— where are you going?” John Dee called into the 
darkness. “You can’t just get up and walk away after I thought I’d lost you 
forever.” 

John Dee stayed reclining on the mattress, looking out into the dark, 
feeling rather forlorn. 

A few moments later a rather beguiling,  eighteen year old boy with 
curly black hair and very large black eyes stepped forward.  The boy was clad 
in black jeans and a black jacket over a black t-shirt.  He looked rather  pale. 

“Damn,” John Dee said. 
“I love you,” Mephisto said, and curled up close to John Dee on the 

mattress. 
John Dee put his hand in the boy’s hair. “I love you, too,” he said. 
“I know how to stop their nightmares,” Mephisto said quietly to his 

master. 
“Really?” John Dee asked. “How do you do that?” 
“I’ll send them guardian demons,” Mephisto explained.  
John Dee laughed. 
“What’s so funny?” Mephisto asked. 



 
 

“It just sounds a little odd— a guardian demon— don’t you think?”  
Mephisto shrugged. “Angels and demons are made of the same 

substance,” he explained.  “They can serve the same functions.  It’s just a 
matter of what you order them to do.  A demon can protect the psyche of a 
human from its own genius just as well as an angel can.” 

“Right, but a demon protecting a human from nightmares? Aren’t 
demons the source of nightmares?” 

“No,” Mephisto said, “Geniuses are the source of nightmares.” 
John Dee considered this.  
“I’m not sure if I believe you,” he said to his dog who was now a very 

pretty boy. 
“You don’t have to believe me,” Mephisto said, “You just have to let me 

summon the demons.” 
“I just don’t want to see anymore negative, nasty side-effects,” John 

Dee said. “I don’t want to see them killing themselves.  I don’t want some 
guardian demons to make their lives worse than they already are.” 

“That won’t happen,” Mephisto promised John Dee.  
 
So Mephisto set about the work of summoning demons to guard the 

psyches of the Four Suits.  As The Devil, he had a lot of pull in Hell, so the 
whole thing went rather smoothly.  John Dee, who previously did not believe 
in Hell, was a little troubled to see Mephisto talking about the place as if he 
knew it as intimately as Pittsburgh and referencing all of his friends there in 
the Golden City.   

“Do they want anything in return for coming up here to work?” John 
Dee asked Mephisto anxiously, considering the truism that the Devil never 
does anything for free. 

“Yes, of course,” Mephisto said. “They want your mortal soul.” 
John Dee sighed. “Of course they do.” 
“But you don’t have to worry about that,” Mephisto explained, 

“because after you make the Elixir of Life, you’ll have an immortal soul rather 
than a mortal soul.  You won’t be able to die, so they won’t be able to claim 
you.  Or rather, I won’t be able to claim you.  Officially, your contract is with 
me since I’ve done all the procuring.” 

“That’s very comforting,” John Dee said, suspecting that the matter 
wasn’t as neat as his young friend wanted to suggest.  Even though Mephisto 
was very beautiful and exceedingly flattering, he rather wished that the boy 
were still a cuddly dog and not a cunning help mate. 

“So you don’t want to actually collect my soul?” John Dee asked 
Mephisto. 

Mephisto considered this. “Not in the ordinary deal-with-the-devil 
sense, no. That’s so passe, so 19th century.” 

“In what sense, then? Please let’s be entirely clear about this before you 



 
 

go around doing work on my behalf.” 
“I want to have your soul in the sense that I want you to love me,” 

Mephisto explained. He batted his eyelashes. “Is that so awful?” 
“No, it’s not,” John Dee assured him, wondering if he would rather 

suffer in the throes of eternal hell fire or have to grapple with the question of 
his sexuality again.  The latter possibility seemed just slightly more 
acceptable, so he went with it. 

“Okay, so let’s just be clear,” John Dee offered. “You’re going to help 
me just because you want me to love you.  You have a claim on my mortal 
soul but you hope to help me turn it into an immortal soul, so you won’t ever 
be able to exact your claim by force.” 

“Yes,” Mephisto said. 
“So what happens, though,” John Dee wondered, “if I should somehow 

fail to create the Elixir of Life and gain an immortal soul? Does that mean 
that you would then take me over by force when I die?” 

“Yes,” Mephisto said. “But do you really think it will be all that bad?” 
John Dee considered that he was damned to hell anyway due to all the 

angel-slaying in which he was implicated, so it probably couldn’t hurt. He 
agreed to let Mephisto do his thing. 

By the end of the week, all the members of the Four Suits reported the 
matter of their nightmares entirely resolved.  Under the strict watch of their 
guardian demons, Slosh, Harry, Addy, Lo Ball and the rest were enjoying the 
finest sleep they had had since early childhood.  Each night they dreamed 
halcyon dreams filled with plump grapes and vanilla-scented honey and very 
adorable lambs.  Everything was okay.  And so they went about the necessary 
business of gathering more members and harvesting more angel’s blood. 

In two weeks’ time, Slosh called John Dee. 
“We have enough,” he told the Magician. 
“Wonderful!” John Dee sang out into the dusty air of his laboratory.  

Then it occurred to him: he needed to find Laney. 
 

Amanda and Laney 
 
Amanda Salisbury sat on her orange tweedy couch smoking Pall Malls.  

A full and reeking ash tray, cut from green glass into the shape of an upside-
down tortoise shell, sat on the arm of the couch to her right.  On her left she 
had a pile of rifled-through magazines, newspapers, and junk mail.  Several 
cats, slightly feral and given to peeing on the carpet, roamed around her.  The 
heft of Amanda’s body sank into the couch cushion.  In her lap she had a 
bowl of pop corn covered with melted butter and dollopped with melted 
American cheese.  The rest of the room contained shoddy furniture turned 



 
 

upside down and covered with more rumpled newspapers, magazines, 
coupons, and over-stuffed ash trays.  In front of Amanda was a big tv, put on 
mute, turned to the Home Shopping Network.  Amanda put out her half-
smoked cigarette and munched on the grease-sodden popcorn.   

She wasn’t exactly sure where she’d gone wrong with raising John 
Dee.  He had always been such a sweet, attentive, and happy little boy.  And 
then he had been in such a great rush to move out of the house.  And now he 
hardly ever called.  He seemed as if he was ashamed of her, but for what 
reason, she couldn’t discern.  She had half-expected him to turn into a 
fundamentalist Christian, since that’s how her friend Diane’s boy had turned 
out.  And her friend Marla’s kid, that really mousey little girl, Debra, had 
become a Mormon. Amanda could understand that the children of her friends 
had turned to old-timey and weird-timey Christianity (aka Mormonism) in 
order to rebel against the free-wheeling mushy-cushy nebulous New Ageism 
of their parent’s crowd.  So she had figured that if John Dee was going to 
turn on her, he would do the same thing.  But by all accounts (everything she 
could gather from the gossip at pagan festival potlucks, what she picked up 
when she sold her fairy-houses at women’s moon circles in West Virginia, 
what she heard when she walked into the Occult store across the street from 
the Ant Hill to buy incense for her own altar) was that John Dee was a big 
deal in the magickal circles of Pittsburgh.  Word had it that he had mastered 
the secrets of the ages and had turned lead into gold.  He was the head of his 
own coven (this is what Amanda thought the Order of the Auburn Evening 
must be, given as she was much acquainted with Wicca but none too 
interested in Hermeticism herself).  He taught classes on esotericism.  He 
walked around looking mysterious and wore pentacles around his neck and 
skull rings on his fingers.  She heard that he cast a very powerful magic circle 
indeed, and that he knew how to summon angels.  Amanda was very 
impressed by all of this, and very proud.  It showed that he had absorbed the 
magickal upbringing she’d given him, that he paid attention at all those 
Sabbats and moon celebrations, that the money that she paid to buy him 
crystals and Crowley books when he was in high school had not been wasted.  
She should be able to brag about her uber-pagan, uber-magic son but she 
found that she couldn’t, because he hardly spoke to her and she hardly felt 
like she could really take credit for him anymore.  At least he didn’t seem to 
think that he owed her anything, and this insulted, this diminished her 
maternal glow.   

“He’s just going through a phase,” Diane assured her on the phone 
while she ate popcorn and watched a breathless display of topaz-and-silver 
rings on the Home Shopping Network. 

“Some phase,” Amanda said, “This has been going on for years.” 
“He’s just trying to find his own identity apart from you,” Diane told 

her. “It takes time.  Someday, though, it’ll work out.  You two can have big 



 
 

Samhain bon fires together. It’ll be beautiful.  That’s more than I can hope 
from Robert.” Robert, Diane’s son, was enrolled in the Reformed 
Presbyterian Seminary on scholarship and hoped to be a junior pastor at the 
East Liberty Presbyterian Church by next year, a fact which depressed 
Diane, herself the founder of the Scythe of Artemis Coven, of which Amanda 
was a member. 

“I sure hope you’re right,” Amanda said to Diane. “He doesn’t seem to 
trust me at all, that’s what I worry about.  It’s like he thinks I’m a quack just 
because I channel.” 

“Has it ever occurred to you,” Diane posed, “that perhaps he’s trying to 
earn your approval?” 

This quieted Amanda for a moment. It really had never occurred to 
her.  “I never though that he respected me enough to want my approval.  He 
was always making fun of Terry, making fun of my clothes, telling me we 
lived in a dump.” 

“Maybe he was trying to cut you down so it wouldn’t hurt him so much 
if you didn’t approve of him.” 

Amanda considered this.  It seemed half-plausible.  
“Clearly he respects you,” Diane went on, “or else he wouldn’t have 

taken so seriously what you taught him.  He would have rejected it.  Like 
Robert.” 

The possibility that her son might secretly crave her approval 
brightened Amanda a bit.  She thought about what she could do to really 
show to John Dee that she was proud of him and maybe from there begin 
rebuilding their relationship. 

Just then, the door bell buzzed. 
“Oh, I gotta go Diane, someone’s ringing. It’s probably the pizza guy.” 
“Okay,” Diane said, “don’t forget I’m counting on you to bring the 

mead for Yule.” 
“I haven’t forgotten,” Amanda promised, thinking with some happiness 

about the upcoming Winter Solstice celebration that the Scythe of Artemis 
would be co-hosting with the local Druid group, the Dancing Grove. 

The door buzzed again. Amanda rose slowly to answer it. “I’m 
coming!” she called out sweetly, grabbing her purse to pay the pizza man. 

Instead of the pizza man, Amanda found a skinny, freckled, knob-
kneed shivering girl at her door. 

“Helloooooo,” Amanda cooed, looking down at the oddly ugly creature 
in front of her.   

“Hi,” Laney whispered. 
“I just ordered all my stuff from Avon already this year, I’m afraid,” 

Amanda explained to the gawky girl. “I really like the Ginger Brou-ha-ha 
Bubble Bath, but I’m all stocked up!” 

“I’m not selling Avon,” Laney explained meekly. 



 
 

“Oh? Oh no?” Amanda wondered. 
“I’m your daughter-in-law,” Laney said softly, “I was hoping I could 

talk to you.” 
This intrigued Amanda.  She’d heard that John Dee had taken up with 

a girl and was living in a fancy loft in the Strip District, but no one had said 
they’d gotten married.  That seemed rather weird. She had an especially hard 
time imagining that her rather dashing son would have taken up with this odd 
little slip of a person.  Nonetheless, Amanda’s heart was big, soft, and kind, if 
rather gluttonous and lazy. She invited the girl to come in. 

Amanda had Laney sit at the giant oak table in her dining room, which 
was covered with newspapers and magazines and clipped coupons and cat 
hair, like every other surface in the house.  She made Laney some tea and sat 
with her at the table. 

“So, I’m Amanda,” Amanda said, extending her hand across the table. 
“I’m Laney,” Laney mumbled. 
“So what would you like to talk about, Laney?” 
Laney softly and stumblingly explained to Amanda the whole strange 

saga of her relationship with John Dee, starting with meeting him at a bon 
fire and moving onwards through the collection of angel’s blood, the drugged 
sleep, her escape to Krishna’s cabin, the biker bar, the field of Elizabethan 
tents, and Leopold Stanley’s Eleusinian mystery school. 

“When he came out of the clam shell,” Laney narrated, “he said that he 
knew what he had to do.  He said he knew he had to help restore the people 
that he’d hurt and put Big Fat Doggy in her place as the ruler of the universe. 
But then when we were in the Chariot coming back to Pittsburgh, he said 
that really it was a silly idea to put a golden retriever in charge of everything 
and that really he should just do it himself,” Laney sobbed softly as she 
thought about this. “He went back on his word, just like that, he changed his 
mind.  He said he was going to do everything the way he first intended it— 
making the Elixir of Life, overthrowing the Demiurge and putting himself in 
charge.  He said that would be more fun.” 

Amanda brightened. “That sounds like something he’d say.” 
Tears fell from Laney’s eyes. Amanda handed her a Kleenex. “I’m 

supposed to stop him,” she said, “but I don’t know how.” 
Amanda sat back in her chair and held her warm cup of tea in her 

hands.  She felt really deeply aglow with maternal pride.  Her son had 
conquered angels and had undergone the Eleusinian mysteries! Just wait 
until Diane heard about that!  She also felt some rich compassion for Laney’s 
plight.  She knew what it could be like dealing with John Dee, whose entirely 
mercurial nature made him change his mind all the time.  Also, she considered 
that a universe ruled by her fickle and often cruel son might not be the best 
place ever.  She marvelled at the strange little girl in front of her, feeling a 
real appreciation for all that Laney had been through. It couldn’t have been 



 
 

easy, going on such a difficult trek, being tossed up and down by the stormy 
tides of her own romantic love, being put through all kinds of bizarre magic 
trials. 

“He told me that you were a chaneller,” Laney said to Amanda, “that 
you could talk to the Lost Princesses of Atlantis.  I thought that maybe they 
might have some ideas for me.  The Fool, Krishna Tagore, told me that I’m 
supposed to be a love healer.  He said that if I could just get out of my 
addiction to John Dee’s force field energy and cultivate the unconditional 
love power within myself, then I could make it all come out differently.  I 
could make it come out so that the Real God, Big Fat Doggy, gets to be the 
ruler of the universe instead of John Dee.  And I also had the idea that I 
could go out and get the help of the other Arcana, because I saw all of them in 
this big weird dream I had while John Dee had me in a drugged sleep.  But 
then we met some of the other Arcana — the Emperor and the Hierophant, 
and they seemed like they had their own things going on, their own concerns.  
They didn’t really seem too interested in helping me restore the universe to 
Big Fat Doggy.  Or maybe they were.  I don’t know.  I didn’t ask. I was kind 
of afraid of them,” Laney looked down into her tea cup. 

Amanda put her hand over Laney’s little bony shaking one. “I’m the 
Empress,” she said to Laney. 

Laney’s eyes opened big and wide. “You are?” 
Amanda nodded— yes.  
For some reason, Laney wasn’t sure just why, hearing this news made 

her feel incredibly buoyant and happy.  She wanted to stand up and dance.  
Instead she hugged Amanda.  

“So you’ll help me? Really you will? Even though I’m going up against 
your son?” 

Amanda laughed. “I know my son,” she said.  
 
Amanda wanted extra help to accomplish the channeling job that she 

was about to undertake on Laney’s behalf.  So she raised the matter at the 
next moon meeting of the Scythe of Artemis, and got all the girls to contribute 
in holding the energy while she talked to Princess Atlantea.  

The women sat together on cushions on the hardwood floor of an old 
mansion that Diane’s father owned, which they used for special rituals.  They 
sat in a circle and held hands. 

“O Princess Atlantea,” Amanda intoned, “Materialize for us tonight 
and lend us your wisdom.  How shall brave young Laney accomplish her 
great task to defeat my son and heal our world?” 

A fuzzy, shimmery gossamer mermaid creature, all glowing and green, 
appeared in the center of the room. Princess Atlantea, like Amanda herself, 
was rather fat and old, but nonethless topless and shiny. 

Atlantea swam to and fro in the air. Laney shook. 



 
 

“In order to prevail over the Magician,” Princess Atlantea intoned, 
“Laney must herself drink of the Elixir of Life and slay the Demiurge.” 

Laney fainted.  She really wasn’t into slaying anything.  That wasn’t 
her bag. Besides? Where was she supposed to find the Demiurge? 

In Laney’s passed-out state she saw a vision of the Demiurge.   
It was, as Leopold Stanley had intimated, her own self.  This struck 

Laney as exceedingly strange, given that she had no conscious recollection of 
ever having created heaven and earth or the hierarchies of angels or the pits 
of hell.  And yet as soon as she saw it in her vision she knew that it was 
unquestionably, unequivocally true. All she needed to do was participate with 
John Dee in his ritual to create the Elixir of Life out of the angel’s blood.  
She needed to drink the Elixir and then kill herself.  Simple. 

 

On love and alchemy 
 
The purpose of life in this world is to love everything with such dear, 

exquisite attention, that you take it inside your consciousness and transform 
it.  That’s why we have mortal life.  That’s why we’re born for a round here as 
a human being and not as a tree.  Trees don’t have the same kind of 
consciousness that we do.  We humans have an alchemical, a transformative 
consciousness.  We alter the things that we’re aware of.  With enough love, 
we positively alter whatever we look to.  We evolve it.  Whatever receives 
this kind of attention from us flourishes into its full potential, becomes more 
than an object— it becomes a living Thing.  No angel is capable of achieving 
this transformation because angels can’t see the transient, the fleeting.  They 
can’t see anything that isn’t eternal and vast.  But we humans— we are the 
servants of the transient and the fleeting.  We are here to absorb the 
evaporating essences of stuff as it floats away, and in absorbing it, convert it 
within ourselves into honey.  That’s what humans are. We’re the bees of the 
invisible. We have to praise this world to the angels, because they long to be 
told of the deep mysteries that we experience.   

The secrets are what is intuitively revealed to you when you love. 
These secrets are barred from all but those who love. 
Those who do not love cannot see into the deep nature of the world and 

understand the underlying essences. 
The Arcana are the secrets that love reveals. 
They’re the pathways between Things, between the sephiroth.  The 

sephiroth are the Things because they are ideas. 
You cannot know the Magician if you do not love.  You cannot know 

the High Priestess if you do not love.  On and on.  The mysteries of each path 
are a strand in the web that love weaves. It takes exquisite attention, exquisite 



 
 

willingness and humility to see the paths emerge and to walk them.  So few of 
us succeed in it.  Most of us do not succeed in our only mission.  Our mission 
to love transformatively.  Most of us do not even know that we have this 
mission because the mundane world keeps it a secret from us.  The mundane 
world claims to us that our mission is to make money, to be secure, to be 
comforted, to be approved of.  The mundane world tells us that we need to 
worry about how much power and influence we have.  It tells us we must 
survive and we must impress.  In all this telling, it is very loud.  So loud that it 
blocks us from the simple realization that is always in front of us, always 
daring and always taunting us.  This is the sleep we are sleeping.  This is the 
lull our guardian angels have sent us into.  This is the realization that we 
don’t have to survive.  We don’t have to win.  We don’t have to be secured or 
admired.  None of that is our mission.  Our mission is only to love, with 
surrendered clarity, with devout fruition.  To love wantonly and freely.  To 
give up all control.  To allow ourselves to be worn away and destroyed in the 
effortless effort of love as it moves through us and transforms everything 
around us. 

How is it that anything evolves? Does it evolve by logic and reason, the 
drive to compet?  Does a lizard become a bird because it is easier to survive 
as a bird? No, not at all.  Life evolves because love pulls it forward, to very 
stranger and greater form.  Love evolved humanity out of animal life and 
made us the strange things that we are: animals whose task it is to convert the 
world into sheer love.  

It is the task of bees to convert pollen into honey. 
It is the task of spiders to make flies into silk. 
It is the task of every creature to make life out of what is dead or dying. 
And it is the task of humans to make some sweet nectar out of the dross 

of this world and its apparent coldness and ugliness. 
This nectar that humans can make out of hard life and hard death 

simply through the power of their non-resisting, non-grasping love is the true 
Elixir of Life, and the true gold.  It’s the transformation that real alchemists 
accomplish. 

When you have succeeded in this transformation, you have made in 
your own heart something better and more powerful than the strongest 
angel’s blood.  You’ve made real human blood, filled with nectar, filled with 
wisdom.  As this real human blood flows through your veins, opens your 
heart, roams up and down your spine, you achieve the highest work possible 
in your life. You have ecstatic vision.  You are united with all, at one with 
reality, at home with the formless and the formed. 

How does one begin to make this journey? How does one begin to have 
this sacred vision?  

The first thing you must decide is to give up all control. 
The first time you decide it, the decision won’t stick, but nonetheless 



 
 

you have to begin deciding anyway.  As you decide to surrender your control 
again and again, each time the primal grip of the dross-sleep becomes weaker, 
each time the heat of the nectar growing in you becomes hotter, and your 
surrender enriches and deepens.   

Start by listening to someone with your whole heart, your whole 
attention. 

The next time you’re in a group of people and a person is speaking, 
tune into a person as she speaks and give her your whole mind.  Drop any 
argument or any resistance that  you have to her words.  Give yourself over 
wholly to her speaking.  Say silently to her and to yourself, “I hear your 
wisdom, I hear God in you, I hear your heart” and then give yourself over to 
listening.  As you do this, you’ll be offering the energy of transformative love 
through your surrendered being.  As you offer the energy of transformative 
love, you’ll witness the person that you’re speaking to begin to change and 
morph, alter and soften.  Words of astonishing brilliance will escape from the 
mouth of the person that you previously dismissed as rather average and dull.  
You’ll feel a warm flow of energy from their heart center to yours, as if their 
heart energy is entering you and changing you, and giving you deep 
information about them as a person.  Suddenly, as you are listening to your 
friend talk you begin to know things about her that she never told you.  And 
as you listen to her talk, she begins to move into her higher self, her true self.  
She begins to evolve like a lizard into a bird, and she has been facilitated in 
her evolution by you.  You have given her a great gift.  And if you just do this 
a few times in your life, your whole life is worth living and you have not 
wasted anything.  If you just do this a few times in your life, it makes up for 
all that you have squandered and all that you have scorned.  If you do it 
deeply and constantly, and do other things besides to cultivate your love 
energy, then you will be more than just making up for the harm you’ve 
wrought.  You will be actively achieving a brilliant good, a good that all the 
universe must thank you for.  You will alter everything that encounters you.  
You will raise its resonance so that it sings, and as it sings to you, you will 
receive its singing and its singing will elevate you.  In this way, back and 
forth, you have entered into a dialogue with the secret life of things that is 
actually a harmonizing, a rich exchange, and you have succeeded in your task 
as a human being.  

I haven’t told you all about this in this novel, though. 
This novel has been about another kind of alchemy, not the true kind. 
Why? 
Well, the true kind is rather boring to represent.  It is patient, it is slow.  

It unfolds gorgeously and richly, but no one dies and no one has sex and 
there are no hot air balloons or secret Eleusinian mystery schools.  This real 
alchemy is so boring, and that’s why it is always, ever, over-looked and 
under-rated.  No one has time for something so silent and so surrendered.  



 
 

Everyone wants big violence and big lust.  I want it and you want it and so 
does everyone else.  This wanting is what prevents us from getting down to 
the work of the real alchemy, of the transforming magic.  This wanting is 
what freezes us into place. 

I must apologize that I have not told a story about this real alchemy, 
because I do not know how to tell a story about it.  It seems it would be a 
rather slow story— perhaps there wouldn’t be any conflict in it.  Or else, in a 
story about surrender, I suppose the conflict comes from the drama of one 
wrestling with giving up all control or with preferring to hold on to the 
illusion of control that the world affords (it isn’t really a question since 
ultimately none of us have control).  That is a drama. But it is an inward 
drama.  It’s not glittery, it’s not flashy. 

Maybe this story is an allegory for that inward conflict, that inner 
struggle to do the real alchemy of surrender and release and becoming one 
with the Way, with the Tao, with the deep pathways.  The Arcana are the 
disguises that the Tao wears, they are the flavors of its paths as it meanders 
through the forests of human life.  

 

Laney and the rose 
 
Laney knew that John Dee was coming for her at midnight to take her 

to the plateau, where they’d perform the ritual. 
She thought about all of her life up this point.   
She petted Big Fat Doggy, who sat at her feet under the table.  Krishna 

had left Big Fat Doggy with her when he died.  Big Fat Doggy would be 
taking over soon as the rule of the universe, if only Laney could succeed in 
her task.  

It wouldn’t be that hard, would it? 
To sit in the ritual, wait until John Dee had accomplished the creation 

of the Elixir, drink the Elixir and then kill herself, who was the Demiurge? 
No, it wouldn’t be that hard. 
Or would it? 
Laney had never killed anything before.  Not a bug.  Her whole life 

she’d been a vegetarian.  And if there hadn’t been vegetarian food around to 
eat, she just hadn’t eaten anything.  That was part of why she was so skinny.  
So Laney had never killed anything before, let alone herself. 

She drew a few deep breaths while she contemplated her own end. 
Presumably, it wouldn’t really be the end, though, right? I mean, she 

would have drunk from the Elixir of Life, so she would be able to persist 
indefinitely, yes? As what, though?  As a spirit? A disembodied form? A 
goddess? An angel? She just didn’t know.  Everybody was really rather fuzzy 



 
 

on that point.  
Laney had a rose in front of her, a really gorgeous, singular rose.  

Laney contemplated the rose.  It was pink and plump and soft.  It looked like 
something.  I mean it really looked like something was happening with that 
rose.  The rose smelled like oranges and moss.  

Laney tried to think if there was a future that she wanted to have.  She 
remembered thinking that she would have liked to have a baby with John 
Dee, but Baby Mary had already done that and turned it into a piglet.  Still, 
she could have a baby with John Dee.  They were still married, after all.  No, 
Laney thought. She didn’t really want that. She didn’t really want a future.  
She, alone among the people she knew, had never been much interested in a 
future.  She had been interested in enjoying the seasons and a soft bed.  She 
had wished to have truly good friendships.  She had never wished to be a 
somebody, to be important, to be in power.  She had never wanted to create a 
dynasty or run a company.  Mostly she had just wanted to be absorbed like a 
moth in a flame of love, and then she had learned that that absorption was 
itself poisonous and a lie, and she had stopped wanting it.  Without wanting 
poisonous romance, she didn’t really know what she wanted.  Maybe she 
wanted what she was about to do, to give herself over utterly to some weird 
magic that visions and Atlantean princesses had prescribed for her.  

 
John Dee had been looking frantically for Laney all over the city.  He 

had discarded her rather quickly when the group exited the Chariot, in his 
rush to get to the Four Houses and talk with all the people he had debilitated.  
And in his rush he had utterly forgotten that he might need Laney for 
something, that she was the High Priestess and that therefore her presence 
was completely necessary at the creation of the Elixir of Life. So he asked 
around at the Ant Hill, he sacked their Loft in the Strip, he had all the minor 
Arcana going around with their eyes peeled.  He didn’t think to look for her 
at his mother’s house, since he didn’t ever think to talk to his mother.  
Amanda had been calling him for a week when he finally picked up the 
phone. 

“What is it?” John Dee asked impatiently of his mother. 
“I have your wife here,” she said. 
John Dee had sped over to Homestead with Mephisto in the seat next 

to him.  As he sped he had Mephisto call all the members of the Four Houses 
and arrange for them to meet him at Bandi Shaum. 

“What a miserable, frustrating woman,” he complained to Mephisto.  
Mephisto nodded. 

Amanda opened the door for John Dee and let him into the house.  He 
grabbed Laney by the wrist and pulled her out the door.  “We’ll talk later, 
mother,” he said to Amanda as he shut his car door closed with Laney inside. 

“Good luck!” Amanda called out to Laney.  Laney waved wanly to the 



 
 

big woman. 
 
Laney trod up the unlit, muddy path to the Bandi Shaum plateau with 

John Dee and Mephisto.  When they arrived at the front of the plateau, she 
could see an assemblage of fifty-six torches in the distance.  It was the circle 
created by the Four Suits.  They even had court cards now, recruited at some 
fancy schools.  “Wow,” Laney said under her breath.  She’d never seen 
anything like it. It beat the wonder of Leopold Stanley’s conservatory. 

Laney couldn’t walk fast enough to the circle of torches for John Dee.  
He grabbed her under her arm and hauled her through the mud.  

They finally reached the circle.  Every body was there.  Baby Mary, 
Amanda, Leopold Stanley, Clyde Atkinson, Arthur.  It was a bona fide family 
reunion.  Altogether, there were 78 people present.  John Dee had somehow 
managed to round up the other Arcana together.  Laney looked around the 
circle, wondering who was The Moon, who was the Sun? Who was the 
Tower? Death? The World? At one time, in her dream, she had known, but 
she seemed to have forgotten all of that now.  She had a wish to get to know 
the other Major Arcana.  She had a thought that The Moon was probably a 
lovely person and that they would have much to talk about.  Maybe she was 
about to meet Death rather up close and personal, though.  

Why was this happening? Laney wondered.  Why where there so many 
people all present who all had something to do with the archetypal patterns 
underlying reality? What could it possibly mean that so many people had 
been born without angels or had killed their angels, and in doing so had 
become so strange? 

In the center of the circle of the gathered Arcana stood a large barrel 
filled with angel’s blood. 

Laney riveted her eyes on the barrel.  She had a sudden craving to 
inhale a faceful of it, to get high so as not to face her fate sober.  It occurred 
to her that maybe her fate could not be faced any other way than with full 
awareness, though. 

John Dee took off his shirt.  Mephisto smeared John Dee’s face with 
blue paint. 

“Friends!” John Dee cried out to the gathered crowd. 
Everyone cheered. 
“Tonight, we are here to make the Elixir of Life! And in so doing, to 

make ourselves immortal!” 
Everyone cheered. 
“And as we become immortal, we will gain the power to take on the 

Demiurge!” 
Everyone cheered. 
“We will slay the Demiurge, and create a new world!” 
Wild applause and yells. 



 
 

John Dee sauntered to the center of the circle. “Aces, call the 
directions!” 

Slosh stepped forward, “I, the Ace of Swords, call the powers of the 
North!” 

Addy stepped forward, “I, the Ace of Cups, call the powers of the 
West!” 

Harry stepped forward, “I, the Ace of Wands, call the powers of the 
East!” 

Lo Ball stepped forward, “I, the Ace of Pentacles, call the powers of the 
South!” 

A storm gathered on the horizon and sent a bolt of lightning down into 
the copse of trees beyond the clearing where the Arcana stood assembled. 

John Dee raised his arms up in a gesture of triumph.  
“Welcome to all the powers!” 
Everyone cheered. 
Laney shivered. It was cold out on the plateau and she had forgotten to 

wear her heavy coat.  
John Dee stood by the barrel of dried angel’s blood.  He beckoned for 

Laney to come forward. 
Laney obeyed. 
John Dee lifted up the bottle of water that he had retrieved during his 

initiation into the Eleusinian mysteries to show the crowd. “I have here water 
from the River Styx!” 

Wild drumming, led by the aces. 
John Dee sunk his hand into the barrel of angel’s blood. 
“I have here the blood of fifty-six angels!” 
The drumming increased in intensity, a mad, hot, primal beat.  Laney’s 

heart thumped against her chest so hard that she thought it might pummel 
her to death.  

John Dee grabbed Laney’s hand and plunged it into the barrel of 
blood.  

“I have here the hand of the High Priestess!” 
The drums, the drums, going and going, wilder and wilder.  Laney 

thought for sure that she would faint before she and John Dee could make 
the Elixir.  The angel’s blood smelled like violets seeped in maple syrup.  The 
gooey-sweet-powdery-floral smell of it made her stomach leap and flip. 

“Before you assembled mysteries,” John Dee shouted, “I pour the 
water of the River Styx into this blood of angels, and by my power and the 
power of the High Priestess, I make the Elixir of Life!” 

The drums silenced completely.  The silence of the drums was worse 
than their pounding.  Laney thought the pounding of her heart would stop 
entirely just as the pounding of the drums had stopped and that she would 
just die.   



 
 

John Dee opened his bottle of River Styx water and poured it into the 
barrel.  The blood first warmed and then boiled, scalding Laney’s hand.  She 
jerked her hand to remove it from the roiling water, but John Dee grabbed 
her wrist and held her hand down with his in the blood.  The fragrance of the 
blood changed from violets-in-syrup to exuberantly fresh spring water.  It 
shifted from being super-hot to feeling icy-cold.  Laney’s burnt hand 
throbbed in the water.  Laney looked at John Dee’s face.  He was utterly 
transported, utterly ecstatic. The drumming started again.  Before she could 
pass out, Laney dunked her own face in the barrel of Elixir and gulped down 
as much as she could.  She swallowed the water wildly and thirstily.  John 
Dee and the others were to absorbed in their transport of triumph to notice 
her gulping the stuff.  

Laney whipped her head out of the barrel of Elixir and took deep, long 
breaths.   

She suddenly felt very, very light and very, very wonderful.  
She looked around at everyone assembled, the odd esoteric group, and 

felt an incredibly delicious love for all of them.  She just wanted to roll around 
in them.  She wanted to die in them.  

Laney, her mortal clumsiness gone, used her pickpocket’s hand to slide 
from John Dee’s waist the dagger he always kept hanging there. 

Powerfully, and without thinking, she used the dagger to slit her own 
wrists.  Her blood oozed out and mingled with the water of the Elixir of Life. 

The other Arcana stood dumbfounded. 
Bleeding, Laney went limp. 
John Dee caught her before she could fall.  
“Laney!” he cried, watching her grow white.  He moved down to his 

knees.  
“The Demiurge is dead,” she told him, and smiled a grand smile that 

showed all of her big teeth. 
A hard shock ran through John Dee’s body.  He felt enormous 

tenderness and enormous loss at the passing of a woman he’d been so cruel 
to.  He didn’t know whether to believe her or not.  How could the Demiurge 
be dead? She was saying that she was the Demiurge? What a preposterous, 
weird thing! What had his mother put into her head? 

 

After death, the mysteries 
 
Laney emerged into consciousness again at the bottom of the plateau 

cliff where Sugar Snake had died. 
Her body was whole, she had no slits on her wrist. 
Had she done it? Had she accomplished it? 



 
 

She listened for the sound of drums.  She wondered if the others were 
drinking from the Elixir.  She wondered if she had just dreamt the whole 
thing.  She wondered if it mattered. 

She opened her eyes and looked up at the night sky.  She was cold now 
but it didn’t matter to her.  She felt entirely free, completely liberated from all 
the suffering and all the fear that had ever plagued her.  At the same time, it 
wasn’t a feeling of being high like when she did angel’s blood.  It was a feeling 
of perfect spaciousness and perfect grounded sanity.   

Though she saw she had a body, and that her body was wondrous, she 
could no longer feel identification with it.  Arm. Hand. Leaf. Star. Night. 
Cold. Same. Same. All good, all totally wonderful, all totally perfect.  She 
breathed and felt suddenly that she wasn’t breathing.  Instead, she was being 
breathed. 

She heard thoughts pass in her head, thoughts about the others, 
thoughts about the drums.  But she couldn’t believe those thoughts.  She 
couldn’t attach to them.  They were happening in her awareness but Laney 
had no sense that the thoughts were “hers”— they were just thoughts.  They 
might be the thoughts of the clouds or of the leafs.  In any case, they weren’t 
her concern. 

As Laney looked around at the world, throbbing with all kinds of 
delight, she rapidly lost any sense of being Laney.  Instead she was just one 
being breathed, being thought.  But that was a lie, too.  She wasn’t one at all.  
She didn’t exist in order to be a one. This was an enormous relief. 

She had the intuition that this must be what it was like to be Big Fat 
Doggy.  She suddenly felt that she was Big Fat Doggy, the Golden Retriever, 
the One Fat God.  She laughed.  Her laughter rang out of her like a waterfall 
of fairies.  A stream of the Tao, pouring, pouring. Her laughter became a 
standard black poodle, a hot air balloon, a mystery school, a middle-aged 
channeler, a fashionable barista, an esoteric young man, a British movie 
director, a hermaphroditic stripper, a blind Indian man, a thick punk rocker 
with a mohawk that always drooped to the side.  Her laughter became a pack 
of Pall Malls, a pile of lead, a stash of angel’s blood, the mortar of four houses 
on Negley Avenue.  Her laughter turned into the mud of the rotting corpse of 
Sugar Snake, into the tables full of people at the Smiling Turtle, into a 
painting of Vishnu on black velvet, into a Swiss clock, into the armless statue 
of the Virgin Mary at the Ant Hill, into the Fifteenth Street railroad trestle, 
into a purple velvet journal, into burnt popcorn on the floor of Parkway 
Center Mall, into a poem by Rilke and a song by the Violent Femmes.  Her 
laughter became all things because she could no longer be separated from 
anything, because she loved all things.  The grip of addiction to all 
substances, all obsession, all lust, had lifted from Laney’s soul and she was 
finally free.  She was free from the most basic addiction, her addiction to her 
own thoughts.  It was this addiction that constantly kept her feeling alien and 



 
 

isolated, which made her shaky and shy and weepy her whole life.  Every 
addiction makes a person unstable, and none more so than the addiction to 
thoughts, which is the root of all addiction.  

The breath breathed Laney.  The stars shone on her.  All the Arcana 
came and whispered things to her and she saw that they were all lies, the 
funniest lies, and she laughed.  Every secret path of things revealed itself to 
her and she saw that these secrets were all a very soft kind of farce, the 
lightest and thinnest and ticklingest joke that could ever be told, tickling like 
a feather on her belly.   

The universe breathed Laney. 
Leopold Stanley had been right.  The Demiurge was within her 

because it was within everyone.  The only Demiurge that can ever be killed is 
the Demiurge of our own thoughts.  And this killing is an easy thing, a very 
merciful thing. All you have to do to accomplish it is to drink of the Elixir of 
Life, which is the nectar that comes about when you surrender all control and 
allow yourself to be lived as total love.  When you allow yourself to be lived 
as total love, it’s unnecessary to slit your wrists.  It’s unnecessary to hold 
torches in a circle on a plateau.  It’s not required to turn lead into gold or to 
murder angels or to drink of the kykeon.  All that you need to do is to hold 
the rose in your hands that’s presented to you on the eve of your death and 
that is enough. 

Laney died a tangible death because everything around her had become 
oddly literal and tangible, the literalness of magic rites and gnosticisms.  The 
literalness of the Tree of Life and the archetypes of the tarot and the power-
mad movements of John Dee.  All these things had become literal because 
that was how Laney’s belief went and so that was how her story looked, but 
none if it is really literal.  None of it ever really existed. 

Perhaps there are things in your own life that you think are terribly 
real which are not real at all.  Are you willing to know this? Are you willing 
to be undone? What is the tight grip in you that holds on to wanting to steer 
the tide of life so that it goes your way? Do you know that this is impossible? 
Maybe you don’t know, because the sleep that we are sleeping tells us that it 
is not possible.  

The secrets the Arcana keep are not secrets at all.  They’re little 
nudging jokes.  Nothing is so serious as we want it to be.  Not our trauma, 
not our death.   

With immortal eyes, Laney looked out at a world liberated from her 
judgments of it, liberated from her judgments of herself.  She felt something 
in her not just laughing but dancing, merging with the universe.  Now she 
was everything that she hadn’t yet met.  Now she could meet it with full, 
bounteous strength. 

As this meeting and merging occurred, everything disappeared. 
John Dee and Mephisto. 



 
 

Baby Mary and Amanda. 
Arthur and Leopold Stanley. 
The bridges and streets of Pittsburgh. 
The hills and the sky. 
Krishna and Big Fat Doggy. 
The great tender strands of attachment that Laney had put on all these 

things. 
Their disappearance didn’t trouble her at all.  She herself had already 

disappeared, so the disappearance was a kind of immensely sparkling joining.  
Laney Mitchell had begun this journey with no advantages.  Ugly, 

chubby, big-toothed, knobby-kneed.  Unloved, uncool, unwanted.  Shaking, 
weeping, failing.  She had moved through it with courage that was mostly not 
courage at all, but just a misled devotion to the power of a charismatic man.   

It suddenly came to Laney (and it was not true at all, for nothing was) 
that she herself was John Dee. 

She was the charismatic, powerful, controlling man. 
And it came to her that she was Baby Mary, the dazzling, effortless, 

commanding woman. 
She was what had controlled and manipulated her. 
She was what had entranced and drawn her. 
And it came to her that she was Krishna Tagore, with the blind eyes 

and the oh-so-gentle smile. 
She was what had nourished her. 
She was what had freed her. 
There was nothing in her past she could look to that was not her own 

sweet self asking her to be born as this, to be born as this nothing, as this 
laughter, as this rolling and insatiable death that gave birth every moment to 
nothing and then appeared bouncingly as everything that could ever possibly 
be.  Wonder drenched Laney.  Laney was not now Laney, though.  Now 
Laney was the Way, the Truth, and the Life.  She was the Lily of the Fields 
and the Birds of the Air.  She was the water of the Tao, dampening all things.  
She was the Elixir, the Gold, the Nectar and the Honey.  

All of the shadows of angels and demons.  What were those? 
Those were her, too. 
The underwater tea-table of Leopold Stanley.  The curly mushrooms.  

The pearl cream.  The animal furs on the floor of Arthur’s tent.  The sticky 
beer on the floor of the biker’s bar.  What had that been? Why had that 
been? 

We’re asking these questions now for ourselves, and not for Laney.  
Laney had stopped all wondering. 

The screaming of her drunk mother, the passionate love of Baby Mary 
and John Dee, the primordial sparkle of Bandi Shaum plateau, the pain she 
had endured for years.  



 
 

All of that was the dream that you and I are dreaming.  This dream of a 
world.  This dream of Things and secrets and pathways and happenings.  
This dream of places to go and people to talk to.  This dream of songs to hear 
and poems to read.  Laney lived through what we are living right now.  The 
stuff of our lives: our little apartment, our coffee-stained kitchen counter, our 
long underwear with holes in it, our friends who are always busy with their 
iPhones, our frustrated ambitions, our mean and petty gossip, our grandest 
costume, our most glittering triumphs.  All these are just pearl cream on curly 
mushrooms and sticky beer on the floor.  All these are two doggies curled up 
at the feet of Krishna and Laney while John Dee slumps in a chair.  They’re 
the dancing shadows, the things which come into appearance and dare us, so 
hard and so relentlessly, to love them.  They give their dare again and again, 
louder and louder.  They give it with force and with gentleness.  They give it 
in our moments of resting serenely and they give it in our moments of 
wanting to die.  They just give.  They are always asking us to wake up, wake 
up. 

The secret is that there are no secrets. 
This is the biggest mystery of all. Nothing has ever been kept from you 

or from me.  Nothing ever could be kept from you or from me.  The mystery 
that we are is always unfolding out of us, opaquely, abundantly, lit by every 
light on the big rockin’ Christmas tree of God.   

What war are you fighting at this hour, friend? What great quest are 
you on? Whose heart do you want to win? What triumph would you like to 
seize? What pain do you wish relieved? 

Everything that you ask for seems so distant and so gone.  The troubles 
look so pressing.  The war seems so real.  Everywhere outside they are asking 
for an end to tyranny.  In tents, in the mud, in the winter.  Every time you 
wake up you feel a dread so heavy.  It presses you and bites your heart.  It 
says failure, failure to you.  And you wake up in the morning and you feel this 
clutching voice on you and it sinks you and you walk around inside the 
tyranny, the tyranny that you can’t ask anyone else to end.  Or you do, and 
you will, but of no avail.  And gradually you begin to suspect that it’s all been 
a long, strange ruse.  Just as it was for Laney.  Just as it was for John Dee.  
A long strange ruse in which thoughts whispered to you and something came 
out of you and glued on to them and made a great war.  You are longing for 
peace. You are longing for beauty.  You are longing for a world that is free.  
And you can have it when you let go.  


