
PANIC ANGEL 

A hot summer night in LA and someone is saying something like, “A bigger hole.” Maybe it’s coming out of my 
mouth? George suggests it be the show title. I’m wavering (because I hate naming things because I fear all 
associations) over all sorts of stupid titles: 

Psychopomp 
Cynoceph 
Juggernaut 
Ghost/Spirit/Dawn 
A Meeting in Destiny 
My Self-Loathing Alien Self 
BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH  
Mirror Broken Mirror 
Nirvana 

The word “panic” finds its origins in Pan the ancient Greek god of the wild and the cosmos. It’s said that Pan suffers 
severely from insomnia. On rare occasions when he can fall asleep, he finds it’s all for nothing, as a passerby in the 
forest wakes him. He laments and cries, which causes all the terrifying noises one might hear in the woods.  

Robert Graves writes of the Country-god, “Pan was so ugly at birth that his mother, one of these nymphs, ran away 
from him in terror—he had little horns and a little beard, the legs, hooves, and tail of a goat. Hermes, his father, took 
him up to Olympus for Zeus and the other gods to laugh at.  

On an April evening, in the year A.D. 1, a ship was sailing to Northern Italy along the coast of Greece, when the 
crew heard distant sounds of mourning, and a loud voice from the shore shouted to one of them: ‘As soon as you 
reach the next port, be sure to spread the sad news that the Great God Pan is dead!’ But how and why he had died 
nobody ever knew.” 

And so the Great God Pan is dead. 

I wish this story could be told by the person who it is about. My mother died of breast cancer in 2014. You never 
stop missing the people you lose. Some days I just want to wake up and call her. It’s true love.  1

I hear people say that your attitude in life can cause cancer. Like, if you have a lot of self-hatred, or are depressed all 
the time, you’re bound to contract the disease. Personally I think it’s bullshit, but then I also don't want to claim that 
I know the truth. If someone out there thinks paying for Yoga classes and a positive outlook will help them through 
life, fine. But please, don’t tell me I need to start meditating.  

Bring me creatures of the night, bring me demons and sorcerers, bring me ugly and mischievous fairies. We will 
dance together in the darkness, in a dense and muddy forest. We can do some drugs. I’m cool with that.  

 I saw these words today on Instagram: “the end of love”… and I thought, Really!? Oh no, I’ve got it all wrong 1

then! And that’s just too bad :( And then I read about how Kim Kardashian in her Interview interview gave a gentle 
poke to the world for saying she doesn’t have talent. “I used to say, ‘I love being underestimated.’ But now when I 
hear, ‘They’re so not talented,’ —ten years into it—I’m kind of like, ‘Okay, give a girl a little respect.’ If I’m so not 
talented, if I do nothing, then how is my career my reality?” 
Sigh 
Plays Angel Baby by Rosie and the Originals 
Plays Kurt Cobain’s cover of And I Love Her 
Plays Lithium by Nirvana 
Plays a lot of Lana del Rey and Kali Uchis  
Plays Love Hurts by Roy Orbison 
Plays Earth Angel by The Penguins



When I was twelve, my mother went in for her first routine biopsy of a large lump under her right arm. Standing 
over her hospital bed after surgery, she looks up at me from her big pink cup full of ice cubes. I’m hopeful and 
wonder what she really sees. The news comes back quickly that the cancer is there and at stage 2.  

mastectomy 
chemotherapy 
hair loss 
Sleep 
Sleep 
Sleep (is she alive?) 
yes, just Sleeping  
no dinner, eat out, mommy stays home 
green strange smelling powders 
Radiation 
purple and blue bandanas 

My mother enjoys joining groups. She joins the choir and a church. She joins a Zen meditation group. She joins a 
gym. She joins a conspiracy group that focuses on crystals and aliens, going on trips to Mt. Ida in Arkansas. “I’m 
going to the Crystal Gathering!” she says to me. She goes every year for the next four years on these days: 9/9/9, 
10/10/10, 11/11/11, and 12/12/12. She tells me that we are star-seeded and that her planet is Arcturus. “I’m an 
Arcturian!” she declares. I try my best not to be skeptical, worried, or judgmental.  Anyway, her stories are always 
so good. When she tells me a good story, I realize, wow you’ve lived such a beautiful life! And I feel real joy and tear 
up. 

Fifteen years later. A short remission. A divorce. The death of her mother. Jenny calls me from New Hampshire to 
say she’s “taking mommy in to the ER.” The news comes back quickly that the cancer is there and at stage 4 —
terminal. 

Descend 
down 
down down 
distension 
blood transfusions 
radiation 
incontinence 
tumors …everywhere 
in the liver 
in the bones 
in the brain 
dementia 
insomnia 
sponge baths 
cries for mommy 
cries for grammy 
cries 
and cries and cries and cries and cries and cries and cries  

As she dies, I start to draw a lot of skeletons, horned demons and dogs. I’m convinced that dogs are our guide to the 
Underworld. I believe demons aren’t here to torment, rather to protect and watch over us. I reread and reread Pan by 
Knut Hamsun as some weird comfort mechanism. I can’t seem to learn anything about who Pan actually is. 
Whoever wrote his history did a real shit job. Like, he dies, but how!? And whyyy!? I stare into the fire to pass the 
time and start binge watching TV shows—Downton Abbey and Game of Thrones.  

I wet her lips with the pink lollipop-like sponge and read “Epitaph” by H.D. out loud. Her death rattle stops. Her 
pupils open into two vast pools of black. We open the window so her soul can leave this plane. It blasts off on a trail 
of shimmering stars and stirs the air around the room as it toots like a choo-choo. Up! Up! And away! 
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