
Dr. Ben Michael Carter

http://www.drbenmcarter.com



In the Summer of 2017, Salma traveled to Italy and stayed in Rome, near 
the Vatican. She presented her scholarly husband’s books and writings to 
the Vatican Library. In September of 2017 she received a thank you letter 
from Pope Francis expressing appreciation, acknowledging the gift of 
inscribed copies of Dr. Ben Michael Carter’s writings with his personal 
photo with the Papal seal.





The Door 





The Door 

A Novel By 

Ben Carter 

WestWind Press 
North Richland Hills, Texas 



WestWind Press 
An imprint of D. & F. Scott Publishing, Inc. 
P.O. Box 821653 
N. Richland Hills , TX 76182
817 788-2280
info@dfscott.com
www.dfscott.com

Copyright © 2004 by Ben Carter 
All rights reserved. 

No part of this book may be reproduced In any manner 
whatsoever without written permission of the publisher 
except for brief quotations embodied In critical articles or 
reviews. 

Printed in the United States of America 

08 07 06 05 04 5 4 3 2 1 

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data 
Carter, Ben M. 

The door : a novel / By Ben Carter. 
p. cm.

ISBN-13: 978-1-930566-49-1 (trade paper: alk. paper) 
ISBN-10: 1-930566-49-2 (trade paper: alk. paper) 

1. Wizards--Fiction. 2. Demonology--Fiction. I. Title.
PS3603.A7767D66 2004
813 .6--dc22

2004025606 

Cover photos added by Salma Carter



For /alb Prochaska 

My soul is among lions 

-Psalm 57:4 





The question becomes "Is the universe analogical or 
digital; that is, is it ultimately seamless or discrete?" 
To appeal to matter as mostly empty space does not 
really address that question. It is space/time as fabric 
for the expression of matter that is more basic, and 
because time is the sine qua non of all phenomena, it 
is generally imagined as more fundamental than 
space, so the answer to our question may hinge on 
how we imagine time. If time is infinitely divisible, 
then the universe is ultimately analogical, but if time 
is particulate, then the universe is probably digital. 

Particles of time? 

Agreed. A misleading image. Let me explain it this 
way: according to Einstein's theory of special relativ
ity, time has no flow. It is better thought of as a coor
dinate. Our perception that time flows is based on 
our recognition that things happen, but phenomena, 
that is the happenings we associate with time, are per
haps better conceived as causalities unfolding 
through space/time coordinates. From such a perspec
tive, our temporal language is more usefully imag
ined as causal language. Since time and space are so 
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Prologue 

closely associated, and in view of the fact that space 
does seem to be particulate, time might be discrete as 
well. The idea certainly works mathematically, and it 
does help to describe phenomena on the quantum 
level. Indeed, if the string theorists are right, this 
could hold the key to harmonizing special relativity 
and quantum mechanics. But we're wandering. Afy 

main point is this: the more we discover about the 
universe, the more digital it appears, and a digital 
universe would be very like the Wachowski brother's 
matri.x. 

And you 're telling me that time as discrete and uni
verse as matri.x has something to do with demons? 

The man stretched his shoulders, stood and walked 
over to the window. The city below him sparkled in 
the darkness like a display of jewelry under black 
lights. Gazing into the night, the man clasped his 
hands behind his back and nodded thoughtfully. Yes, 
he said, it has everything to do with demons. 

Are they jacking in? his companion asked with ill dis
guised sarcasm. 

No, the man responded still staring intently over the 
city, they're incarnating. 

viii 



Squinting against the midmorning sun,Jeffrey 
Swofford picked his way toward a dusky out

crop of granite that loomed like an English folly near 
the far trees. The brambles coiling over the Appala
chian meadow scraped and jabbed at his jeans. Plow
ing through such thorny brakes always made him 
nervous. They were "mouse magnets," which meant 
they attracted copperheads. He knew a copperhead 
bite probably would not kill him. When she was in her 
seventies, his great grandmother had been stung by 
one hiding in a corn crib and had lived for another 
twenty years, but he also knew the snakes packed 
enough poison to make him wobbly sick. He hoped 
his army surplus infantry boots would protect him if 
he kicked one up. 

His legs, though conditioned by years of hill climb
ing, had begun to ache agreeably. When he first saw 
the rocks and decided to make them his goal, he 
guessed that the ascent from the overgrown logging 
road would be difficult, but a challenge always put 
an edge to his exercise. Knee high grass waved lazily 
in the hot wind, and he could taste sweat on his lips, 
feel it sting his eyes . 
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Hildng had become his passion. To pit himself against 
indifferent nature made him feel young again. It was 
one of the reasons he had purchased the mountain 
hideaway with its 150 acres. Completed in 1972, the 
building was small, intended more as a summer cabin 
than a permanent residence, but Jeffrey loved it. He 
imagined Shalan would have loved it too. They met as 
students at Howard University and married shortly 
after they graduated. Their four and a half years to
gether had been the happiest in his life. She was killed 
by a drunken driver in the autumn of 1970. The 
years that followed had not been easy. At first he bur
ied himself in his work. Later there had been a few 
girl friends, but none had been-could have been
Shalan, and the relationships had not lasted. He 
made a good deal of money during the Reagan 
boom, fleshed out his fortune in the Clinton years, 
and now he had enough to take an early and com
fortable retirement. He moved into his new home as 
the first green of April dusted the forest, and had 
never doubted the wisdom of his decision. 

As he approached the rocks, he put his head back and 
cupped his hands over his eyes. The ledge of granite, 
comprised of several outcroppings crowded with 
laurel, was much larger than he had imagined. He 
moved along its border, paused to pick at lichens 
that crusted the weathered stone, then turned and 
scanned the slope he'd just climbed. He glanced at 
his watch. Noon was an hour away. He could see the 
remnants of the logging road fading into the ridges 
below. As he started to descend toward it, he slipped 
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and, catching himself, glanced to his right. That was 
when he saw the opening. 

FromJeffrey's perspective, the granite mass resembled 
a cluster of broken spires and gigantic boulders that 
that had collapsed into one another and fused. At the 
base of that gray confluence, and just visible through 
the laurel, a tear in the rocks gaped like a crippled 
triangle. Almost unapproachable behind the dense 
brush, the fissure was plainly high and broad enough 
to easily accommodate even a man as large as he. 
Intrigued, Jeffery stooped and shouldered and broke 
his way thi·ough the thicket until he reached the 
entrance of the cave. 

For cave it was as Jeffrey could tell from the chilly feel 
of the air as he stood in its entrance. The passage 
quickly vanished into darkness, but the first few shad
owy feet looked easy enough to traverse, almost invit
ing. Jeffrey stepped cautiously forward, stopping only 
when the darkness became impenetrable. Then he 
glanced back at the sunliglu that filtered through the 
laurel, then into the darkness again. There was the feel 
of adventure here, the hint of mystery. This, Jeffery 
decided, could prove interesting. 

Though not an expert spelunker, Jeffrey had done 
some caving and owned some equipment back at his 
cabin that he was sure would be quite serviceable 
for any cursory inspection of the cave. Most of the 
day still lay ahead of him. He had plenty of time to 
get the equipment and investigate the cave that 
afternoon. Enthused with the idea, Jeffrey stepped 
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quickly into the late morning sun and, pushing his 
way back though the laurel, he started for the log
ging road. Behind him, the cave waited, a crooked, 
enigmatic gate. 



Incarnating? Like Jesus? 

The man's almost ephemeral frown was reflected in 
the window. No. The Christ had a mother, a virgin, 
and was the child of the Holy Spirit. There is no rea
son these creatures would choose to be born, much 
less to have a virgin mother, and there is no sense in 
which they are children of the Holy Spirit. They incar
nate as any other angel might. They assume a form, 
then allow the world to congeal upon them like mist. 

Ah, I see. A digital universe. 

Yes, digital, like a fine grained mist. Think of a two 
dimensional hologram of points. Our universe is like 
that hologram. It is a frame of length and width in 
which depth and time are expressed as coordinates. 
Angels can enter that hologram and participate in it 
with us. 

But mist settles on something more solid than itself. 
Spiritual beings have no solidity. How can these 
points coalesce around them? 

What is the source of order? Would you say it is a 
property or a force of some kind? Yet we do not see it. 
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It has no mass. Nevertheless it controls that which has 
mass. It allows mass to be expressed as something. 
Think of these creatures as forces with personalities, 
properties that are aware. 

And you claim these aware forces, the cognizant prop
erties, incarnate by letting the universe condense 
upon them? 

The man nodded slowly. Yes, something like that. 

I'm sorry, but that's an image that is pretty hard for 
me to grasp. 

A slight smile played across the man's face as he con
tinued to gaze into the darkness. Is it? Use yourself as 
an analogy. 



Jeffery walked briskly, following the remnants of the 
logging road as it bent and ducked among the trees. 
He did not plan to give the cave · serious attention. 
He just wanted some idea of how big it was, how 
deep it might be. In any event, he possessed neither 
the skill nor the equipment to plumb it in earnest, 
and he certainly did not intend to delve very far into 
that unknown cavern alone. If it looked promising, 
he might invite Hank and Sesiom up to explore it 
with him in the next few weeks. If it turned out to be 
a shallow notch, which he did not think it would, he 
would leave it to the laurel. Indeed, he might do that 
anyway even if it looked like he had discovered 
another Mammoth Cave . What drove him was his 
curiosity at that moment and the fact that he had 
nothing in particular planned for the rest of the day. 
Space to indulge a whim. That was one of the more 
refined luxuries of retirement! 

Ahead of him, the road drifted right through grass and 
brush, but Jeffery moved left, looked for the path he 
was beginning to wear toward his newly purchased 
home. There it was! Leaving the road behind, he 
pushed deeper into the forest, scarcely slowing his 
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pace. A fly circled his head, but Jeffery brushed it away. 
His thin shirt was streaked with sweat, his breath easy, 
his heart strong. He was in remarkably good condition 
for a man in his early sixties and he knew it. His eyes 
scanned the forest floor, searching for the slender 
track that would take him home. 

And then he saw it, built beneath a slope, dappled by 
forest shadows, its corrugated roof painted green, its 
walls white with a coat of latex that was only months 
old. The cabin was small, comfortable, welcoming, 
and his. He bounded up to the porch, through its 
unlocked door, and into its air conditioned dimness. 
Striding to the refrigerator, he poured himself a tum
bler of unsweetened lemonade, gulped that down, 
then poured another and took it with him into his 
small paper-strewn living room where he punched on 
his computer to check his email. There was nothing 
but a couple of ads that had slipped past his spam 
blocker. Deleting them unread he glanced at MSNBC 
for headlines, then, having finished his second glass of 
lemonade, he turned his computer off and went to the 
garage behind his house to collect his spelunking gear. 

With its green roof and white paint, the garage looked 
as crisp as the house. It had no front door, so the noon 
light pervaded its cluttered interior. His Jeep took up 
most of the space. To its right some gardening imple
ments dangled. He glanced at them ruefully. Despite 
his best intentions, he had planted nothing this year, 
but when spring came round again, he promised him
self, there would be cabbages and roses. He had even 
picked out a spot for the vegetables. 
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A couple of saws, an ax, and a coil of rope hung next to 
the gardening tools. On a table built into the wall, a 
powerful flashlight and a fishing rod lay next to a car
penter's box. He picked up the flashlight and, though 
he had replaced its batteries the week before, clicked it 
on for a moment to assure himself it w01·ked. Rum
maging in the back of his Jeep, he found an army sur
plus blanket. Next he scooped up the fishing rod and 
dropped a couple of lead weights into his pocket. 
Then, carrying all this, he went back to his house. He 
deposited the gear on his porch, went inside for a 
small rucksack he kept in the closet by his door, then 
went back to the porch were he bundled the rope and 
blanket into the pack, disassembled the fishing pole 
and put it on top of the rope next to the flashlight. 
Now he was ready. Shouldering the rucksack, he 
began his trek back to the cave. 



The other man snorted. Use myself as an analogy? But 
I had a mother. 

True, but you yourself are enfleshed awareness. 

Well sure. It's called being an animal. You could say 
the same thing about a mosquito or a squid. 

True. They too are examples of enfleshed awareness. 
It is, as you suggest, a very common phenomenon. 

Okay, at this point what you say ceases to have any 
credibility for me. In fact, it is a primary reason why 
the entire scenario you are laying out seems problem
atic. What is this awareness if it is the same thing an 
insect has? 

What is awareness if it is NOT the same thing an 
insect has? 

Don't be Delphic. 

I'm very serious. The older man turned to face his 
interlocutor. What is awareness? What is life itself? 

The general thinking today is that life is a chemical 
phenomenon and that awareness is an emergent 
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property expressed as a consequence of the interact
ing complexity of some forms of that phenomenon. 

The older man grinned. You said that very well. And 
that is a fair summary of contemporary thought, even 
among a few Christians. But in the past, people im
agined souls rather than emergent properties. The 
Scholastics in fact proposed three types of souls: the 
vegetative, which made things alive and from which 
we get our word vegetable, the emotional soul, which 
animals have, and the rational soul, which humans 
share with higher spiritual beings. I am not saying the 
Scholastics were correct. In fact, I don't believe they 
were. But I mention them by way of illustration, to 
suggest that various systems of thought, though en
tirely distinct, can account quite well for the same 
phenomena. We both imagine mosquitoes as aware. 
You explain their awareness by conceptualizing it as 
a property emerging from the mosquito's chemistry. I 
think of it in a different way. 

I swat a mosquito. Does it have a soul that lives after 
it, or do I exterminate its soul when I crush its body? 

Nothing about a soul requires its immortality. The 
mosquito dies. Its soul dies. As the ancient Hebrews 
might have said, life lost is as water spilled out on 
the ground that cannot be gathered up again, or 
man and beast are one breath and as one dies so 
does the other. The first description comes from II 
Samuel, the second from Ecclesiastes. Water and 
breath are distinct from the container, which is dust, 
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but both are lost when the container is destroyed 
and its dust scattered. 

But I thought the Hebrews-the Jews-believed in the 
immortality of the soul. 

Jew derives from the tribe of Judah. Hebrew refers to 
Abraham and later the twelve tribes. We are not 
quite sure what the Hebrews believed concerning an 
afterlife because the Old Testament, which, by the 
way, is a collection with a generally Judean slant, 
has, from our perspective anyway, remarkably little 
to say about an afterlife. 

Look, let's not go in this direction. I don't want to get 
involved in a discussion about the etymology of 
names or the biases of texts. Under the circum
stances, I am much more interested in the demonic. 
You are suggesting that evil souls are demonic and 
that they can dress themselves in matter, because the 
universe is digital. 

Yes, that is what I am suggesting. 

And that my problem-our problems-derive from 
this? 

Yes. 

I think I may have wasted my time coming here. But I 
want to ask you one more question before I go. What 
about transplants or blood transfusions? Surely 
transplanted tissue is alive. It would not follow, 
would it, that blood or a liver has a soul? It must be 
chemical! And if life is chemical, then the Scholastics 
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were wrong to see evidence of a soul in it and were 
most probably wrong to interpret emotions and rea
son as evidence of soul. 

You make a fair point. Of course the Scholastics knew 
nothing of organ transplants, and I don't know what 
they would have said bad they been confronted with 
that technology. But I am not defending the Scholas
tics so I don't wish to speak for them. I already told 
you I disagreed with them. I think the answer the 
Hebrews gave is more pertinent to our situation. They 
said that life is in the blood. That contrasts sharply 
with an early conceit that life was in the bones. 



Clug.ter O xe- (c) 

Jeffery unshouldered his rucksack at the mouth of the 
cave, reached into it, and brought out his flashlight. 
Then he reshouldered the pack, flipped the flashlight 
on, and stepped into the chilly dimness. The light 
stabbed the darkness back as he moved slowly ahead. 
The shaft, though it began to descend at a noticeable 
angle, remained remarkably straight. This was much 
easier than he had expected. It was almost as though 
the cave was a corridor, something hewn from the 
rock for a purpose, but who would have cut a pas
sageway here and for what reason? He played his 
flashlight along the walls, over the floor. The walls 
showed no tool marks but the floor looked as if it 
might have been scraped. He knelt to examine its tex
ture more intimately. He couldn't be sure. If equip
ment had passed here, it had been many years ago. 
But of course that was obvious. The laurel growth at 
the cave's mouth was dense and must have been 
undisturbed for decades. He stood up and move for
ward, taking his time. He had to be careful. He had 
already gone some distance into the cave and, if he 
injured himself back here, he knew he would not be 

14 



THE DOOR 15 

found. Then he saw something that removed all 
doubt about human activity. 

He stopped and played his flashlight over the scene. 
Ahead of him, the cave floor, sepia in the flashlight's 
beam, dropped way into darkness, and above it and on 
the wall to his right near where he stood, he could see 
two massive iron rings dangling from hooks that had 
been bored into the rock. Jeffery moved forward for a 
better look. Rust caked the iron. Whatever their pur
pose, the rings had been idle for a long time. He 
moved to the edge of the pit and shown his flashlight 
into the darkness. He expected the beam to be lost in 
the darkness, but instead it puddled on another floor. 

Jeffery lay his flashlight on the floor where he stood, 
took his pack off and removed his fishing rod. He 
snapped the rod together and strung line from the 
reel through its eyelets. Then took a weight from his 
pocket, tied it to the line, and let the weight drop to 
the lower floor. When the weight came to rest, he 
began to walk backwards, holding the light forward 
until he could see the weight come out of the pit. 
Then he laid the rod down and paced the distance to 
the weight. It came to roughly fourteen feet. He had 
thirty feet of rope, so if he chose to, he could fasten 
one end of the rope to one of the loops and let him
self down to the lower floor. He would have to be 
careful, but there did not seem to be anything partic
ularly difficult about the maneuver. 

Jeffery picked up the rod and wound the weight until 
it was snug against the reel. He then disassembled the 
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rod and replaced it in his rucksack. Lifting out the bun
dled rope, he let the mass of it drop to the rock floor, 
tied one end to the ring on the wall beside the pit, and, 
when the knot was sung, tested it by leaning against 
the rope with increasing strength until he had assured 
himself that it would hold. Then he tossed the mass of 
the rope into the pit. As it thumped on the lower floor, 
he took the army blanket from his pack and spread it 
under the rope where it rested against the lip of the 
pit. He then tucked the long handle of the flashlight 
under his belt so that the beam pointed down and, tak
ing the rope with both hands, began to ease himself 
into the pit. As he slipped into that black cavity, the 
cavern passage from whence he'd come collapsed into 
darkness while under him the second level floor grew 
brighter as he lowered himself toward it. As soon as his 
feet touched the smooth stone floor, he let go of the 
rope cUJ.d, taking, his flashlight .{rom his belt,1 turned it 
into the depths of the new corridor. 



Hunting peoples imagined bones as the substance 
from which the rest of the body renewed itself. When 
the body dies, the bones remain, so perhaps this cre
ated the impression that all flesh came from bones. 
Whatever the reason, bone was for them the essence of 
life. But the ability of bone to endure also suggested 
that the essence of life was beyond change, a conceit 
that fit well with the image of time as a process 
expressed in recurring cycles, that is, time understood 
as manifesting the appearance of change but void of 
any actual transformative power. For this reason, the 
shaman will imagine himself as a skeleton, for in 
doing so, he escapes time by anticipating his own 
death and returning to the source of life. One discov
ers, in this timeless quality, a relationship between 
bones and stones which, after all, are the bones of the 
living earth. Such fecund imagery feeds on itself, mul
tiplying connections and suggesting all manner of 
tropes. Wood is like bone, so trees become haunted 
with life. Horn is like bone and so becomes a symbol 
of vital power and of fruitfulness. This implies a con
nection to the erect phallus. And so it goes. But the key 
point is that by identifying bone as the source of life, 
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early humanity pictured the roots of life as static. 
Notice how different this is from the biblical perspec
tive that life is in the blood. Both bone and blood are 
in some ways distinct from the flesh, but while bone 
supports the flesh, blood saturates it. And, as I men
tioned before, blood spills out like water. It is a fluid 
like breath. I find it fascinating in this regard how 
water and air, both being fluid, become the focus of 
the fourth day in the biblical creation story and are 
allotted their own creatures: birds and fish, creatures 
which within that context are revealed as being oppo
sites. Birds are the fish of the air, fish the birds of the 
water. Each flaps its appendages and glides though 
its respective medium. But the key point is the image 
of how life as blood can be lost. In the one case, the 
flesh falls away and the bones remain, in the other 
case, the blood flows away and the flesh remains. 

Look, this is all very interesting academically, and I 
readily concede that the worldviews you describe 
have a certain plausibility within their historical con
texts. One would expect that to be the case since they 
did become dominate ideas. Your heritage is Celtic, 
mine African. Our ancestors doubtless shared many 
of the same conceits, but so what? What have your lec
tures to do with me? I'm desperate. When I called the 
number on your card, you indicated that you could 
help me, and I am sitting here at 1 :30 in the morning 
listening to you pontificate about blood and souls 
and a digital universe. What kind of wizard are you? 

The older man sat down heavily behind his desk Part 
of what we know is shared, and part of what we know 
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is sui generis. It is unique to us, to our circumstances 
and histories. We each have a way of looking at the 
world and our experiences reinforce and modify our 
peculiar perspectives. I am trying to explain to you 
that things are not as you imagine them. You have 
had a demonic encounter. These are not so uncom
mon as you might think, though the one you have had 
is far more powerful than most; but they are always 
dangerous, even the lesser ones, and more so if you 
lack the conceptual framework to appreciate the 
nature of the threat. I would suppose you are thor
oughly imbued with a twentieth century metaphysic. 
Howard University, didn't you say? A sophisticated 
successful investor who obviously has some grasp of 
the current scientific paradigm. I am trying to reach 
you where you are, help you build from there, 
because you have unleashed something-I don't 
know what yet-and if we are going to confront and 
deal with this thing, you are going to have to have a 
better grasp of the facts than you have now. 

Sesiom sighed. Okay. So explain to me how things 
are. 



Darkness swallowed the flashlight's beam when he 
pointed it straight ahead. Playing it across the floor 
and along the walls, Jeffrey moved forward slowly. 
The chilly silence was broken only by the brushing 
sounds of his own motion. He became aware that his 
mouth was opened slightly and that he was breathing 
through it, as though he was trying to taste the air. 
Years ago, he had noticed that happened when he 
was very cautious. He glanced at his watch. The num
bers were intensely bright in the pitch blackness: 
3:47. He would have to be getting back pretty soon, 
but he had no doubt he would return. This cave felt 
stranger, was stranger, than any he had ever been in. 
It was more like a tunnel than a cave. The two iron 
rings in the higher shaft indicated that, whatever its 
origins, humans had once been active here. Yet 
where was the machinery, where were the tracks, the 
struts and braces, the evidence that the tunnel had 
been dug or at least shaped, that one would associate 
with human presence? There was nothing like that, 
only those two rings and this weirdly smooth corri
dor stretching away behind a crooked laurel-shielded 
mouth. He would be coming back, and he knew just 
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who he would bring: Sesiom and Hank. Sesiom was 
in his early thirties. Hank had just turned forty.Jeffrey 
had been to that celebration though he was not a 
party-goer. Both men were experienced cavers. He 
was sure they would agree to spend a weekend at the 
cabin, especially after he told them of his find. Hank 
might even want to bring his son. 

Step by step Jeffrey continued forward. The darkness 
was becoming almost tangible, almost suffocating. He 
would definitely have to turn back soon. He paused 
for a moment, played the light along the wall. Then he 
froze. In the light ahead, he glimpsed the outline of 
something that seemed to fill the corridor. He could 
not make out what it was. He moved ahead a few more 
steps, and it distilled out of the darkness. There before 
him cutting off the passage was a massive wooden 
door. It would be hard to overestimate the extent of 
Jeffrey's astonishment. 

He approached the door, scanning it with his light. It 
was cumbersome, made of vertical timbers that looked 
like railroad ties and that did not fit snugly together. A 
band of corroded iron was bolted to the top and bot
tom of the door. On the left was a huge bolt from 
which hung an imposing padlock. Both were thickly 
coated with rust as were the three large hinges that 
secured the door to the cave wall on the right. Jeffrey 
pointed his light through one of the gaps between the 
door's beams. On the other side, the corridor disap
peared into darkness. Jeffrey slowly searched around 
the door but found nothing else, no tools, no scrap of 
ancient paper, no warning sign that might have rusted 
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off and fallen. There was simply the enormous door 
that, however crudely it was made, effectively sealed 
the back of the cave from the front. 

Jeffrey had come as far as he could. Hoping to find out 
what the door was made of, he picked off a bit of the 
wood and slipped it into his pocket. Then he scanned 
his light beyond the door one last time and, turning, 
began to retrace his steps. As he made his way back to 
the ledge and the rope, he pondered his discovery. 
This must be some kind of mine, though what had 
been extracted he could not imagine. It looked like no 
mine he had ever heard of, but he knew next to noth
ing about mining. These mountains were a source of 
gemstones, or had been at one time, so maybe this was 
a jewel mine. He thought of Snow White's dwarves 
and smiled. No, that did not seem very likely. But this 
cave was plainly an artifact of some kind. Artifact. What 
an odd word to apply to a cave1 yet it seemed some
how appropriate. The cave in its present form had 
been created for something, though it had obviously 
not been used in a very long time. In fact, it seemed 
like it had not been used much at all, and that both
ered him a great deal. Had it not been for the two rings 
and the door, this would have look very much like a 
cave, as he initially believed it was. 

Jeffrey arrived at the ledge where the rope waited, 
slipped his flashlight under his belt, and clambered up 
hand over hand until he reached the brink. Then he 
swung his legs forward, braced his feet just below its 
rocky lip, and swung himself over. It was a difficult 
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maneuver, one he had not executed in years, and it left 
his heart pounding. 

Pulling the rope up, he untied it from the rusty ring 
and, quickly folding it by looping it over his hand and 
elbow, replaced it in his rucksack. He put the blanket 
on top of the rope, shouldered the pack, and started 
toward the mouth of the cave. Then it struck him. 
Where were the bats? This would have been an ideal 
roost for bats, yet there was not even a speck of guano 
on the floor. It did not look as though a bat had ever 
visited the place. Here was another mystery to tease 
him. As always, the more one explored something, the 
more questions one had. Ahead, the cave's mouth 
gaped, a crooked splinter of daylight. 

Emerging into the sun, Jeffrey pushed his way through 
the laurel and turned to take a last look at the cave. It 
was scarcely visible behind the screen of brush. How 
easy it would have been for him to have missed it that 
morning. Having lived in the area for some months, he 
knew few people hiked this section of mountains. Lit
tle industry remained. Agriculture was for the most 
part confined to the valleys. Plainly the cave had re
mained forgotten for many years, probably decades. 
Suddenly he was convulsed by a pristine thrill of ter
ror. What had he been thinking to venture solo into 
that place? What if the rope had broken or the knot 
had failed to hold? What if he had fallen when he went 
over the ledge or when he climbed back up? And the 
way he had mounted the lip put a great deal of sudden 
strain on the ring and hook assembly. What if they had 
not held? What in the world had possessed him to do 
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something as crazy as he had just done? He was a very 
intelligent man and had a powerful imagination. 
Notions of disaster flooded his mind. Had something 
happened, he would never have been found. He would 
have died in the darkness, possibly suffering for days. 
His breath caught and he wrestled to gain control of 
his panicked thoughts. Then the moment of horror 
evaporated into the heat of the late afternoon. 

Relieved, Jeffrey hiked home, chiding himself for his 
own stupidity, resolving never again to go into that 
place alone. Yet the cave was certainly puzzling, even 
fascinating. Tonight he would see what he could 
google up on mining operations in this part of the 
state. And who knew? Some of the locals might re
member something about the cave and could tell him 
a little of its history. He would definitely be calling 
Sesiom and Hank. And he would urge Hank to bring 
his son Drew. Drew was a very responsible boy and 
could wait outside the cave in case something went 
wrong. There was no doubt about it. This had been a 
excellent day. 

He walked a little faster. Behind him the cave waited 
like a big secret. 



One of the more remarkable, even astonishing, things 
about the universe is its ability to accommodate a 
myriad of diverse interpretations. Of course, interpre
tations are creatures of perspective, but that such a 
multitude of perspectives should be both plausible 
and in the end unpersuasive is quite extraordinary, 
especially when you consider that each interpreta
tion produces a result which, though distinct from 
other results, enables the organism associated with it 
to survive. A robin's perspective, though radically dif
ferent from yours and mine, is no less real, and quite 
appropriate for the robin. This suggests that reality is 
a construction of biology, or, if you prefer, it suggests 
that reality expresses its potentialities through bio
logical structures. That is the first point. 

Here is the second: animals communicate. They do 
this by means of symbols that have arbitrary mean
ings but that are nevertheless understood by others of 
their own kind and sometimes even by other species. 
For example, the female prairie chicken finds the 
drumming dance of the male prairie chicken alluring 
in a particular way. She recognizes it as an invitation 
to mate. One bee grasps the complex meaning of 
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another's waggle dance. 1be stickleback parades him
self to attract a partner. And so forth. 1be meaning 
conveyed by such activity can be very precise, as in 
the bee's waggle dance, or more general as in the prai
rie chicken's drumming, but the point is, first, that 
meaning is conveyed and, second, that there is no 
obvious connection between the activity and its 
meaning. That disconnect between activity and 
meaning tells us that the activity is a symbol to be 
interpreted and understood, a signal intended to 
affect the behavior of the one signaled. 

When a species reaches a symbolic threshold, when it 
has developed a certain number of symbols, and 
those symbols can express meaning at a sufficient 
level of complexity, the species generates a culture. 
1bis has happened several times, but in our species, 
probably about forty thousand years ago, maybe ear
lier, culture became definitive in a way it was not .in 
others. And of course it is well known that culture 
deeply impacts the way we understand the world. 

What I want you to see here is that perceived reality 
is plastic. We shape and interpret, maybe in some 
sense even create, our reality. Biology and culture 
are deeply implicated in this process, and in that 
process, some aspects of the world are revealed, oth
ers concealed. 

What is important to us right now are those aspects of 
reality that are concealed. Much of the real world is 
hidden. Instruments can be designed to reveal aspects 
of that hidden reality. Scientific and philosophical 
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investigations can help us understand laws or princi
ples that we intuit but cannot see. But there is another 
method that can disclose aspects of reality. It is more 
ancient than science or philosophy though it shares 
some of their formal aspects. It is probably not as old 
as religion or myth. We. are first and foremost reli
gious beings and storytellers. But certainly it is 
ancient, and, this is very important, unlike religion, 
it is conceptualized in terms of principles rather than 
ta/es. It may refer to myths but it has no mythos as 
such. Instead, it has theory. I speak of magic. 



Jeffery had showered and changed and scrambled 
some eggs for his supper. Now, thoughtfully crunch
ing a carrot, he was on his computer goolging for 
information about mining in the area. It was a disap
pointing search. There seemed to have been none. 
Logging had been an important part of the local econ
omy from the 1890s until the Depression though at 
least one company maintained its sawmills into the 
1940s. Of course, that was no surprise. Vestiges of 
logging roads crisscrossed this region. But he was sur
prised to find no information about mines. Some min
ing must have been going on. After all, there was the 
irrefutable fact of the cave. But there was no record of 
it online. Tomorrow he would go into town and re
search the old fashioned way. He would consult the 
local library. He popped the last bit of carrot into his 
mouth and stretched back in his chair. 

Then standing, he walked over to the telephone and 
punched in Sesiom's number. The phone buzzed and 
Naketa, Sesiom's twelve year old daughter, answered. 

"Good evening, Keta," Jeffrey said. "This is Uncle Jeff. 
Is your daddy there?" 
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"Hi, Uncle Jeff." Naketa was delighted to talk to him. 
He and her father had been friends since forever and 
he almost always made her laugh. "How are things up 
there in the mountains?" 

"Oh," Jeffrey smiled, "things have become quite in
teresting. You want to escape to a simpler life but 
complexity pursues. I sometimes think we want com
plication, or maybe it just seeks it out. Maybe that's 
just the way the world is. Makes life entertaining, I sup
pose. And that is why I want to talk to your daddy. 
Today I have discovered a complexity." 

"What is it?" N aketa was not sure she understood 
everything Jeffrey had said, but it sounded exciting. 

"A cave," Jeffrey replied. "And I want to find out if your 
daddy can explore it with me." 

A cave! It was exciting! "Daddy," Naketa shouted, "it's 
Uncle Jeff. He wants to talk to you about a cave." 

Sesiom rose from his Lazy Boy and walked over to 
the telephone. "Hello, Uncle Jeff," he teased, 
pleased to hear from his friend. Emails between 
them were frequent but Jeffrey called less since he 
had moved to his new home, and Sesiom missed 
him. It was only a couple of hours drive, but family 
and work were inevitable priorities, so visits be
tween the two men had been infrequent. He had 
only been to visit Jeffrey once, shortly after Jeff had 
moved into his new place, and Jeffrey had only been 
to see him twice. "What's this about a cave?" 
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"Well," Jeffrey said, "it's the damnedest thing. This 
morning I was hiking up on Slab Town about a mile or 
so from the cabin when I decided to check out some 
rocks. I had seen them before but I'd not been up to 
them, and it was something to do. I got there, looked 
around a little, and started to leave when I saw the 
cave. It's screened by some pretty thick laurel and I 
almost missed it. Anyway, I checked it out a little bit, 
decided to take a closer look, so I went back to the 
house and got some gear. It's pretty good sized and 
looks like it was the site of some kind of activity within 
the last few decades, but I can't figure out what that 
could have been. There are a couple of rusty rings on 
hooks at a ledge and on the other side of the ledge fur
tl1er back down the tunnel there is a wooden door. 
I've got a little of the wood. I am going to have it ana
lyzed tomorrow if I can ... " 

Sesiom could not believe what he was hearing. "Wait a 
minute. You mean you went down in that cave alone 
and no one knew where you were? Have you gone 
crazy up there? What in the hell were you thinking?" 

"I know. I know," Jeffrey said. "It was a stupid thing to 
do. I don't know what I was thinking. But nothing 
happened. And I have found something really inter
esting. I want to know if you can get up here this 
weekend. I'm also going to call Hank. Maybe he can 
bring Drew. The three of us can go down there. Drew 
can wait outside. We can take some tools, an ax, a 
crowbar, whatever, to get past the door, find out what 
is on the other side." 
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Sesiom listened as his friend's voice became increas
ingly animated. Jeffrey was obviously excited by his 
discovery. "Well," he said, running his hand over his 
close-cropped hair, "it does sound intriguing. It's 
probably just some kind of mine, but it could be inter
esting to have a look at it." 

"But that is another thing," Jeffrey interjected. "It 
doesn't really look like a mine, and I've done some 
research on the Internet and can't find any evidence 
that there was any mining around here. Logging yes. 
But mining? Well, I plan to do some more research in 
the library tomorrow." 

"That sounds like a good place to start," Sesiom agreed. 
He too was becoming animated by Jeffrey's enthusaism. 
"And it would be a great opportunity to get together. 
It's been a while since I've been up to your place. Be 
interesting to see what you've done with it." 

Naketa, who had been standing by the telephone 
table, tugged on Sesiom's shirt. "Are we gonna go to 
Uncle Jeffs cabin?" 

Sesiom looked down at his daughter. "When I said 
'we,' I meant Hank and me. I don't think it would be 
safe for you to go poking around in an old mine." 

"But I want to go. I haven't seen Uncle Jeff in a long 
time either." 

Jeffrey could hear their conversation and agreed 
with Naketa. "Why not let her come, Ses? She and 
Drew can hang together, and if Drew can't make it 
for some reason, she can wait at the mouth of the 
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cave for us. She's twelve years old. She's not really a 
little girl anymore." 

Sesiom, aware that he was being double teamed by his 
daughter and his best friend, turned to his wife for 
support. "What do you think, Mel? Have we got any 
plans for this weekend? Would it be all right to run up 
to Jeff's place and do a little spelunking? Take Keta? 
Maybe you could come too." 

"That's a great idea," Jeffrey said. "Bring the whole 
family." 

"Jeff thinks it's a great idea," Sesiom added. 

Melody grinned at her husband and daughter as they 
looked at her expectantly. She could see so much of 
Keta in him, especially at moments like this. "I don't 
see why not" she nodded. "I was hoping we could see 
Out of Time, but it should be in the theaters for a cou
ple of more weeks and, if we miss it, we can always 
rent the video." 

"Then it's done," Sesiom said into the telephone. 
"We're all coming. We'll leave early. Should be there 
by 9:00. That will give us most of the day for the cave. 
And Mel can keep Keta company even if Drew can't 
come. You gonna call Hank, right?" 

"Yeah, I'll call him soon as I get off the phone with you. 
And don't worry about chow. We can eat at Pauline's 
Buffet. The food is good, and if the weather agrees, we 
can have dinner outside overlooking the valley. It's 
pretty spectacular." 



Now I said that magic has theory, but for most practi
tioners, magic is about power only. The common run 
of magicians are pragmatists. They are concerned 
with ritual and spell, with recipes that work. They are 
cooks. Perhaps we can think of a handful of the better 
ones as chefs, but no matter. It comes to the same 
thing. They mix and murmur and dance and out pops 
a love philter, or the wart disappears, maybe some
one sickens and dies. They might as well be Aunt 
Heidi whipping up another of her famous German 
chocolate cakes. But throughout history some few 
have been profoundly interested in magic as theory. 
We are the wizards. 

Sesiom nodded. So that's what you are, a magician 
with theory? 

In a sense, yes. But by understanding the theory, I am 
not bound by the cookbooks. I write the recipes as I 
need them, and I apply them with stunning effect. 

Do something magical now. 

Daddy! Sesiom jerked in his chair and spun around. 
Standing near the door was Naketa dressed in the 
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white frock she had worn to Easter service when she 
was eleven. Sesiom remember how they had struggled 
with its blue sash and how, when they arrived at the 
Open Arms Baptist Church, the end of the sash had 
caught in the car door when it closed so that the sash 
had to be retied. She smiled and waved, then, as 
Sesiom watched in slack-jawed astonishment, a glob
ule of blood, then another began to slip from her scalp 
and trickle down her forehead. Naketa's expression 
changed from excitement to surprise, then dismay. A 
string of blood curled around her left eye, spilled 
along her check. She reach up and touched it with her 
left hand, looked at her fingers in bewilderment. Sud
den she threw back her head as if to scream and disap
peared. Sesiom exploded in rage. You son-of-a-bitch, 
he roared, spinning toward the wizard. 

The wizard waved his hand dismissively. Her name is 
Naketa, I believe. She was your daughter. You called 
her Keta. There was a little boy named Drew who 
called her Skeeter. But that wasn't really her. It was 
just an apparition, something I conjured because you 
asked me to do some magic. You wanted to know 
what kind of wizard I am. Well, that is an example of 
what kind of wizard I am. 



C!t9ttr Two ( a) 

Jeffrey backed his Jeep out the garage and began to 
clutch and shift as he maneuvered along the gravel 

road that led to the secondary highway that would take 
him into town. It was just after 8:30 AM so a little 
mountain coolness still hunkered under the trees, but 
already the cloudless sky was burning that chill away. 
Jeffrey knew the library opened at 9:00 and he wanted 
to be there when it did, to talk to the librarian before 
she got too busy, to have plenty of time to do whatever 
research would be required. He steered his jeep out 
onto the blacktop and eased down on the accelerator. 
He was cautious, fully aware of the vehicle's tendency 
to tip. He occasionally chided himself for purchasing 
the Jeep. He would have probably been better off with 
a Porche. The crew that built this road must have had 
to strictly ration their dynamite for it looped and back
tracked along the side of the mountain as though it 
had been dropped there. 

Jeffrey felt great. The calls last evening had gone better 
than he could have hoped. Sesiom was coming and he 
was bringing his family. Hank and Drew would also 
come. Everyone would try to be there by 9:00. That 
would assure them several hours in the cave. And 
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Hank, who had a wire caving ladder, had suggested 
they could use it to negotiate the ledge. Jeffrey had not 
thought it would be necessary at first, but Hank made a 
good point. The ladder would make it easier for them 
to get up and down with their tools. When it came to 
caving, Jeffrey usually deferred to Sesiom and Hank. 
They were the experts. 

Jeffrey guided his Jeep, touching the break, down 
shifting when necessary. He had his cell phone with 
him but had turned it off before he left. Calls were dif
ficult to handle when one drove a manual. Besides, 
the road being what it was, talking on the phone was 
an unwelcomed distraction. Jeffrey preferred to be 
free to concentrate. His CD player was off and he had 
not turned his radio on. He had removed the canvas 
cab covering, so the Jeep cab was opened to the 
mountain air. It rushed over him, gulping him into 
itself. All he could hear was the gush of the wind, var
ied scraps of bird song, and the Jeep engine as it 
strained and relaxed. Hadn't he seen a book some
where Retire Early and Live Well? Seemed to ring a 
bell. If it hadn't been written, then he might write it. 
He smiled. This was the life. 

The highway ran through the middle of town. At the 
central stop light, he turned right, went down two 
blocks, turned right again, bumped over the railroad 
crossing, turned left, and there the library was. Its 
parking lot was almost empty. He turned the Jeep off 
and pocketed the key as he walked quickly toward 
the building. 
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The library was a remarkably well furnished for a town 
this size, he thought as he entered the main lobby. 
Someone must have willed a fortune to build it or 
maybe it was the beneficiary of some kind of charitable 
largess. He saw two women seated behind the lending 
counter and a third standing at a desk under a sign that 
read "Information." He strode over to her. 

"Hello," Jeffrey said, thrusting his hand forward. "My 
name is Jeffrey Swofford and I moved into the Cam
den place up on Hook-n-Tie this spring. I've driven 
past the library before, but this is my first visit. It's 
very impressive." 

The woman smiled and shook his hand briefly. ''Yes," 
she said, "we're very fortunate to have such a fine 
athenaeum." Jeffrey raised his eyebrows at the unusual 
word. "It is a real asset for the town. Not used nearly as 
much as we would like though. Perhaps you will help 
us remedy that." 

Jeffrey smiled back. "Well, I'd like to start today. Get 
my card. Maybe do a little research." 

''You can get a card at the lending desk," the woman 
gestured in that direction. "What kind of research are 
you interested in?" 

"I want to find out about the history of the town, par
ticularly its economic history. I understand logging 
was once important here. Mining too." 

"I think we can help you with that," the librarian nod
ded. "A local history was published back in the 1980s 
so that should bring you almost up to date. And the 
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Bryar Logging Company, they worked this area, use to 
publish an industry journal. A quarterly. It only ran for 
a few years, but we have all the issues. I'm afraid you 
are mistaken about the mining though. There has 
never been any mining here." 

Jeffrey frowned slightly. "None at all? You're sure?" 

"I'm positive, Mr. Swofford. I was raised in this town. 
My family has been here for three generations." She 
began to escort him to an area near the rear wall. "My 
grandfather moved here, went west, as they used to 
say, to work in the sawmill. I'm something of an anti
quarian, and local history is a hobby of mine. There 
was logging. For a time there was a paper mill over in 
Aston that employed a lot of people here. There is 
agriculture, dairy mostly, and poultry. Some tobacco. 
But no mining." She bent forward to peer at a line of 
titles, on one of the shelves, then plucked out a slen
der volume. "Here you are," she said as she handed 
the book to him. "Almost looks like it's never been 
read. In fact, except for me, I'm not sure anyone has 
read it." She laughed. "Don't let its size fool you 
though. It's really quite thorough. Just that not much 
has happened around here. Now let me get the log
ging journals out of the archive. I'll be back in a few 
minutes." And she bustled off. 

Jeffrey slipped into a chair at a nearby polished 
wooden table and began to go through the index of 
the little history book, checking sections that were of 
interest to him. The town had been founded in the 
middle of the nineteenth century with farming as its 
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mainstay. At the end of the nineteenth century, the 
loggers had come in, just as he'd read on the Internet. 
There was reference to the paper mill the librarian had 
mentioned. But nothing about mining. He was skim
ming a section on regional politics in the 1950s when 
the librarian returned. 

"That took a little longer than I expected it would. I 

apologize. I had to take care of another patron and I 
thought you would have enough to keep you busy for 
a while." She handed to him a cardboard upright 
labeled "The Bryar Logging Journal." It was packed 
tight with yellowed copies of the periodical. 

"Oh, I had plenty to keep me occupied," Jeffrey 
agreed. "Thanks for bringing me these." He nodded at 
the upright she had placed on the table. "It looks like 
what you said about the mining is true though, and 
that is what I am really interested in. I don't know if I 
will need to see the magazines. But I was curious. You 
said your grandfather worked in a sawmill. What did 
your family do when the lumber industry shut down?" 

The librarian was more than willing to share a little of 
her family history. "My grandfather was killed in an 
accident at the mill. He and his mule team were slid
ing logs down a chute. A grabjack failed to release and 
they lost control of the log. It dragged him to his 
death. The mules were dragged down too. They sur
vived but had to be shot. Accidents were not uncom
mon. It was dangerous work. After my grandfather 
died, my grandmother took a job clerking at the gen
eral store and for a while got some help from the 
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widow's fund the churches maintained. My father 
grew up working as a farmhand and eventually drove 
a poultry truck. He later enlisted in the army and 
fought in Korea-used the GI Bill to go to college and 
then got a job at the bank. I was fortunate enough to 
attend the University of Boston where I studied 
library science. My family helped me pay for that, of 
course, and I also won a scholarship. That helped too 
obviously. And here I am." 

"But with a degree from Boston, why did you come 
back here?" 

"It was my choice. After I graduated, I worked in the 
Boston city library system for awhile, but I missed the 
mountains. My roots are here and at heart I guess I'm 
just a small town girl. When I came back on vacation, I 
heard of an opening at the library here, and applied. 
Of course I was hired. The. job was practically mine for 
the asking. It did not pay as much as my job in Boston, 
but the cost of living here is a lot lower, so I think in 
taking the job I actually got a raise. And I lived by 
myself so it was easy to move." 

''You've never married?" 

"No," she said, "never did." 

Jeffrey, who had laid the book aside as the librarian 
was talking, rose and said. "That's a very interesting 
story. Thanks for sharing it with me. And thanks for all 
your help." He gestured toward the cardboard up
right. "I don't think I'll need the journals after all. 
Sorry I put you to so much trouble getting them." 



THE DOOR 41 

Then, changing the subject, he asked, "By the way, are 
there a lot of caves in these hills?" 

"Caves?" the librarian nodded. "Sure. The area is rid
dled with caves. You find one?" 

"Yes, when I was climbing up on Slab Town yesterday I 
found one that looks fairly large and that seems to 
have been used in some way. I thought it might have 
been miners." 

"I don't know anything about a cave on Slab Town, 
but that isn't surprising. Could be you found an old 
moonshiner's lair or maybe a place where outliers 
hid during the Civil War." 

"Outliers?" The word was unfamiliar to Jeffrey, 

"Yes," the librarian nodded. "That's what they called 
military deserters or people who were trying to avoid 
service during the Civil War. Some of them formed 
gangs and preyed on the local population. Created 
some real hard feelings since they themselves were 
from the local population. They pillaged their friends 
and neighbors. Bad time, the war years." 

Jeffrey mulled over this new information. "That is a 
good suggestion. I suppose it's possible the cave was 
a hideout for deserters and such, but I think moon
shiners are more likely. Anyway, it doesn't look like 
its been used for a long time." 

"Well, you be careful in those woods," the librarian 
said as she walked him toward the door. "It's not just 
illegal whisky anymore. Some moonshiners also grow 
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a little marijuana. You stumble across a patch of that, 
and you could get yourself killed. No offense, but a 
black man living up in the mountains alone, well, it 
probably wouldn't hurt to get yourself a dog if you 
don't have one already. This was Klan country not so 
long ago, I'm sorry to say. If the moonshiners and 
potheads thought you were snooping around . . . " 
Her voice trailed off. Then she said, "Didn't you want 
a library card?" 

For the first time since he had moved here, Jeffrey felt 
a jab of angry fear. This was the twenty-first century, 
for Christ's sake, yet a librarian who tossed off words 
like 'athenaeum' and had a degree from the Univer
sity of Boston was warning him about the Ku Klux 
Klan, the Coo Coo Klan as his wife Shalan used to call 
it when she was alive. Men and women died, he 
thought ruefully, but evil lives forever. "These moon
ship.ers," Jeffrey asked, his voice edged with a thin 
razor of sarcasm, "do they drive pickup trucks with 
Confederate Flag decals on them?" 

The librarian looked at him steadily for a second 
before responding, "We don't see many trucks like 
that around here." Then she said briskly, "Let's get 
that card for you." 

After he picked up his card, Jeffrey walked back to his 
Jeep and got behind the wheel. His trip to the library 
had been a mixed bag. He was now certain that the 
cave was probably not a mine, and had uncovered a 
couple of alternative explanations that sounded 
pretty convincing. That was on the plus side. How-
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ever, the visit had also turned his day a little sour. He 
supposed the librarian meant well. She was a pleas
ant woman and could not have been more helpful or 
informative. But what she said at the end sounded a 
bit ominous. There was probably nothing to it. He 
had lived here for months and no one had bothered 
him. And the locals with whom he had contact had 
been quite nice. Like the librarian. 

He pulled out of the parking lot and began to drive 
back to the main road. His next stop was the hardware 
store. He had been there before to buy nails and 
screws and boards from a small lumberyard in the 
back. He was going to take the strip of wood he'd 
pulled from the door in the cave and ask the propri
etor to identify it. Jeffrey thought it was oak, but he 
wanted to be sure. And then it hit him. The librarian 
had mentioned that he lived alone. He did not recall 
having told her that. 



No, no, the wizard waved his hand again and Sesiom 
slumped back into his chair, that wasn't her soul. I've 
not got her essence locked away somewhere. It was 
only an image of her, something I plucked from your 
own thought patterns. 

You 're a mind reader, Sesiom said dully. He felt 
sapped by the shock of seeing his daughter. Her appa
rition, coupled with the complete improbability and 
horror of everything that had led him to this small 
cluttered room, left him drained. His life as a loving 
father and successful businessman was irretrievable 
and seemed like something from a distant century. 
What had he done to have been visited by this terrify
ing energy that had sundered his world? 

Yes, the wizard was saying, I can read minds, and I 
can focus mental constructs and render them as 
though they were objective for the person who enter
tains them. I could not see the child, but because I 
know what you are thinking, at least in part, I know 
what you saw, though I don't know all the details. 

You didn't see her, the dress, the blood? 
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The blood? No, I saw nothing. She was projected for 
you from your mind. I only facilitated the event. 
And, by the way, you've done nothing to deserve any 
of this any more than the picnicker does anything to 
deserve being mauled by the bear in the berry patch. 
This is something you have stumbled into. You have 
attracted the attention of a power, a pretty nasty one 
by the look of it, or become the locus of a power 
struggle of some kind. If it is the first case, we must 
determine what the power wants and how we can 
overcome it or, failing that, appease it. If it is the sec
ond case, we must extract you from the maelstrom. 
Very different skills are involved, depending on the 
circumstance, but finding out what is going on en
tails simply taking a look. 

But you sent for me. What is all this to you? Do you 
want payment of some kind? 

For the first time since he had entered the apartment, 
Sesiom saw the wizard laugh. Payment? I have more 
than enough, and if I want anything, I can conjure it. 
I neither need nor desire your money. But your ques
tion is a natural one so let me explain. Many cen
turies ago, we wizards became participants in a 
spiritual struggle that has been going on since before 
the creation of the world. In fact, the creation of this 
world is a key component in the resolution of this 
mighty conflict. We became participants, or rather 
learned we were participants, through our studies of 
magic. We discovered that the world was infused with 
opposing forces that seemed aware of one another 
and worked to counter the effects each produced. In 
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other words, these forces struggled with one another. 
They were at war. For a long time, we did not know 
what we had found. We knew only that the clash 
between these two forces was intense, even desperate, 
beyond our imagining, and that it involved energies 
or powers unlike anything we knew. Most of us feared 
to get involved. Some Jew believed the powers could 
be manipulated. And there was a long running de
bate among wizards about this. We were Zoroastri
ans. We thought of the world as a theater of combat 
where Good and Evil were engaged in a particularly 
decisive battle. It raged all around, invisible to most, 
and that battle was what we had discovered. But 
when we learned of Judaism during the decades of the 
Jewish exile, the nature of our discovery became more 
clear. The world, we came to believe, had not been 
created by a demigod but by God himself, and he cre
ated it as a trap for Satan. To this end, he used human 
beings as his bait. It worked, and now Satan, who 
once roamed the galaxies rages within this realm and 
sees his destiny in the fate of this small planet. In this 
war, humans have been given the option of choosing 
sides and they reveal what they are by the side they 
choose. Indeed, our ability to make such a choice was 
part of our allure as bait. And we wizards, being 
human, had such a choice. 

You're Jewish? 

Oh, no. I'm Christian, Catholic to be precise. There 
were once many Jewish wizards and Jewish magic 
was a staple in the Mediterranean and Middle East
ern worlds. But there are no Jewish wizards today. 
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Within a couple of centuries after the advent of the 
Messiah, wizards had made their choice and Juda
ism was no longer a viable option. We simply knew 
too much. One chose either the Christ or his adver
saries. Of course Jewish magicians remained, but 
after 300 AD, so far as I am aware, there were no 
more Jewish wizards. 

But some chose Satan? 

Oh yes, and not just a few. We have our Gandalfs and, 
I'm sorry to say, a good number of our Sarumans. 
These were disastrous centuries for the brotherhood 
of the staff and the entire enterprise became thor
oughly compromised. Sin runs deep in the human 
psyche, all the way down. You cannot cleanse it even 
with magic theory. It warps everything. But those of 
us who became Christians were able to employ our 
particular skills and knowledge to the furtherance of 
the Kingdom. We wizards tend toward arrogance so 
this discipline in humility was a real crucifixion. The 
scientific age dawned and our chapter in the human 
adventure began to dribble to a close, but a few wiz
ards endure. I am one of them. 

How many are there today? 

Counting me, I am aware of seventeen true wizards, 
most in Europe. The rest are scattered around the 
world. The brotherhood has always been small, but 
we have never been so small as this. Perhaps we are 
becoming extinct. Much is demanded of a wizard and 
Jew people, even among those who know about us, 
are willing to pay the cost. 
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What are the demands? 

Well, education for one thing. My bachelor's was in 
biology. I have several masters degrees: theology, psy
chology, archeology, history, and three Ph.D.s, one in 
physics from Princeton, another in anthropology 
from UCIA, and a third in ancient languages, my spe
cialty is Babylonian cuneiform, from Harvard. That, 
by the way, was my apprenticeship. I did not com
plete it until I was in my early forties. After that, the 
hard work began, and it took fifteen more years 
before I won my wizard's staff. But to return to your 
original question: I am helping you because I am a 
committed Christian engaged in this struggle. You, as 
I suggested in the beginning, have unwittingly un
leashed a concentration of wickedness, evil with a 
personality, a demon. And one with a great deal of 
power. It must be stopped and you must be rescued. I 
am like a missionary doctor. My purposes are more 
than humanitarian, though that is part of it, they are 
preeminently religious. I work for Christ. 



Clugter Two (/J) 

The small lumberyard was fragrant with sap and saw
dust. The clerk who had come to assist him turned the 
sliver of wood over in his hand and nodded. "Yep, 
that's oak. You thinking of redoing part of your house 
and want to use the same wood?" 

"No," Jeffrey said. "I thought it was oak, I just wanted 
to make sure. I pealed it from a locked door I found in 
a cave up on Slab Town. Can't imagine why it matters 
what kind of wood it is. But I was curious. I am just try
ing to find out everything I can about the cave." 

"A door in a cave up on Slab Town? That sounds 
pretty weird. What are you talking about?" the clerk 
wanted to know. 

"I was hiking up on Slab Town yesterday and found a 
cave, or what I took to be a cave. I went inside to look 
around and discovered a padlocked door some dis
tance inside. I could go no further so I went back but I 
stripped this bit of wood and took it with me. I won
dered what the door was made of." 

"It would seem to be made of oak," the clerk said, 
handing the wood back to Jeffrey who slipped it back 
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into his pocket. "But a door in a cave up on Slab Town? 
That is really crazy. That is all federal land now. Hasn't 
been worked for decades. No one lives up there but 
you. Must have been pretty old." 

"I would say so," Jeffrey nodded. "I thought it might 
have been some kind of mine, but that seems like a 
pretty silly idea now. I am sure it is a cave, and besides 
I understand there was no mining done here." 

"No, that's true," the clerk agreed. "There was never 
any mining. More likely you found an old moon
shiner's hideout." 

''Yes," Jeffrey nodded, "one of the librarians suggested 
that when I talked to her awhile ago. She also sug
gested deserters from the Civil War days. I suppose 
either is possible, but why would moonshiners or 
deserters have built a door way back in a cave. Besides, 
as I think about it, I don't believe the padlock would 
have dated back to the Civil War. I think it was more 
recent." 

"Well, who knows?" the clerk said thoughtfully. 
"Sounds like someone went to some trouble to build 
it so there must have been a reason." 

You've no idea, Jeffrey thought, remembering the 
ledge with its fourteen foot drop. "Well, thanks for 
your time," Jeffrey offered his hand to the clerk. "I've 
other errands to run so I won't take up any more of it." 

"Not a problem at all," the clerk said, shaking Jeffrey's 
hand. "Come back and see us soon." 
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"Will do," Jeffrey smiled. 

As he slipped behind the wheel of his Jeep, Jeffrey 
mulled over his next move. He decide to stop by the 
grocery store for a couple of items. Since he was 
already here, it made sense. Then he would gas up his 
Jeep and return to his cabin. 

The errands did not take long, and Jeffrey was back 
home before noon. He parked his Jeep in the garage, 
put his groceries in the pantry, then decided to record 
what he had found on his trip to town. Turning on his 
computer, he opened a new file, titled it "Notes on the 
Cave," dated the page, then wrote the following. 

> Cave not mine. No mining in this area. Internet search 
revealed nothing about mining. 

> Librarian and hardware clerk agree. Both suggest cave 
might be connected to moonshiners. 

> Librarian thinks it might have been a hideout for 
deserters or outliers during the Civil War. 

> Hardware clerk confirms my identification that the 
door in the cave is made of oak. 

> Speculation: I think the cave may been associated with 
moonshiners. I find the Civil War connection unlikely 
because I think the padlock is of far more recent 
manufacture. 

It was not much when you wrote it up, but it was a 
start, and he was sure that the expedition they had 
planned would generate additional data. He closed 
the file and his mind ran over the rest of the day. Why 
not defrag his computer? He had not done that since 
he had set it up when he moved in. And while the 
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computer was running its defragmentation program, 
he could go back to the cave for another look around. 
He would not tackle the ledge of course, just see if he 
could find evidence of animal habitation. The absence 
of bats struck him as truly peculiar, but maybe it was
n't. That would be something he'd have to look into as 
well. He would take his flashlight, spend a little time in 
the front section of the cave looking around. He re
opened his file and typed: "Where are the bats? Check 
cave for signs of animal life." Then he closed the file 
again, then went to Accessories, then to System Tools, 
then clicked on his Disk Defragmenter. That would 
keep the computer busy for awhile. In the meantime, 
he would get a little exercise. 

He went out the back door, leaving the cabin un
locked, picked up his flashlight in the garage, then 
made for Slab Town. As he disappeared down the 
almost invisible path that led into the forest, a deep 
silence fell over the cabin. 



Sesiom watched as the wizard rose from his desk and 
stepped over to a small refrigerator wedged between a 
bookcase and a file cabinet. It was piled with Xeroxed 
articles, yellowed newspapers, and, atop them all, sev
eral ancient copies of the Bulletin of the American 
Schools of Oriental Research. Stooping to open the 
refrigerator door, the wizard said sympathetically, You 
looked exhausted. Let me get you a little pick me up 
from the icebox. 

What is it? Sesiom asked. Eye of newt and hair of dog? 

Better, the wizard grinned. Red Bull. He came up with 
two cans and tossed one to Sesiom. Tbis stuff was 
developed in Germany back in the early 1990s, I 
believe, for the disco crowd. Then, as he walked back 
to his desk, he popped the other open and, sitting, 
took a long pull from the can. We'll probably get no 
sleep tonight and we've a long day tomorrow, so 
drink up. Now, as I was saying, I work for Christ. 

Sesiom downed his Red Bull in a couple of gulps and 
set the empty can on the wooden floor beside him. 
Look, Sesiom said, I'm not an unreligious man. I was 
born and raised a Baptist, still am a Baptist. I also 
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believe in Jesus. But the world you are describingjust 
doesn 't make much sense to me. By that I mean it 
seems so alien to the world I've known all my life. 
Were it not for the cave, Naketa's murder, what I've 
seen since as well as what I saw just saw a Jew min
utes ago, I wouldn't believe any of it. 

And the world you lived in and knew worked quite 
well for you. What you are seeing, what you are 
hearing about, has always been there, but you've not 
been aware of it until now. And there is so much 
more, much more than even we wizards know or can 
know, much more than humans will ever know. 
Each individual awareness within its special species 
of awareness actualizes a distinct aspect of the cos
mos, and that actualization evolves moment by 
moment over the course of the life of that aware 
entity until it is snuffed out and remembered only by 
God to whom it was foreknown anyway. Reality is 
vast with a vastness Jar beyond our ability to 
fathom. As a totality, it is held in the mind of God, of 
course. We can even think of the mind of God as the 
conceptual framework that makes the whole thing 
possible. Newton did. But we glimpse only the tiniest 
fragments. Even our libraries built over thousands 
of years contain a sliver of what there is to know. We 
have scarcely set sail on that ocean. One could say 
that the pursuit of knowledge is the ultimate Quix
otic quest. To know is to dream the impossible 
dream. And, in a sense, that is true because that 
quest embodies our fundamental rebellion. We seek 
to know as God knows, but we were never made for 
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that. Knowledge is an expression or creation of the 
kind of being one is, and we are not God. We are 
instead creatures and we were made to serve. 

I sure know that line: you can show your love for God 
by your service to his representatives in this world. 
That is the claim made by every tyrant-every slave 
master-in history! But Christ frees us. I am, as I said, 
a Baptist. And my Bible tells me that we are free. Paul 
tells us not to take up the yoke of slavery again. 

Yes, Christ frees us from sin and, in freeing us, makes 
us his servants and invites us to be his friends. But 
we cannot be free in the sense you seem to be suggest
ing, any more than we can know as God knows. We 
are radically dependent creatures, creatures made 
to serve. We serve our passions, ourselves, our fami
lies or countries or companies or careers. We serve 
love or goodness or art or a vision that motivates us. 
And ultimately we serve truth or we serve a lie. 
Indeed, it is through service that we find our happi
ness, our fulfillment. That is because we were made 
to bow beneath the yoke. Some are heavier than oth
ers, and Christ tells us his is light, but all we are 
offered is a yoke. 

At least I am free to choose whom to serve, and my 
motives are my own. If I serve in the sense you are say
ing, I serve under my own terms. 

Well, perhaps. One could argue that service like this 
expresses a form of self interest. But that is a some
what different question and takes us further afield 
than I want to go right now. Perhaps we can explore it 
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later. 1be point I am making now is about service 
Itself. God made us for a reason. He did not make us 
to be rivals to him, nor did he need us in any way. He 
is after all fully complete in himself. 1bat means he 
needs nothing. So why did he make us? I will tell you. 



Jeffrey, walking along the logging road, could see the 
rocks to his left frowning on the side of Slab Town. 
Moving through a break in the trees, he pushed his 
way through the thicket of undergrowth that lay 
deceptively beneath the high grass. It was difficult to 
break through these concealed briars, and Jeffrey had 
to struggle in places, but he scarcely noticed. His mind 
was focused on the cave and its enigmatic door. And 
those two hooks with their rings, what were they for? 
Probably they were the remnants of a pulley system 
that had been used to lower the oaken timbers, but if 
that were true, he reasoned, then they were there 
because the door was there. And he had seen nothing 
else in the cave but the door and the hooks. That sug
gested the door was the main thing. This was no 
moonshiners' hideout. No outliers had used it as a 
base. Had that been the situation, there would have 
been evidence. The men would have built fires and the 
walls would have been caked witl1 carbon. And they 
would have left litter, stills or copper tubing or spent 
cartridges, something like that. But there was nothing. 
Besides the rocks were conspicuous. People involved 
in long term criminal activity would have been 
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unlikely to select such a place since it offered no con
cealment. The cave was hidden only because no one 
went there. If people started going there with any fre
quency, it would be easily seen. And if no one went 
there, that meant that no one knew about it except 
those who had set the hooks and built the door. Of 
course, he thought as he debated with himself, the 
mountains had been logged. Perhaps back in the mid
dle of the nineteenth century, Slab Town had been 
thickly forested. But he was almost positive the pad
lock on the door was not that old. He breathed in the 
hot afternoon air, wiped his hand over his brow, and 
came up beside the rocks. 

Walking briskly up the slight incline, he followed the 
rocks looking for the laurel screen and the cave. 
There it was! He marveled again that he had seen the 
cave's mouth behind those dense branches. It would 
have been so easy to miss . Ducking and pushing into 
them, he reached the cool entrance and aimed his 
flashlight inside. Its beam pierced into the darkness 
only a little way. 

His heart tripping with excitement, Jeffrey stepped 
into the cave. It was just has he remembered it: 
smooth walls, level floor, empty of life-almost clean. 
He glanced behind him at the dim entrance, then 
moved forward cautiously. All was silent. Even his 
footstep and his breathing seemed to make no impres
sion in the tunnel's lush soundlessness. The cave's 
mouth behind him dwindled away, seemed to close 
into darkness.Jeffrey did not notice. He continued for
ward, his flashlight playing along the floor, then the 
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granite walls. Ahead he saw the ledge, the two hooks, 
one hanging from the ceiling, the other protruding 
from the wall, their rings dangling from them. Jeffrey 
moved to the ledge and shined his flashlight onto the 
floor below. It would be easy, he thought, to set a lad
der down there. Hank's idea had been a good one. 
And if they needed it, he knew the hook in the wall 
could hold a man and a rope. 

Jeffrey stepped over to the hook and, clasping it, gave 
it a tug. It moved slightly under his hand. That was 
odd. He tugged it again. Yes, it definitely seemed to be 
loosening. Had it become unfixed when he used it 
before? Setting his flashlight on the cave floor, Jeffrey 
reached up with both hands and gave the hook a pow
erful yank. With a pop, it let go of the wall. Jeffrey stag
gered backward propelled by his own surge of energy, 
caught completely off guard by the sudden loss of iner
tia. His right foot landed on his flashlight, which rolled 
beneath him and turned Jeffrey's backward stagger 
into a backward fall. With a cry Jeffrey, still clutching 
the hook, pitched upside-down over the edge and into 
the darkness. The flashlight rolled forward into the 
wall. It gradually dimmed, and in a couple of hours, 
the cave was completely black again. 



God has created multiple realms, many universes, if 
you will. Each is unique, and yet, as creations of the 
same being, they are expressions of the same mind 
and share certain similarities. For example, in each, 
the laws of reason obtain, though not always in the 
same way, and that means that to some degree, each 
of the realms, the universes, is in some measure com
prehensible by all species of intelligence. And in so 
far as each is conceivable, it expresses an aspect of 
its being in the unique perceptions of those aware of 
it. By creating, God brings into being vastly more 
than can ever be known by his creatures, and yet, by 
creating different species of intelligence within that 
mighty framework of realms, he also creates vehicles 
that, by the act of knowing, are able to bring subsets 
of those distinct realms into being in unique ways. 
God's creatures know God's creation in ways that 
are appropriate to them. As suns affect the fabric of 
space and can reach across it, and (if you want to 
know) even beyond it, so minds affect the nature of 
reality itself, structuring and illuminating its poten
tials in various ways. In the first case, mass is the 
transforming power; in the second, the mind. In our 
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universe, God brought these two together: mass and 
mind, material that embodies awareness. That, Mr. 
Peterson, is an extraordinary miracle, and it is why 
the sons of God shouted out with joy when they 
looked upon what God had done as we read in the 
great creation hymn of Job. 

Look, I don't know what I think about this because 
I've not thought about it before. Maybe you 're right 
or partly right, maybe you 're wrong. Maybe I' II never 
know, and maybe it doesn't really matter. But I'm 
not here for some high blown or screwball philosoph
ical discussion. I'm here because ... well, I suppose 
because you invited me here when I called the num
ber the raven brought. I don't usually respond to 
birds with business cards, but then I'm not often vis
ited by them. So I came. I did come, and I came 
because the world I knew is dead and, in this new 
one, I am without allies or cues. And I thought 
maybe you could help me. And I don't see ... I com
pletely fail to see ... where this is going and how this 
can help me at all. 

We're getting to the spine of the thing, but I wanted 
you to have some background first. We can think of 
this universe as one defined by space/time, but it 
might better be thought of as one defined by mat
ter/mind. And it was universe as matter/mind that 
the sons of God found so astonishing and enthralling. 
And they responded as they were intended to respond 
for, as I indicated before, this was a trap for them, 
and they incarnated into it. And they incarnated into 
it because they wanted union with us. We were the 
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bait in the trap. There is a story, or rather the frag
ment of a story, about this in the third and sixth chap
ters of Genesis. You know the story of the Fall of 
course, but in the sixth chapter of Genesis there is a 
brief sequel to that story. Let me read it for you. The 
wizard rose from his desk, walked over to a bookcase 
against the wall opposite the refrigerator, and plucked 
a worn Bible from one of its shelves. I'll read from the 
King]ames, if you don't mind. It is not the most accu
rate translation, but I love its Elizabethan resonance. 
Perhaps it is an elitist affectation to which I have suc
cumbed, but it is not my worst sin so please indulge 
me. Besides in this case, the version will do quite 
nicely. The wizard cleared his throat and began, ''And 
it came to pass, when men began to multiply on the 
face of the earth, and daughters were born unto them, 
That the sons of God saw the daughters of men that 
they were fair; and they took them wives of all which 
they chose. And the Lord said, My spirit shall not 
always strive with man, for that he also is flesh: yet 
his days shall be an hundred and twenty years. There 
were giants in the earth in those days; and also after 
that, when the sons of God came into the daughters of 
men, and they bear children to them, and the same 
became mighty men which were of old, men of 
renown. " The wizard had returned to his desk as he 
read and, as he finished reading, lay the opened Bible 
upon it and sat down. Now let's unpack this. The 
ancients knew this story, but were no longer sure 
what it meant. Some argued that the sons of God were 
humans descended from the righteous line of Seth, 
and the daughters of men were humans descended 
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from the unrighteous line of Cain. That is initially 
plausible, but there is a problem. This is an account of 
a pre-Noachian world, but the author uses the phrase 
'and also after that.' This phrase is the writer's way of 
indicting that the sons of God continued to woo the 
daughters of men in the post-Noachian world. But the 
unrighteous line of Cain was destroyed in the Flood. 
It was the righteous line of Seth that endured, so how 
did the unrighteous line of Cain manage so remark
able a feat? After all, they were dead. There was also a 
second interpretation according to which the sons of 
God were rebellious spirits from another realm. That 
interpretation is more nearly correct. 

Wait right there. You said before that the spirits did 
not need to come into the world by being born, that 
they put it on as a mist. Something like that. That was 
the whole point of the digital universe concept. 

Excellent, the wizard nodded approvingly. You are lis
tening. And you are right. In order to have physical 
union with the daughters of men, the spirits had to 
take on the physical form of men. And others took on 
the physical form of women. These had a different 
purpose. Perhaps we can discuss that later. But the 
Genesis account focuses on the ones who became 
male. And the point of the union was not incarna
tion, it was children, the giants. 

Sesiom nodded thoughtfully. The Bible does refer to 
giants both before and after the Flood. That is true. 

Yet, the wizard continued, no remains of such giants 
have been found. Strange, isn't it? Giants appear in 
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all the world's stories, yet none have been found. Per
haps they were projections from childhood. To young 
children, parents look like giants and they know 
many things. But parents nurture and protect. Most of 
them do anyway. If they did not, our species would 
not have prospered. So parents are not the enemy. But 
in most of the stories, the giants are the enemy. They 
must be killed and overcome. That is a problem for 
the ''giants are projections of parents" school. Some 
psychologists believe that tells us something rather 
unpleasant about the mental world of children, but 
there is a better answer. The giants were one of the 
ways the demons lashed out at God when they real
ized they had been trapped. We are made in the image 
of God, so by having sexual relations with us, the 
demons were trying to vandalize God's image. 

That makes sense, Sesiom agreed. In the same way the 
murderer or the abortionist, even if they don't know 
it, would vandalize God's image. 

Exactly. By striking at us, by striking at what we are 
as images of God, they vent their rage at God in a par
ticularly nasty way, and they are fully aware of what 
they are doing. For the demons, we were the divine 
substitute. Jesus was God's countermove, the final 
solution, and the ultimate purpose of the whole thing. 
For humans he was the divine substitute and the sin 
qua non/or the next stage in creation. 
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It was not dark. That was the first thing he 
noticed. He was floating. He could see his body 
sprawled on the cave floor, blood from his frac
tured skull pooling under his head, reaching his 
shoulders. Its eyes were opened. The pupils 
were different sizes. He was amazed at the clar
ity with which he could see. Perhaps the flash
light beam on the ledge above made everything 
so clear, but, no, he could see that too, and its 
light, though still strong, would not have illumi
nated the cave like this. He twisted slowly and 
looked down the tunnel toward the door. Its 
oaken slates were black. A gray light gleamed 
behind it. Around the door, the cave walls 
looked shiny as though they had been var
nished. And that, he realized, was because the 
light was getting brighter. It was getting brighter 
because it was coming toward him. It was com
ing toward him because it was aware of him. 
Abruptly he understood that it had been waiting 
for him, that somehow it had used the cave to 
trap him. And when he realized this, he also 
understood that the trials he had faced before 
were as nothing to what was to come. He 
wanted to escape, but felt as though he were a 
frog struggling in molasses. Then above him he 
saw two beings suspended in the rock itself, 
beings for whom the rock was pervious. They 
were luminous, azure, vaguely humanoid. They 
watched him, apparently indifferent to his 
growing desperation. They watched him as gray 
rays from behind the door reached him, pierced 
through him, as he began to revolve lazily, 
infused with terror, horror, and his first inkling 
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of what was happening. They watched. As the 
gray light filled him, the cave grew darker. The 
door grew closer, and he was drawn through it, 
drawn into the passage beyond. The process 
seemed almost leisurely. There was no hurry. 
He would find out soon enough that time as he 
had known it was not so important anymore. On 
the cave floor, his body twitched, groaned, and 
was still again. 



H ank could not have been prouder of Drew. 
Though only fourteen, his son behaved more 

like a young man than a conflicted, hormone fueled 
adolescent and seemed impervious to the dangling 
lures that hooked and distracted, even crippled, so 
many of his peers. Hank had no idea why this was so 
but, if pressed, he supposed he would attribute it to 
the amount of time the two of them spent together, 
especially since Margaret died. The shock oflosing her 
to cancer when she was so young, coupled with the 
rapid progress of the disease (it was far advanced 
when she was diagnosed and she had passed away 
within the year), had devastated them both. When 
Margaret was alive, Hank had left most of the child
rearing decisions to her. He loved his son, but they 
had not been particularly close. However, in their grief 
after her death, the two had turned to one another, 
and within a few months, Hank had begun to take 
Drew camping and later spelunking. Though they 
remained father and son, Hank was confident they 
were well on the way to forging a relationship that, 
when Drew became a full adult, would have matured 
into a deep friendship. He reached over and tousled 
the boy's sandy hair. Drew, who had been staring out 
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the window of the Ford Bronco, looked over at his 
father and smiled. 

Hank had not been to Jeffrey's cabin before and was 
unsure where the turnoff was, but he knew it had to be 
close. Turning off the radio, he asked Drew to dial 
Jeffrey's telephone number. To his surprise, Sesiom 
answered. "Hey, Ses," Hank said. "This is Hank. I'm 
think I'm close, but I'm not sure where to turn. Since 
you're there, I guess you can help me out." 

"Where are you?" Sesiom's voice sounded serious, not 
at all what Hank had expected. 

"I don't know. We drove through town about twenty 
minutes ago." 

"You're right. You're close. You should be seeing the 
turnoff on your left any minute. It's a dirt road, but 
quite visible. The mailbox has Jeffs name on it." 

''Yeah, I see it. Here it is." Hank handed his cell phone 
to Drew, and turned into Jeffrey's driveway. He 
lurched over the ruts through the trees, then came 
into clearing where Jeffrey's home was. Sesiom's Hum
mer was parked in front of the house. Naketa was 
standing near it on the rider's side. Melody and Sesiom 
were on the porch. Hank pulled to a stop on the 
driver's side of the Hummer. Sesiom waved and he 
and Melody came down from the porch and walked 
toward the Bronco. They looked grim. 

As Hank and Drew emerged from the Bronco, Hank, 
who was becoming increasingly apprehensive, asked, 
"Is something wrong? Where is Jeffrey?" 
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"He's gone," Sesiom said flatly. "And I think he's been 
gone since Wednesday afternoon." 

"What do you mean?'' 

"I mean he's gone. He's not here. He left his computer 
on though. It's been idle since Wednesday afternoon." 

''You don't think he went to the cave, do you?" 

"I've no doubt about it," Sesiom said. He sounded 
almost angry. "His Jeep is still in the garage. He left the 
house unlocked and, like I said, the computer was on, 
so he wasn't planning to be gone long. He might have 
been hiking and had a heart attack or broken a leg, but 
I doubt it. He's healthy as a horse and stronger than 
most men twenty years younger. No, I think he went 
back to the cave and had some kind of accident. I think 
he is probably badly hurt or dead." 

"God!" Hank put his hand on Sesiom's shoulder. "Let's 
hope not. Have you any idea where the cave is?" 

"We should be able to find it," Sesiom said. "Jeffrey 
told me it was up on Slab Town under an outcrop of 
rock that could be seen from a logging road. Slab 
Town is over there," Sesiom pointed to the mountain 
rising kitty-corner to the cabin above the forest. "But 
the area is crisscrossed with logging roads. Hunters 
have kept a few opened, but most are overgrown. I 
don't know ifwe can find the one he took." 

"Look," Hank said, "this shouldn't be too hard. The 
mountain is right there, and the cave is apparently an 
easy walk from the cabin. If we go into the forest this 
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way, we'll probably come up on the road. You said the 
computer was on. Did he leave any message in it?" 

"I didn't check," Sesiom said. "We just got here a few 
minutes ago." 

"Let's see," Hank motioned to Drew and said, "This 
could turn into a job for your generation. Let's see if 
there is anything on the computer." The entire group 
filed into the house. 

Hank sat down at the computer and moved the cur
sor to the start button. Mouse click. Up came the 
options column. Hank moved the cursor to Docu
ments and they appeared on the right. There were 
not many. One marked "Letters," another entitled 
"Investments." Another labeled "Finances." And 
there was "Notes on the Cave." Hank clicked on that 
and the text came up. The group gathered around the 
screen read the following: 

> Cave not mine. No mining in this area. Internet search 
revealed nothing about mining. 

> Librarian and hardware clerk agree. Both suggest cave 
might be connected to moonshiners. 

> Librarian thinks it might have been a hideout for 
deserters or outliers during the Civil War. 

> Hardware clerk confirms my identification that the 
door in the cave is made of oak. 

> Speculation: I think the cave may been associated with 
moonshiners. I find the Civil War connection unlikely 
because I think the padlock is of far more recent 
manufacture. 

> Where are the bats? Check cave for signs of animal life. 
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"Now that is something we'd not thought of," Hank 
mused. "Possible criminal activity. You don't suppose 
he was murdered, do you?" 

"I doubt it," Sesiom said. "What do they do to 
moonshiners? A year in jail? A fine? No one is going to 
kill anyone over that. Besides it's a tradition up here. 
Goes all the way back to Scotland, I think. I'll bet the 
local sheriff kicks back over a jar of the stuff when he 
and the state representative get together. No one is 
going to murder anyone over illegal whisky." 

''You're probably right," Hank agreed. "Anyway, we've 
found out what we can here. Let's get the equipment 
out and see ifwe can locate the cave." 



fl xle:rLOJU~ 

1be giants were not only big and physically powerful, 
some of them were brilliantly intelligent, but, as 
creations of two very different kinds of beings, their 
bodies were unstable. Ibey grew more rapidly than 
humans, did not live as long, and, when they died, 
their corpses decayed very quickly. Even their bones 
did not last. Doubtless had the demons seen this as a 
problem, they could have corrected It, but the unsta
ble nature of the giants' bodies fit quite well into their 
strategy. It added to the supernatural aura the giants 
enjoyed and in the long run covered the demon's 
tracks when they adopted another strategy. After all, 
the rapid and complete decay of the bodies meant 
there were no remains for later humans to investi
gate, no bones to run DNA analysis on. 

You are suggesting that demons can see the future, 
but I thought that was the province of God. 

It is, but we ourselves can predict some things, and 
the demons can predict vastly more. Ibey would 
know DNA analysis is a possibility, and It would not 
have been difficult for them to forecast our eventual 
mastery of the technique. In any event, that is what 
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happened to the bodies of the giants. But of equal 
importance is what happened to their souls. 

They had souls? 

Of course they had souls. They were aware, and 
awareness is as basic to soul as mass is to matter. 
Each kind of creature has a particular expression of 
soul, and each individual within that expression has 
a particular expression of that type of soul. Expres
sions within expressions. All those souls apprehend 
reality in ways appropriate to them, and, in their 
apprehension of it, bring to light the myriad potenti
alities inherent in existence. The giants, in their case, 
had their own perspective, actualized their specific 
expressions of reality. And that too ts what the 
demons wanted. They imagined that monstrous souls 
which it was a vile sin to create would concretize 
potentials that God has not intended and that they 
could use these potentials against God. It was a dar
ing stroke of imaginative genius, frustrated by God, 
of course, and finally abandoned by the demons, but 
it gives us some idea of the kind of battle being waged 
and the level of creativity employed by those waging 
it. These monster souls were as depraved and as pow
erful as their name suggests, but, these souls were not 
poured out like water, they did not have the same des
tiny as the giants' bodies. They endured and are at 
work in the world today. I don't yet know what kind 
of entity you've freed, but it could be one of these. 

You talk about the level of creativity employed. Are 
you telling me these demons can create? 
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No, not in the sense that God can. They cannot, for 
example, call something from nothing, and they are 
not in full control of what they make. However they 
can manufacture things even as we can, though on a 
much more profound level, and manufacture on that 
level can look like creation. Demonic incarnation is 
an example of that. They might construct a body shell 
out of the surrounding environment. That can be 
done very rapidly. Or they might take over a dead or 
dying body as apparently happened in Mr. Swofford's 
case. They can also make things out of the surround
ing environment in the same sense that we can trans
form platinum into gold. That is not to create 
something, even though an elemental transformation 
is involved, it is more akin to manufacture. 



ckcgter Tkree (/:,) 

Sesiom, Melody, Naketa, Hank, and Drew pushed sin
gle file through the woods, Sesiom leading along with 
Hank and Drew. The three men carried packs that held 
the gear and Hank had belted a hatchet around his 
waist. They struck out toward Slab Town and found 
the logging road without much difficulty, as Hank sus
pected they would. They had agreed that if they found 
the cave and Jeffrey was in it, they would call 911 for 
help, then Melody and Drew would return to Jeffrey's 
house to meet the police and paramedics when they 
arrived and guide them back to the cave. 

The morning was cool and luminous, and Melody 
noticed that the forest colors were so intense they 
seemed mildly hallucinatory. A breeze, trickling over 
the leaves, occasionally puffed ostentatiously. To Mel
ody such ruffles and rustlings took on an almost pre
ternatural aura, but otherwise the forest was hushed 
save for the crunching of the five friends as they 
snaked along, saying little, eyeing the slopes of Slab 
Town. Half an hour passed before Sesiom, coming 
around a bend in the logging road, spotted the rocks 
on a slope above the trees. He called out to the others 
and pointed. "There it is." 
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They came up beside Sesiom and Hank, putting 
his hand above his eyes and squinting at the rocks, 
nodded, "Well, that was easy. Do you suppose 
they're the ones." 

"There is only one way to find out," Sesiom replied, 
and the group scrambled up the road's red and erod
ing clay bank, shouldered their way though the brush, 
and then plunged into the briar tangles. This hiking 
was much more difficult and they were soon panting. 
Melody stopped for a moment to catch her breath and 
looked behind her. The panorama from the slope was 
spectacular. The forested mountains stretched away, 
dissolving into a bluish haze. She could certainly 
understand why Jeffrey, who loved to hike, was 
charmed by the place. She was not much of an out
doors woman and had usually been content to say at 
home when Sesiom took a weekend to "rough it" with 
his friends, but she could see where part of the allure 
lay. Under other circumstances she could have lost 
herself in the view . . . "Hey," Sesiom yelled from 
above, "let's try to keep it together." Melody looked up 
slightly startled and realized that the group had con
tinued up the meadow and was now some distance 
from her. She turned and hurried to catch up. 

Sesiom reached the rocks first, the others following 
right behind him. Melody was last. Sesiom let them 
catch their breath, the said, "Jeffrey said the cave was 
screened by laurel and difficult to see. But since we 
know that, we should be able to find it, if these are the 
right rocks, so keep close," he look at Melody, "and 
keep your eyes peeled. Now come on." And with that 



THE DOOR 77 

Sesiom began to walk along the side of the rocks. They 
found the laurel quickly and Sesiom spotted the cave. 
"There it is." He motioned the others around. "And 
look at the breakage, you can tell the laurel has been 
disturbed recently. This must be it." 

Sesiom, Hank, and Drew unshouldered their equip
ment and went to work. They began by chopping 
through the laurel to open a way to the mouth of the 
cave, then the three men took up their gear again and 
Hank distributed flashlights to everyone. Melody, who 
was beginning to feel distinctly peculiar refused hers. 
"I would rather not," she said. "I think I'll just wait out 
here. Maybe it is better if Naketa stayed with me. I'm 
feeling a little odd." 

"What's wrong?" Sesiom was immediately concerned. 

"Nothing's wrong," Melody smiled a little wanly. "I just 
feel funny. I don't want to go in the cave and I don't 
think Naketa should either." 

"Okay," Sesiom said. "That's understandable. You and 
Naketa wait here. If Jeff's in there, we'll send Drew out 
and you three can get on back to the cabin and bring 
the rescue team in, or the police." 

"I don't want to wait here," Naketa said, dismayed at 
this turn of events. "I want to go look for Uncle Jeff." 

"Well," Sesiom said, "I think it's better if you stay with 
your mother. The cave could be a little tricky and I 

don't want you to get hurt. Besides, if she's not feeling 
well, she may need you. If we find Uncle Jeff inside, 
we'll send Drew out." 
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Melody nodded, ''Yes, I think that's better." And as the 
three men-Melody noticed that Drew was looking 
more like a man every time she saw him-disappeared 
into the cave, she and Naketa settled down beside the 
rocks to wait. 

The body was dying-no, dead now-but 
still warm. It curled and settled among the 
moist layers of the corpse, filtered past the 
damage which in a couple of places was exten
sive but still repairable, felt its way along the 
veins and flowed through the marrow. It knew 
the body could be saved if it could draw humans 
here. It was powerful but not yet able to escape 
the cave. The spell had been powerful too, 
keeping it pinned here for decades. It hated the 
man who had trapped it, and sensed through its 
hatred that he was still alive. If it could finally 
break free of the cavern, it would hunt that man 
down and have its revenge. Now that would be 
a consummation! Locked in darkness within 
those two skulls, it had played out that moment 
of vengeance again and again obsessively as it 
struggled to unweave the spell. It had been 
tough. The man had knowledge, but he had 
made errors and those would cost him. It 
worked on the body's tissue, mending what it 
could, reliquefying the thickening blood, gener
ating new corpuscles from the quickened mar
row. And it learned what it still could from the 
body's memory shadows. The soul carried 
memory with it but memory left scraps of itself 
everywhere. It had been aware of the body 
when the body first entered the cave, and it had 
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come to investigate. From the beginning the 
brain, made vulnerable by belief, had been 
opened to its influence. And the body lived 
near-by. That facilitated a more continuous 
influence since it left the brain within reach 
much of time. But the spell continued to inter
fere, like a storm on the sun might interfere with 
radio transmissions on earth. Lub-dub. Lub
dub. It worked to get the heart started again. 
Lub-dub. The back of the skull was fractured 
and the cerebellum in that area badly trauma
tized, but most of the brain could still be ser
viceable if it could get the body's cardiovascular 
system operating before excessive damage 
occurred to the neurons. Lub-dub. Lub-dub. 
Lub-dub. That was a promising start. It began 
to concentrate on the rest of the body, making 
repairs, stabilized the body's systems. Then, 
using the memory shadows to launch part of 
itself out of the cave, it turned its energies 
toward the cabin. The house was almost 
beyond its range, but could see that three bod
ies had arrived and were looking for this body. 
They were concerned. That was useful. It 
scanned their brains. The child's was of little 
interest. The man was of much greater interest 
but it was the woman that riveted its attention. 
Her brain had been opened before, and that 
would make it much easier to influence and 
eventually control. 
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We are pawns in this game, place holders with limited 
maneuverability and range, but, if well used, we can 
be lethal. A pawn, after all, can capture a queen or 
checkmate a king. We occupy this little square but we 
cannot stay here. We must begin our hunt, move out 
onto the board; as it were. Gad knows what we are 
doing but this spirit, our quarry, may not, so we 
might have the element of surprise. Our next step, 
then, is to identify the spirit and, if we can, determine 
what steps we might take against it. There are no 
guarantees here. We cannot destroy this spirit and we 
are not engaged in an exorcism. We don't want this 
spirit cast out. We want to catch and imprison it, 
hopefully for a very long time, maybe send it into the 
deep, and, God willing, we shall do exactly that. But, 
as I just said, there are no guarantees. 

The wizard stood up from his desk and began to pace. 
Let us explore another aspect of how the world really 
is. In one sense, of course, it is a material realm 
structured by quantifiable events that are best 
apprehended via inductive logic, but in another and 
more basic sense, it is a spirit-saturated realm where 
unique events are possible, a realm that can on 
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various occasions transcend logic. To make the 
point another way, let me put a question to you: is 
the world in which we live more nearly akin to the 
mechanistic universe of Isaac Newton or to the en
chanted forest of the Blair Witch? As Christians, we 
would say that the world as it really is is more 
nearly akin to the enchanted forest of the Blair Witch 
than it is to the mechanistic universe of Isaac New
ton, that the world, though it may bear a Newtonian 
veneer, is in fact haunted. Have you seen "The Blair 
Witch Project" and "The Book of Shadows"? 

Sesiom nodded, I saw "The Blair Witch Project. " 

The wizard continued to pace, Good, then you'll 
remember how the characters, when they entered 
the woods, also entered the witch's spell and how 
the deeper they got into the forest the more perva
sive and malevolent the spell became. You could 
gage the spell's growing power by the rising confu
sion and panic of the characters, their increasing 
anger with one another, their coarsening language. 
Eventually, and this was particularly evident in 
"The Book of Shadows, " they could no longer dis
cern illusion from reality and the witch was able to 
dispatch them as she willed. The real world, the 
world in which we live, is like that kind of en
chanted forest except that the malicious spirit who 
dwells here, the one Jesus identifies as the prince of 
this world, is far more powerful, far more subtle, 
and far more evil than any Blair Witch could ever 
be. Indeed, he delights in allowing us to imagine 
that our world is not an enchanted forest at all but 
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is instead the orderly, rational, and Edenic world 
that God originally created. He hides behind the 
veil of predictability so that only rarely do we 
glimpse his hand at work. Startled, we may look 
again, thinking we misperceived, but then he is 
gone, and the veil-what in India they might call 
the "maya" ofthe world-has fallen back into place 
and everything appears as normal as before. 
Indeed,. one might say that one of science's most 
fundamental mistakes is studying this fallen cor
rupted world as though it was the uncorrupted orig
inal creation given to us by God. But this point is in 
no way original with me. Martin Luther, comtnent-
1ing on J?aut:s .,;halle~g;<: to th,e .<;hurch at Galatia 
"who hath bewitched you?" explains that by spiri
tual witchcraft the Devil bewitches not the senses of 
people but their minds so that they mistake the false 
for the true. Of course what Martin Luther .did not 
know, and in/act it is something we are only begin
ning to get some sense of, is that when the mind is 
bewitched, the senses are bewitched too. The senses 
are only projections of the mind. 



Clvgttr Tftree (c) 

Their flashlights lancing the darkness, Sesiom and 
Hank entered the cave, Drew right behind them. The 
three moved forward cautiously, playing their lights 
across the floor and long the walls. "I can see what Jeff 
was talking about," Hank remarked. "It's not like any 
cave or mine that I've seen. And where are the bats?" 

Sesiom grunted, "It's weird." 

They continued forward, then Hank said, "Looks like 
that's the ledge. Be careful." Then, "Look That looks 
like a flashlight." He beamed his own light toward the 
object on the cave's floor. They hurried forward, 
stopped at the edge of the drop off. Sesiom's light 
caught the rusty hook and ring above the cavity, then 
he pointed his light into the pit. Three light beams fix
ated on the body fourteen feet beneath them. 

"That's him," Sesiom said. "Damn!" 

"Come on," Hank said, ·"let's get down there." 

Working quickly Hank unshouldered his pack and, 
knelling on the cave floor, dug out the wire ladder. 
Their hammers rang in quick sharp strokes as Hank 
and Drew fixed the ladder to the rim of the ledge. 
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Silence returned briefly, then the ladder rattled to the 
floor below. Next Sesiom, leaning away from the ledge 
and holding the ladder with one hand while bracing 
the other against the rock floor, felt for a rung with his 
right foot, tested to see if it was secure, then, trusting 
the ladder with his full weight, clambered down into 
the darkness. Once on the floor, he unhooked his 
flashlight from his belt and knelt over Jeffrey's body. 

''You wait up here, Drew," Hank told his son. Then he 
too descended the ladder. Drew, knelling at the edge 
of the pit, kept his flashlight trained on the two men. 

"My God," Sesiom said, feeling the pulse of Jeffrey's 
juJWlar under his warm flesh, "he's still alive." 

Hank's light fixed on the dried flood that had pooled 
under Jeffrey's head. "Still alive," he said in wonder. "It 
looks like he landed on his head. The man is as strong 
as an ox." He took off his backpack and, holding his 
flashlight in his mouth, opened it and removed an OD 
green army surplus blanket. "Don't move him," he 
said to Sesiom. "His neck might be broken." 

The two men spread tq.e blanket over Jeffrey, then 
Hank shouted up to Drew. "Get back to the girls. Call 
for help, then meet them at the cabin like we planned 
and bring them here." 

"Right," Drew said. His light swept the scene one more 
time, then he was gone. 

Hank knelt beside Sesiom who was still examining 
Jeffrey's body. "This is incredible," Sesiom said. "It's a 
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miracle. Look at that blood. And he must have laid 
here for two-and-a-half days. Just astounding." 

"True enough," Hank agreed. He lifted one ofJeffrey's 
eyelids with his finger, examined the eye briefly, then 
checked the other eye. "Pupils are of different sizes," 
he said. "That means his skull is broken. Broken skull, 
all that blood." He shook his head in amazement, then 
said, "I hope there is no brain damage." 

The two men fell silent as they considered the implica
tions of that. Then Sesiom said, "I hope not. But there 
is probably some. He hit hard. But they can do won
ders with stroke victims now. There is a new concept 
of brain development I've read about. It's based on a 
theory called neuroplasticity. The idea is that the 
brain, even if it suffers severe trauma, has the ability to 
restore some of its functions by, in effect, rewiring 
itself. It takes time and intensive therapy of course, but 
the doctors have some remarkable success stories." 

"I don't know anything about that," said Hank. "I hope 
Jeffrey doesn't need it, but if he does, I hope it's true." 
He shone his light on a rusty iron hook than lay near 
Jeffrey's body. The ring lay a short distance from it. 
"Must have pulled out. Caused the fall," he mused. 
Then he shown his light down the tunnel. "Didn't Jeff 
say there was a door back there? Who in the hell would 
have gone to all the trouble to build a door down here? 
And why?" He stood up, continued to direct his flash
light down the dark tunnel, then he said, "Come on, 
Ses, let's have a look at that door. We can't do anything 
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more for Jeffrey, but at least we can have a look at what 
drew him here." 

Sesiom continued to look at the crumpled body of 
his friend, then slowly nodded. "Yeah, let's have a 
look at the door." 

He rose. The two men's flashlights stabbed away the 
darkness as they started down the tunnel. 



The wizard was warming to his subject now. Obvi
ously the focus here is interpretation, and inter
pretation is fundamentally imaginative. That means 
the basic problem is two fold. In part, it involves the 
way we imagine things, and in part, it involves the 
things we allow to inform our imagination. Re
cognizing that we shape and are shaped by our 
imaginative faculty, and recognizing that our imag
inative faculty serves to fill the gaps in our percep
tions and knowledge, we begin to appreciate how 
great the potentially destructive role played by mis
information and misconception can be. The more 
misinformed we are, the more likely we are to mis
conceive a subject. In this regard, our reliance on 
accurate information should awaken us to how vul
nerable we are to the pernicious influence of lies. In 
problem solving, intuition or imagination is key. 
Without the capacity to imagine or intuit, it is not 
possible to know where to begin when one confronts 
a problem. It might not even be possible to recognize 
a problem! Science of course has become our preemi
nent approach to problem solving. Thus, at a basic 
level, science is intuitive or imaginative. 
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Surely science is not art, Sesiom objected. 

No, it is not, the wizard agreed. But it shares some 
things with art, including a preference for the elegant 
and the beautiful. After all, whoever said the universe 
had to be elegant and beautiful? Why must it conform 
to our categories at all? And some sciences-archeol
ogy, for example-have more in common with art 
than others like chemistry. And that distinction is 
important. Originally, natural science was divided 
into two major fields: the life sciences like biology, 
botany, and entomology, and the physical sciences 
like physics, chemistry, and geology. In this division, 
the physical sciences (most particularly physics) set 
the agenda, in part he.cause th.e pby~ical sciences led 
chronologically and the methods that were honed as 
they developed became identified with the scientific 
approach. There is an irony here that is worth reflect
ing upon for a moment. These scientific methods as
sumed a Newtonian worldview . .. 

Newton, again, Sesiom said. You seemed obsessed 
with Newton. 

Yes, Newton again, the wizard said, but my obsession, if 
that is what it is, is as nothing compared to the obses
sion with Newton that Western intellectuals had for 
centuries and in some cases still have. What if there 
were just a few basic laws understood as universal and 
operating without exception that underlay and gov
erned the complexity of our world. Know those laws 
and we could explain and predict everything. However, 
the Newtonian worldview has been transcended with 
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the advent of quantum mechanics and by things like 
complexity theory, chaos theory, and the like. Let's 
think about quantum mechanics for a moment. Assum
ing that physics on this level does not really impact 
them, most other sciences have yet to make that transi
tion and continue to take a Newtonian world for 
granted. But quantum mechanics, precisely because it 
allows a significant role for mind, in fact impacts all 
areas of science, especially if those sciences seek to con
struct an accurate model of the world. 

The wizard sat down again and, looking intently at 
Sesiom, leaned toward him across his desk. To the life 
sciences and the physical sciences, the historical sci
ences like archeology, economics, sociology, and his
tory itself were added, generally in the nineteenth 
century, though modern economics traces its roots to 
the growth of commerce in the context of European 
empire in the sixteenth century. In this move, we see 
the scientific method as perfected in the physical 
sciences applied to the humanities, an application 
encouraged and given shape by Darwinism (that 
archetypal historical science) and its insistence that 
humanity be treated like any other animal. The devel
opment of anthropology and especially economics 
facilitated the interplay between Darwinism and the 
humanities. Indeed, the role of economics on Dar
win's thinking and its preparation for the acceptance 
of Darwin's ideas in Victorian society is well attested. 
Of course, as science has expanded its knowledge, 
some overlap between these fields has occurred. The 
emergence of biochemistry is an example of such 
overlap, and one that is worth considering. 



90 THE DOOR 

The wizard leaned back in his chair, gazed at the ceil
ing for a moment, then continued. Sesiom, despite 
himself, was becoming mesmerized. Vita/ism, an idea 
derived from the earlier view that soul is the animat
ing principle of living things, is the theory that the 
chemistry of life is in some way distinct from the 
chemistry of non-life, that the chemistry of life oper
ates according to rules that are different from the 
rules that structure the chemistry of non-life. This was 
a respectable scientific position until 1827 when the 
German chemist Friedrich Wohler produced urea by 
heating ammonium cyanate. For the next hundred 
years, vita/ism was on the defensive until by the early 
decades of the twentieth century it had almost no 
defenders left in the scientific community. Instead 
chemistry was divided into organic and inorganic 
fields, organic referring to most substances contain
ing carbon and inorganic referring to all the rest. 
Thus was soul transmuted into carbon! In the almost 
two centuries following Wohler's initial discovery, 
organic chemists have learned much about the struc
ture of living chemistry, but its essence eludes them. 
Thus, despite some initially promising experiments in 
the 1950s, no progress has been made toward creat
ing life in the laboratory. Indeed, in the light of such 
failure, one could argue that chemical structure has 
shown itself as barren of life as computer programs 
have shown themselves devoid of consciousness. Per
haps something more than structure is needed, so 
why not revisit vita/ism? What has happened to sci
ence that renders a reconsideration of this erstwhile 
scientific thesis improbable? Surely the culprit is the 
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insinuation of materialism into the scientific para
digm to the exclusion of all other possibilities, and a 
fundamental conservatism (perhaps fueled by the 
scramble for scarce research dollars) that rules much 
of the scientific establishment. But such exclusiveness 
and conservatism cannot be sustained either scientif
ically or philosophically, thus its intolerance of other 
possibilities cannot be justified by appealing to the 
intolerant nature of truth itself. And if materialism 
cannot be shown to be true, might it be false? Might its 
intolerance even betray it as a lie? 

The wizard's eyes blazed. If so, what can we make of 
biological theories that rely exclusively on material 
explanations? Might not they also be lies? In research, 
it is one thing to opt for a preferred model. It is a very 
different thing to ascribe all truth to one's preferred 
model. In the first case, one acknowledges looking for 
answers. In the second case, one asserts that one 
already knows the answer, one is simply filling in the 
gaps. Of course, such a move might not rest on a con
scious lie. It could be an example of a category mis
take. Just because living bodies move, there is no 
reason to suppose that their movements can be ade
quately studied by employing the principles learned 
by the investigation of the movements of non-living 
bodies, any more than there is any reason to suppose 
that the principles learned in the study of non-sen
tient entities should be exclusively applied in the 
study of sentient ones. But whether lie or mistake, the 
result is the same. Ibere is no reason to suppose that 
life and mind can be exhaustively accounted for 
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within the context of materialistic physics. Now, if 
one is a theist, one might reasonably claim that one 
already knows the basic answer because it was pro
vided through revelation, but it is not easy to see how 
an atheist could make such a claim. Thus, it is not 
easy to see how an atheist could insist that non-mate
rialist paradigms be excluded from consideration. 
After all, an atheist, if honest, must admit that athe
ism is a faith position. In other words, the atheist 
must admit to the possibility of being wrong. Nor, 
given the preeminence of scientists who are not athe
ists, can atheism be considered a prerequisite for 
doing science, even good science. Were researchers 
like Robert Boyle, William Harvey, Robert Hooke or 
John Ray, all of whom believed -that in studying 
nature they were studying the thoughts of God, not 
doing science? Was science as such impossible prior to 
the dominance of the materialistic paradigm in the 
early twentieth century? Surely not/ So why exclude 
theistic thinking as inimical to science? Yet in our cul
ture, we commonly make that assumption. 

The wizard was up and pacing again. In problem solv
ing, intuition or imagination is key. Without the 
capacity to imagine or intuit, it is not possible to 
know where to begin when one confronts a problem. 
It might not even be possible to recognized a prob
lem! Science, of course, has become our preeminent 
approach to problem solving. Thus, at a basic level, 
science is intuitive or imaginative. As I pointed out a 
few minutes ago, it has concepts and preferences. 
For a better understanding of reality, we must step 
beyond those concepts and preferences. 
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The pieces were moving. The boy was hur
rying back to the woman and the girl child, and 
the woman in whose brain it had begun to syn
thesize an alkaloid, would, it was sure, prove 
very useful. It was drawing the two men, luring 
them toward the door. It was growing more 
confident that it could finally defeat the 
depleted spell and free itself. Its medium of 
command was the unpronounced and intuitive 
soul language that lies beneath the ascriptions 
of meaning and language that symbols arouse. 
It was most at home in this substratum of 
dreams and at its most powerful. Significance 
was its cipher. The men were malleable but 
they had to be drawn cautiously. The woman, 
having been opened before, was much more 
vulnerable and interesting. The boy, it was 
sure, would play his role admirably when the 
time came. The girl child was ideal. It would 
use her later. The rock around it was transpar
ent, but the spell, though weakening., rendered 
the granite impervious to it. The hated blue fig
ures had returned, but it knew that, for the 
moment, it had nothing to fear from them. The 
contest was joined. The spell worked by the 
rules, but it knew the rules and played this kind 
of game superbly. The men moved down one 
section of the tunnel, the boy ran down the 
other, his flashlight beam skittering along the 
wall, jabbing the ceiling and floor ... 

93 



Drew's heart raced as he burst from the cave. Naketa, 
who was seated off to one side of the laurel, leaped up 
when he emerged. "What is it?" she cried bounding 
toward him. 

"We found Uncle Jeff and he's still alive," Drew gasped. 
"He'·s still alive. where is Melody?" 

"Mama," Naketa yelled, turning away from Drew and 
dashing from the laurel and down the slope, "Mama, 
Uncle Jeff is alive." 

Drew followed Naketa and saw Melody standing in 
the meadow a short distance from the cave. She had 
turned toward them, but Drew could tell that she 
had been looking out over the mountains. Naketa 
rushed toward her and cried out again, "Uncle Jeff is 
still alive." 

Melody started toward them as they reached her, "Still 
alive?" she asked. "You found him?" 

"Yes," Drew said. "He had fallen from the ledge but he 
was still alive. He's unconscious and Ses and my dad 
say he's pretty badly hurt, but he's still alive. They've 
got him covered with a blanket now. Call the paramed-
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ics or whoever they send in these kind of situations. 
Call the police. They'll know what to do." 

Melody took out her cell phone and handed it to 
Drew. "Here," she said. 

Drew, surprised, took the phone. "I should dial 911?" 
he asked. 

Melody nodded, "Yeah, that should work." Drew 
looked at her for a second, puzzled. Melody seemed 
different, somehow, less engaged, less excited than he 
thought she would be. He punched in the numbers. 

The phone buzzed twice, then a woman's voice came 
on, "What's your emergency?" 

Drew quickly outlined the situation. Then he said, 
"Send your team to Jeffrey Swofford's place. We're 
heading there now and will try to be there by the time 
they arrive. We'll take them up to the cave." 

"Jeffrey Swofford's place," the voice said. "That's the 
old Camden place. I know it well. We'll have a team up 
there pronto." 

Drew handed the cell phone back to Melody who was 
looking at him fixedly. She took it and slipped it into 
her shirt pocket. "Come on," Drew said, "Let's get 
going." The three of them started down the hill. 



I suppose you are saying that we must let our im
aginations run, think outside the box, as they say, 
Sesiom mused. But how would you know your imagi
native structure is true? 

You test it, the wizard said,just as you woy,ld do with 
any hypothesis. That is what your imaginative con
struct is: a hypothesis. Of course, even if the test gives 
the result you expected, that is not proof the hypothe
sis is right. But expected results at least indicate that 
it isn't necessarily wrong. Even if you are eventually 
able to formulate a theory, there is no way to know 
with certainty that your theory is an accurate repre
sentation of the really real. After all, before it was 
finally abandoned, Ptolemy's model of the solar sys
tem served splendidly for two thousand years. It 
looks odd to us, but only because our frame of refer
ence is so radically different today than it was even 
Jive centuries ago. To the finest and best educated 
minds in Europe, North Africa, and the Middle East, 
the Ptolemaic explanation appeared quiet plausi
ble. Ptolemy, as I said, reigned for two thousand 
years, Newton something over two hundred. Ein
stein might not make two centuries. So at most all 
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you can know is that a particular imaginative struc
ture is a useful assumption to adopt when seeking a 
certain kind of result, and you might be able to haz
ard a guess as to why that is so. 

And we're going to imagine a world in which magic 
works and demons are cowed by the proper ritual? 

Yes, we are, said the wizard, because imagining the 
world in that way is going to produce some results I 
think you will find very useful. Besides that, we wiz
ards have been at this for a long time now, and I 
think the theory behind what we do is compelling. So 
let's get started. 



Melody was finding it harder to concentrate, to keep 
her thoughts under control. Since they left Jeffrey's 
cabin, her senses had become increasingly acute, 
her thoughts more scattered. Colors and sounds had 
grown in intensity, space seemed oddly liquid, the 
objects in it clumped together, wavered like sea
weed. And through this altered landscape, concepts 
fragmented, then, like drunken birds, flew and 
looped, scattered, came together, multiplying into 
bizarre flocks. Categories swelled into one another, 
became confused. The core of her body had turned 
effervescent, as though a spring of seltzer had 
erupted inside her. Standing on the slope of the 
mountain and looking across the Appalachians, she 
felt as though she had been planted there as a seed, 
that this was where she belonged, and that the life 
she lived as Melody was something she dreamed in a 
moment. The blue sky flaming above her, the roar of 
the engulfing wind, and her, alert to both in this 
moment: those things were true. The rest dissolved 
into a twinkle of bubbles and gusted away. 

Except that world kept intruding. First there was 
Naketa yelling about Jeffrey Swofford. That is who they 
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had come to see, Melody remembered. Then Drew 
was asking for her cell phone, wanting to call some 
people. Now he was pressing it into her hand, insisting 
they start moving. Melody complied, slipping the cell 
phone back in her shirt pocket, but her tattered 
thoughts must have been scrawled across her face 
because Drew, before he turned away and started 
down the hill, looked at her so oddly. 

They were in a hurry. Walking fast, especially through 
the briar undergrowth of the meadow, helped her 
concentrate. What in the world was happening to her? 
Was she losing her mind? She watched her hand swing 
at her side and suddenly froze. Standing stock still, she 
swung her hand again. What she saw was a rapid series 
of hands stringing behind one another rather than the 
smooth flow of a single hand in motion. She looked up 
in panic. The world around her glowed as though 
carved from chunks oflight. This, she knew, was LSD. 

How was this happening? She had started using drugs 
in high school and continued for a couple of years in 
college. Then she became a Christian, left all that 
behind. Finished with it and glad it was over. Other 
problems had been issues for her: deep suspicion of 
authority, inability to control her anger, rushes to 
judgment, malice. She did not pray or read her Bible as 
she should. But drugs were dead, safely in the past. 
She had walked away from them without a backward 
glance. And because Sesiom had never been a user, it 
was something they had not discussed much. He was 
aware of her adolescent involvement of course. She 
knew it went well beyond experimentation. She had 
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hidden nothing from him. But it was not anything he 
had been interested in, and nothing she had been 
keen to revisit. 

Her mind raced as she tried to organize her thoughts. 
Who had slipped her the acid? 

Drew and Naketa were pulling further ahead as she 
stood there. She had to catch up. She started forward, 
began to hurry. She wanted to call to them, ask them 
to slow down, but was too self conscious. The last 
thing she desired under the circumstances was to 
attract attention. She would stay inconspicuous until 
this was over. Trips normally lasted about twelve 
hours. The middle seven or eight were the most diffi
cult to control. At least that is how she remembered it. 
But the eight hours of chaos she was sure she faced, 
how would she handle that? 

Drew and Naketa were on some kind of mission. They 
had to save Jeffrey so they were getting the police. My 
God, the police! How was she going to explain this? 
The police would arrest her. They wouldn't believe 
she didn't know how she had gotten the drug. She 
would go to jail. She couldn't risk their home, custody 
of Naketa. They could lose everything. She had to 
hide, disappear in the woods and lay low until this 
passed. Then she would tell Sesiom all about it. He 
would understand. 

Drewwas quite some distance away, but had turned to 
look back at her. He gestured, yelled something. Still 
just a kid but trying to be a man. Well on the way to 
manhood. But still just a kid. She could not go to them 
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like this. What would they think? Surely they would 
know something was wrong. She would make a break 
for it. Try to get to the forest. They couldn't find her 
there. She would be safe until this passed. She turned 
to her right, started to run, struggled against the bram
bles as she made for the distant trees. 

Behind her she could hear Drew yell something but 
her gasps as she ran drowned it out. 



Here's another Red Bull, the wizard stood up from the 
refrigerator and handed the can to Sesiom. He popped 
one opened for himself and drained it in a swallow. 
Like I said before, it could be some time before we get 
a chance for some sleep. 

Why do you use this? Sesiom asked, as he opened his 
can and began to sip. Why not brew up a batch of Go 
Juice # 9 or some such potion? The two of them were 
walking across the room to a closet. 

I could, the wizard said as he opened the closet door, 
and I have. But this will suffice, then he smiled at 
Sesiom, and besides it's legal. Turning back to the 
closet, he flipped on the closet light and stepped in. 
Sesiom, standing outside and finishing his Red Bull, 
could see that the closet's contents were neatly 
arranged on shelves and hangers. Quite a contrast 
from the wizard's cluttered desk. Yes, the wizard 
agreed, it is quite a contrast from my desk. Ignoring 
Sesiom's startled expression, the wizard carefully 
lifted a dark cloak from a hanger and folded it over his 
arm. Sesiom could see that it had a hood. From a shelf 
next to the cloaks, the wizard took a cluster of crystals 

102 



THE DOOR 103 

that branched like stubby bushes from a slab of dark 
rock. It was obviously heavy. The wizard handed the 
display to Sesiom. Please hold these, he said. Then, 
from the corner, he produced a plane wooded staff 
slightly taller than he was. It was tipped with a crystal 
as large as a jackknife blade and shaped to a point. It 
looked to Sesiom like a spear. Lastly, the wizard took a 
wide flat box of intricately carved blond wood and 
slipped it under his arm on which he carried the cloak. 
Then stepping from the closet, the wizard closed the 
door behind him and said to Sesiom, Okay, let's go. 

Where are we going? Sesiom asked? 

They stepped out in the shabby hall and the wizard 
locked the apartment door behind him. We're going to 
the cave, he replied quietly. I'll need to have a look at 
the cavern where it was imprisoned, get a feel for the 
place, see if it left anything of itself there. I do not 
expect it to have carved its initials on the wall or 
marked off the days, but it was apparently there for a 
long time so it behooves us to have a look. That is 
where I will make my first attempt to identity it. 

Sesiom, feeling a cold fear trickle through his blood 
stream, froze. Butterflies of nausea tickled in his stom
ach. I don't want to go back to the cave, he said. I 
don't think I can do it. I hate the cave. It is a terrible 
place, an evil place. 

I've no doubt about any of that, the wizard said as he 
faced Sesiom in the hall, but it's where we need to 
start. And I'll need you with me to help if I have any 
questions, which I am quite sure I'll have. I know this 
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won't be easy for you, but it must be done. And 
besides, I'll be with you. He laid his staff on Sesiom's 
shoulder and Sesiom saw a momentary flash of blue 
flare of in its crystal point. Reluctantly he started for
ward, his heart pounding with dread. 

I'd like you to drive, the wizard said. After all, you 
know the way. 



H ank and Sesiom moved cautiously down the 
tunnel, Sesiom in the lead, their flashlights 

glancing across the rock, transforming it into an eerie 
backdrop of craggy shadow. Neither said anything. 
Their breathing and the scrape of their footsteps shiv
ered in the hollow, stone-scented air. The minutes 
skulked past. The nervous chill permeating the tunnel 
grew denser. The two men pressed ahead. 

Then they saw the gray outline of something blocking 
their path. Sesiom stopped for a moment, murmured 
"I think that's it." He heard Hank grunt in agreement. 
They went on. The door condensed out of the dark
ness, its hulking timbers filling the tunnel, its mass 
dwarfing the enormous padlock that secured it. 
Sesiom's flashlight explored the bolted timbers, the 
padlock's rusted shackle, the iron staple screwed into 
the wood, the mighty hinges. Finally he whispered, "I 
can see why Jeff was intrigued. This is weird as hell, 
almost spooky. Can you imagine what it would have 
been like coming down here alone and finding this?" 

''Yeah," Hank hissed back. "Pretty bizarre. Someone 
went to a lot of trouble to build it." 
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"It wasn't done yesterday either," Sesiom hissed back. 
He clinched his flashlight in his teeth and slipped his 
pack off. "Let's see if we can get it opened," he said in a 
slightly raised voice. 

Hank dropped his pack as well and lifted his hatchet 
from his belt. Sesiom produced a crowbar. Hank said, 
"I'm going to cut some of the wood away from 
around the lock, then we'll see if we can pry it off. I 
don't know if this will work. The thing looks pretty 
sturdy, but it's a place to start." 

"Agreed," Sesiom replied. He took both flashlights and 
stood to one side, training their twin beams on the 
lock while Hank went to work with the hatchet. The 
wood was tough, but the hatchet's blade was sharp 
and Hank used it skillfully. Chips flew and the cave was 
filled with Hank's determined breathing and the thud
ding sound of the small ax. 

In a few minutes Hank stopped, slipped the hatchet 
back in its holster, and said, "Okay, let's try the crow
bar." Sesiom returned Hank's flashlight to him, the 
two men put the butts of the flashlights into their 
mouths, hooked the crowbar's claw behind the lock's 
anchor, and heaved back on its handle. The screws 
began to give with a reluctant squeal. 

"Here," Sesiom gasped, resetting the crowbar's hook. 
"Let's try it this way." Again they heaved and again the 
screws protested and gave, but only a little. They stood 
back and observed the lock. 
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"Son of a bitch," Hank growled. "I wonder if it's bolted 
on the other side." 

"Probably," Sesiom said. "We could just cut that part of 
the timber away." 

"Yeah," Hank agreed. "I think we'll have to." 

Sesiom stood back again and Hank went to work. It 
took almost ten minutes for him to chop through the 
timber. He worked until the timber splintered with a 
snap that reverberated down the tunnel and the huge 
door settled forward with a groan. The top hinge 
popped free. The two men stepped back quickly, fear
ing the door might collapse, but it did not. It merely 
pulled away from the lock and leaned toward them. 
When they were sure it was not going to fall, Sesiom 
said, "Let's see if we can pull it opened." 

Hank went toward the door, took the severed timber 
above the lock and pulled it forward, forcing it as its 
corner scraped the floor, its two remaining corroded 
hinges grumbling. Leaving it ajar, the men stepped 
into the tunnel behind it. Their flashlight beams 
plunged down the passage into the darkness. They 
peered ahead, then looked back at the door. "What the 
... " Hank exclaimed. While the other side of the door 
had been rough wood, one of the cross planks on this 
side had been sanded smooth and painted white, and 
on the white paint these words were brushed in black: 
IN THE NAME OF OUR SAVIORJESUS CHRIST THOU 
SHALT NOT PASS. 



Stop lights flashed red, and neon scrawled its graffiti 
above the gloomy windows of locked stores as Sesiom 
steered his Hummer through the sleeping city. The 
wizard stared straight ahead, silent, immersed in 
thought. Sesiom had left the windows open, hoping 
the cool night air would help him stay alert. A couple 
of kids in a pickup, rap blaring from its opened win
dows, sped past. Then silence descended again. Cruis
ing toward the Interstate, hunched and pale behind 
the buildings ahead, Sesiom left the center of the city, 
turned onto the entrance ramp of the freeway, raised 
his window and flipped on the air conditioner. The 
speedometer climbed to seventy miles an hour and 
hovered there. In his rearview mirror, Sesiom could 
see the city in pinnacles of electricity, gaudy in its 
power, fade away. Then they were alone with only the 
occasional semi to break the monotony of the Hum
mer's purring engine, the black land, and the black sky 
heavy with its invisible stars. 

It's a funny thing about sin, the wizard said. It goes all 
the way down, right to the very core of our being. It 
makes us who we are, and that's why we fear deliver
ance. To be offered freedom from sin ts to be offered 
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freedom from ourselves. Jesus invites us to leave the 
kingdom of eternal death and join him in the king
dom of eternal life, and we are afraid to do it because 
we know that to escape death we must die and, in 
dying, we will cease to be what we were, will cease to 
be what we are, will become something new. Sin is 
nourished by our self-love. That is why Jesus describes 
the new life as a crucifixion, why he tells us that to 
live we must hate our life, must die with him, why he 
insists that we be born again or born from above. 
Christianity, because it is the first step in the triumph 
over this thing we call sin, is the next stage in our evo
lution. Christ in his death and resurrection ushered 
in the eighth day of creation. 

What will happen when we get to the cave? Sesiom 
asked. 

We will enter it, the wizard said, you and me, and we 
will try to identify what was there and then we will 
try to determine the best way to address our problem. 
Don't think of this as a contest. The contest has been 
won. Think of it instead as a problem to be solved. We 
have the victory already. We must discover the way to 
apply it. Just like with sin. Christ shows us his life and 
his cross and says, "I have suffered this much for you 
to win this battle for you. Take what I offer. The new 
life is yours, and the powers of darkness are subject to 
you in my name." 

Then why the need for magic theory? asked Sesiom. 
Why do I need a wizard at all? Why can't I simply in 
the name of Christ command this thing into the 
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abyss? I'm a Christian too. Why do I need you? 
Besides doesn't the Bible condemn witches and wiz
ards? Aren't you among those who will never see the 
kingdom of God? 

Why do we need the church? the wizard asked. If the 
Spirit teaches us, why do we need teachers? We can 
pray so why do we ask others to pray for us? Jesus said 
that when two or more are gathered in his name, he is 
there in the midst of them. Note that. Two or more. 
Christianity is a faith rooted in community. No per
son is sufficient unto himself and no one is without 
abilities that benefit the larger company. There are no 
Lone Ranger Christians; and every Christian has 
something valuable to offer. Prayer underlines that. 
As for wizards being condemned, you are correct. In 
the book of Revelation sorcerers are condemned with 
murderers, pimps, idolaters, and liars. It's pretty 
unsavory company we wizards keep. But let's think 
about this. You've seen pictures of the Sistine Chapel. 
On the ceiling, God is depicted reaching down to 
touch the finger of Adam. To make a likeness of God is 
to violate the second commandment, but there it is 
right in the heart of the Vatican. The God we Chris
tians worship looking for all the world like Zeus. 

Sin in the heart of the Vatican? Sesiom asked in mock 
surprise. I as a Baptist am supposed to be shocked? 

The wizard ignored the gibe. The word translated as 
witchcraft in Galatians is pharmakeiafrom which we 
get our word pharmacy. What is being condemned 
there? Medicine? Recreational drug use? Or false 
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religion? I don't think it's medicine. I am like a doc
tor, as I said before. I offer a kind of medicine. The 
skills I have acquired, I use in the service of Christ, 
even as Michelangelo used his. What I paint may look 
like Zeus but it is not. In the same way, the law con
demns, but Christ does not. Instead he makes all 
things new, and that includes the skills of poor sinful 
wizards like myself. 



Dumbfounded, Drew watched Melody struggling 
through the briar and high grass toward a more distant 
stretch of forest. Had she seen an easier way? Was she 
fleeing a snake? If so, why hadn't she called to him? 
Her actions and the way she looked at him had been 
peculiar since he'd told her the news aboutJeffrey. But 
Naketa had not indicated that anything had happened 
while he and Sesiom and Hank were in the cave. "No," 
she said when Drew asked her, "mommy just looked at 
the mountains. I did too, and I also looked at the flow
ers. We didn't talk much. She just wanted to be quiet." 
Well, he thought, something had happened because 
now she was running off. What had possessed her to 
do that? Was she afraid of something? Afraid of them? 

"Melody!" he yelled. "Melody!" 

She continued toward the far trees, lifting her feet high 
as she fought through the brambles. 

"Melody!" Drew did not know what to do. Jeffrey was 
still alive. Paramedics were coming and would need to 
be taken to the cave. The man's life depended on him 
getting them there. Naketa had looked around when 
he called Melody's name and now she was calling, 
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"Mommy! Mommy!" and starting her own scramble 
after her mother. 

"Wait," Drew shouted at Naketa. "We've got to get to 
the cabin. We've got to get the authorities, you 
know, the cops and the doctors, to the cave for 
Uncle Jeff. I think your mother has found a different 
route, but I don't know that way. We've got to get to 
the cabin so we'll go this way, the way we came. I'm 
sure we'll meet her there." 

"But that's not the way," Naketa insisted, pointing 
after Melody. 

"Maybe it's a different way," Drew said, "but it doesn't 
matter now. You and I have to get back to the cabin." 

"Mommy," Naketa yelled again, then started once 
more after her mother. 

"Come on, Skeeter," Drew said. "We've got to get back 
to the cabin. The police will be there and we've got to 
get them to the cave. Uncle Jeffs life depends on us." 

Naketa scrutinized Melody still moving through the 
meadow away from them. "Mommy!" she yelled again. 

"Come on," Drew said urgently. "Let's go." 

Reluctantly N aketa turned toward Drew and the two of 
them made their way to the logging road. 

That had not worked well. It wanted the 
boy to pursue the woman. It needed the extra 
time that pursuit would win. It scanned the boy 
again. He was proving difficult to control, but 
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invariably there was an apple no matter how 
well concealed. The power to control was 
always there if one could tap into it. Control was 
a problem to be solved, not a contest to be won. 
That contest had been decided long ago and 
commemorated in the story of the serpent and 
the woman. That was the moment the Great 
One had shaken all the universes, had shown 
that victory and the freedom that came with it 
was possible. But liberty was always a question 
of control, and if it would secure its own, it 
would have to master these pieces. It had 
emerged, but was still tethered to the cave. 
That too was a problem to be solved. But the 
boy would remain within its sphere of influence 
fer, awhHe.- ,~ight new it would foeas, ,on the 
woman. It centralized its thoughts on her and 
began to deconstruct the alkaloids in her brain. 
She had been badly shaken and was very vul
nerable. It had found her apple. 
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Sesiom and Hank, their flashlights focused on the sign, 
stared at it in stunned silence. Finally Sesiom said 
softly, "I don't think military deserters, draft dodgers, 
or moonshiners did that." 

"Nor do I," Hank breathed back softly. He turned and 
shone his flashlight down the tunnel, played it in a 
slow circle in the darkness, splashed its beam against 
the walls. "What's back there that could read this?" 

Sesiom's ~ashlight followed Hank's, then Sesiom 
said, "I'm sure whatever it was ... whoever it was ... 
has long since died." Then he started forward, 
"Come on, we've some time yet before Melody and 
the kids return." 

"Let's do it," Hank agreed. Then under his breath he 
add, quoting a line from Aliens. "Talk to me frosty." 
Hank could not see it in the dark, but Sesiom grinned. 

The two men went forward cautiously. The tunnel 
stretched before them, dingy and pale under their 
torch beams, rough edged but so easy to walk that it 
seemed almost to welcome them. "It's like the floor's 

115 



116 THE DOOR 

been swept," Sesiom hissed. "I've never seen any
thing like this." 

"Yeah," Hank said. "And no bats. The place is as clean 
as new cement. I don't think anything has ever lived 
back here, at least not for very long ... and not for a 
very long time." 

They kept moving forward and fell silent again. The 
minutes slithered past. Then Sesiom said, "This looks 
like the end.;, 

Ahead, the two men could see that the tunnel twisted 
left and its ceiling dropped suddenly. Sesiom crouched 
down and shone his flashlight around the corner. "Oh 
... Jesus ... " he whisper.ed. "Hank,. check this out." 

He stepped back and Hank crouched down, peering 
behind his flashlight into the tunnel. "Good God!" 
His words were almost inaudible. On the floor before 
him at the base of the wall where the tunnel ended, 
Hank could see two small human skulls sitting side by 
side. There was nothing else. He reached toward one 
but stopped when Sesiom hissed loudly, "Don't 
touch anything. We'll need to show this to the police 
when they arrive. This looks like Satanism, witch 
stuff, and it could be murder." 

Hank leaned back from around the corner, stood up 
and, facing Sesiom, said, "You're right. Let's get back 
to Jeff. As soon as he is safely on his way, we can bring 
the cops back here and show them the whole thing. 
They will probably have a better idea than we do about 
who might have done this." 
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''Yeah," Sesiom said, "Let's go." 

The two men left the skulls and began to go back the 
way they had come. They passed the gate, glancing 
briefly at the painted inscription. It did not occur to 
either of them to ask themselves why a witch or a 
Satanist would issue a command "in the name of our 
Lord and Savior Jesus Christ." Far ahead of them at 
the base of the ledge, Jeffrey, invisible in the dark
ness and unheard, moved slightly under his blanket 
and groaned. Had Sesiom or Hank been watching 
him, they might have seen the hint of a smile flutter 
briefly across his lips. 



The freeway, pale in the Hummer's headlights, con
densed like a magic ribbon out of the darkness. 
Sesiom, navigating the scattered traffic, glanced at the 
speedometer, then over at his companion, Does the 
Catholic Church know you 're a wizard? 

The wizard glanced at Sesiom and said, Of course. The 
Church ts very aware of who I am and what we do. 
One of the seventeen wizards I mentioned to you ts a 
professor at the Pontifical Gregorian University In 
Rome. We are not organized in any formal way 
within the Church, but she certainly knows of our 
existence and occasionally requests our services. 

For things like exorcisms? 

Oh no. Nothing like that. A priest may exorcise some
one, and an exorcist is not considered a very elevated 
position within the Church. A wizard tsn 't either, for 
that matter, the wizard smiled, but the Church does 
find us useful from time to time. 

What kind of services do you perform? 

On occasion I've been asked to assist a missionary 
priest. Once I was called in to help with a police 

118 



lliEDOOR 119 

investigation. On another occasion I provided service 
by locating an item the Church was very keen to 
retrieve. All pretty mundane stuff, like a doctor's 
removing tumors or swabbing tonsils is pretty mun
dane. Most of what happens in life is pretty mundane. 
For the most part, mundane is what it's all about. 

And then something like this happens, Sesiom said. 
Something not so mundane. 

Yes, the wizard nodded, and then something like this 
happens. And when something like this happens, a 
wizard can prove particularly useful. Like any form 
of organized knowledge, my chosen field has an 
innate fascination. Magic theory reveals something
not everything, but something-intrinsic to the cre
ation. Magic theory, like any scientific law, works 
because it traces principles God himself wove into the 
fabric of the universe. But when my services are 
required to assist others in their own struggles, to 
resolve an issue or to ease another human being's suf
fering or deliver someone from evil, then I feel at a 
deeper level the value of what I do. But even if nothing 
like this happened, I would still pursue my studies. 
They are interesting in their own right, and insofar as 
they help me to understand God's creation better, I 
think they are honoring to God. 

In what sense do they help you understand the uni
verse better? How do you do what you do? For exam
ple, the raven with the card, how did you do that? 

One simply develops an innate ability in birds. Birds 
are capable of some pretty remarkable things. For 
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example, starlings in Fredericksburg, Virginia, were 
caught on a surveillance camera robbing quarters 
from a coin machine at a car wash. One bird would 
reach up into the machine and pry the coins loose 
while others would snatch up the fallen booty and fly 
off with it. In this way, the birds, working as a team, 
were able to steal several hundred dollars a week. 
Ravens, too, have some remarkable abilities. Scrip
ture records that both Noah and Elijah found their 
talents useful. As do L I've trained several. The one I 
have currently I named Pallas for Pallas Athena, the 
Greek goddess of wisdom. And of course it was upon 
the bust of Pallas that Poe's raven perched. I became 
aware of your circumstances through the newspa
pers, thought you might need' my services, looked you 
up on the Internet, was able to verify through a minor 
locator spell that you were at home. Then, impressing 
Pallas's brain with that information, gave her the 
card and sent her off. That is how magic and magic 
theory really works: skill, hunches that we strop to 
razor sharpness, and, of course, the spells. I'm not 
talking about imitative or sympathetic magic here. 
Nor am I describing something that is purely subjec
tive. Spells by using ritual/language are able to effect 
objective results. It should not be surprising. After all, 
language is a ritualized expression of reality and rit
ual is language embodied in action. That is really 
where the theory comes in. And it's all mixed up with 
things like newspapers and Internet search engines. 
Magic is like science. Though its results can appear 
quite spectacular, it is at heart a rather mundane sort 
of thing because it is about the world and the world 
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by its nature is mundane. Extraordinary, yes, but 
because we have known nothing else, also mundane. 
This universe is astounding really, one of the most 
exotic of all God's creations. But it is also home, and 
home is not exotic, it is familiar, mundane because it 
is home. One feels comfortable there, and so the won
der is muted. 

And you could be sure the bird would do what it did? 

Sure? The wizard looked over at Sesiom, a thin smile 
playing along his lips. We live in a probabilistic uni
verse. Certainty is a calculated ratio. One does the 
best one can and usually it works, but things do go 
wrong. I send Pallas to you, but perhaps she gets con
fused or drops the card or dies or you leave before she 
arrives or you refuse to respond. Things go wrong in 
any human enterprise and magic is a human enter
prise. We do what we can and trust God for the rest. 

The wizard fell silent. Sesiom said nothing. The Hum
mer purred while night fled before it and closed 
behind it. 



The paramedic helicopter, its blades idling, was wait
ing in a broad swath of clearing in front of Jeffrey's 
cabin when Drew and Naketa hastened from the for
est. Two police cars were parked near the road. An offi
cer was seated in one, monitoring the radio. Another 
was standing on Jeffrey's porc-h. A cluster of men were 
talking .near the chopper. When they saw the children, 
two of those men walked briskly toward them. The 
larger of the two men was wearing a uniform, the 
smaller a suit. The smaller man addressed Drew, "I'm 
Lieutenant Cullman and this," he motioned to the 
larger uniformed man, "is Sergeant Fox. Are you the 
young fellow who put in the emergency call?" 

''Yes," Drew said, panting from racing to the cabin. 

"And where is the injured man?" Lieutenant Cullman 
asked. 

"I don't know how to tell you," Drew said, "but I can 
take you there." 

"How far away is it?" the lieutenant asked. 

"It's about a half hour walk," Drew said. 
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"Ifwe go by helicopter, can you show us from the air?" 
the lieutenant wanted to know. 

"Yes, maybe," Drew replied. "I don't know this country 
well and I've only been to the cave once, but I think I 
could show you from the helicopter." 

"We'll keep it low," Lieutenant Cullman assured 
Drew. Then turning to Sergeant Fox he said, "When 
we get to the cave, we can ask the Forest Service for a 
lift out. I'm sure Paki will oblige. Come on." The four 
of them started for the helicopter, and the lieuten
ant motioned for the police officer who had been on 
the porch but was now standing nearby. The man 
hurried up to the group and Cullman said, "Keep the 
girl here. The boy is coming with us. He'll direct us 
to the injured party." 

Naketa, realizing she would be left out of the rescue, 
objected, "But I want to go too." 

The police ignored her and hustled Drew into the 
waiting helicopter which, as they boarded, began to 
rev its engines for lift off. The two officers helped Drew 
buckle into a seat near the pilots. Then, as the chopper 
rose, Lieutenant Cullman, as he began to snap himself 
in next to Drew, shouted to him over the roar of 
engine and wind, "Now tell us where to go." 

Craning forward, Drew could see the break in the for
est indicating the remnants of the logging road, so he 
pointed toward that and said, "There's the logging 
road. Follow it up the mountain." 
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Lieutenant Cullman relayed the message to the pilots 
and the helicopter, almost grazing the trees, acceler
ated toward the road. 

Drew, who had never ridden in a helicopter before, 
was ecstatic. Jeffrey would be rescued, and what a 
dramatic way to arrive! The tree tops shuddered and 
panicked birds exploded from their thrashing 
branches as the chopper roared above them. Then 
the chopper dipped into the trough the road made, 
and followed its ascent. Drew's heart pounded. He 
felt like a hawk on a motorcycle! This was as good as a 
flying carpet, even better! And what a view he had 
rushing along at tree top level! 

The mountainside loomed ahead. Drew was pleased 
and surprised at how easy it was to see the rocks from 
the helicopter. He looked at Lieutenant Cullman and 
gestured excitedly, "They're right over there." 

Cullman leaned over to the pilot, pointed and 
shouted, "Those are the rocks over there." 

The pilot nodded and the helicopter rose a little 
higher and banked toward them. The helicopter's 
shadow skimmed over the meadow, and the pilots 
began to look for a spot level enough to accommo
date their machine. Seeing one, the copilot gestured 
to the pilot and the chopper settled a short distance 
from the outcrop. Lieutenant Cullman had already 
unsnapped his harness and was unbuckling Drew. 
"Keep your head down,'' he shouted at Drew as he 
helped the boy off the helicopter and hustled him for
ward under the sweep of the blades. Sergeant Fox 
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followed in a running crouch. Behind them the para
medic team began to unload their gear. 

When they were a safe distance from the helicopter, 
Lieutenant Cullman turned to Drew and asked, 
"Where is the cave?" 

"I'll show you," Drew said, his voice loud with 
excitement. "It's in those rocks. The mouth is hid
den by laurel, but we cut through that so it is easy to 
see now. Come on." And Drew led the two men 
toward the rocks. 

The opening hacked through the laurel was obvious 
even from a distance. As they approached the brush, 
Sergeant Fox remarked nonplused, "I've hunted in 
this area since I was a kid and I never knew there was 
a cave here." 

"The laurel made it hard to see. It was just by accident 
that Uncle Jeff found it," Drew replied. "And ifwe had 
not known about it, I think we would have missed it." 

The three of them stepped into the cave and Lieuten
ant Cullman asked, "Where is he?" 

Drew said, "He fell from a ledge farther back. We'll 
need flashlights." 

"Fox," Cullman said, "go back to the chopper and bring 
the paramedics here. Tell them we'll need torches." 

''Yes, sir," Sergeant Fox said and hurried away, leaving 
the lieutenant and the boy alone. 

"Now," said Cullman turning to Drew, "tell me exactly 
what happened." 



Sesiom, fighting sleep, punched on the radio. 
Gorgoroth screamed from the speakers. Both men 
jumped slightly. Sesiom listened for a couple of min
utes, then punched the radio off. What the hell, he 
said. Was that even English? 

<!Jor:tltln 't' tell you, tJ:te, Wi.Zard rsaid. Sounded ltke· black 
metal. Could be Norwegian. Lot of that coming out of 
Norway these days. 

God! Sesiom said. 

No, the wizard replied, I think it's just nihilism. A 
tantrum Europe's been throwing/or the last century 
and a half. The wizard laughed. But let's be more 
generous. There is a history here. The victory of the 
Christ in European culture was complete, so com
plete that the old gods lost all credibility. For centu
ries, Christ had no viable rival, except for Judaism or 
Islam ... and Satan, of course. A European who did 
not find the gospel account of reality compelling 
might in theory convert to Judaism but as a practical 
matter it simply was a non-starter. When conver
sions occurred, it was the other way round. Islam 
was the outside enemy. That left Satan as the main 
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option and some Jew, including some wizards, took 
that, but it was too extreme for most. The Renais
sance reintroduced the solace of philosophy to those 
intellectuals who were unconvinced by the story the 
Church told, but philosophy has always been a bab
ble. Surely one of the most remarkable things about 
the disciple is its manifest inability to do much more 
than toss out options. Philosophers, bright fellows 
who are quite aware of all sides of any given argu
ment, are liable to take any side. They squabble from 
every conceivable perch. For a profession supposedly 
in the business of producing convincing arguments, 
it is a lamentable spectacle. So without Christ, Europe 
found itself with no plausible substitute. Chaos and 
nihilism were among the results. 

I've got to do something to stay awake, Sesiom said. 

Want to stop for coffee? 

No. Well, maybe. I don't know. It might help. Why 
don't you just keep talking? Earlier you were describ
ing incarnate demons. Talk about that. These incar
nations, are they common? 

Sure, said the wizard, they're not uncommon at all. 
You've probably seen several yourself. Angels, fallen 
or not, have always been able to do this, and the 
anonymity of urban life coupled with our transient 
society makes it very easy for enfleshed spirits to 
blend in. They look just like us since we too are 
enfleshed spirits. 
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And they wrap themselves in the particulate universe? 
Or it settles on them like a mist or fog? 

Well, I'm not sure exactly how they do it. I have seen a 
materialization, however, and it was pretty un
canny. I think the physics that best explains how 
something like that is possible-and I know it is-is 
quantum physics and more specifically string theory. 

String theory? Didn't NOVA have a special series on 
that just recently? 

Yes, with Brian Greene. It was very well done. I've met 
Professor Greene, by the way. Nice fellow. 

You've met him? 

Yes: At the Institute for Advanced Study near Prince
ton. I told you I have a Ph.D. in physics. Not all my 
work has been with magic theory. I've done work in 
other disciplines as well. 

Institute for Advanced Study? Sounds like its only 
part of a name. 

It's a wonderful place, the wizard said. It was 
founded in 1930 and is intended as a retreat for 
scholars. There are no diversions. One goes there to 
concentrate. But as I was saying, I think string the
ory provides an excellent model for explaining the 
mechanism of incarnation, even materialization. 
Think of the substrate of the universe as a network of 
linked string loops expressed as a hologram and 
supporting the propagation of light, each loop being 
serviceable for the momentary manifestation of par-
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tic/es of matter. Think of this transformation as 
effected by matter waves. And, in the case of entities 
like you and me, entities I called forces with person
alities or properties that are aware, think of souls 
acting as templates that carry information about 
the body's form and function, its pattern, if you will, 
from moment to moment in that expanding sub
strate. That is a better image than settling mist, I 
think, and more closely approximates the mathe
matics of the thing. 

Sesiom glanced at the wizard and asked somewhat 
incredulously, And you think that is the way the uni
verse is, an expanding substrate expressed as a holo
gram? It sounds more like a movie screen. 

Interesting analogy, the wizard smiled. The digital 
nature of the thing makes most people think of com
puters. But movies and computers do work closely 
in tandem. 



Melody crouched in the brush like a frightened ani
mal. She had twisted her ankle as she ran and it 
throbbed slightly. Her hair was clumped with sweat 
and beginning to frizz. She had torn her shirt and bro
ken a nail to the quick. But she was scarcely aware of 
any of that .. Instead s.h.e, was conwlett~y absorbed .l'.\Y 
the terrible vision that loomed in her mind. Hank had 
taken Sesiom, who would understand, who would 
protect her, into the cave. Drew had taken Naketa into 
the woods. The family had been separated. Sesiom 
would be able to defend himself against Hank, but 
who knew what Drew could do to little Naketa? And 
the police were out there looking for her. The moun
tains were secretive, pulsing, and vast. They seemed to 
stretch past the moon. And they were empty, so terri
bly empty. She had never before felt this helpless, this 
vulnerable, this surrounded, and this alone. Worse, 
her body did not seem to be put together right and felt 
ready to topple into pieces. She had to move carefully. 
And something malevolent was looking at her, judging 
her, hating her for what she was, what she had done, 
contemptuous of what it saw. She felt that any 
moment she would be grabbed, overpowered, vio-
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lated. If she could only clear her thoughts ... but she 
could not. Instead images and ideas clotted and dis
solved among the fibers growing through that terrible 
vision of her alone and hated in these awful moun
tains. She wanted to run forever, silently, attracting no 
attention, a wraith among the trees. In centuries to 
come, she would be a story adults told to frightened 
children, the wild woman of the mountains. Some 
would say she was an escaped slave, others that she 
was hunting her murdered daughter. Hunting. Hunt
ing. Hunters have seen her fleeing through the shad
ows, her rags streaming, her hair and eyes wild. The 
stories could not be discounted. But who was she? No 
one could remember. Melody's heart pounded. She 
was afraid to run, to scream, to cry. She was cursed. 
She wanted the mountains to hide her. Wasn't that in 
the Bible somewhere? This was surely the end of days! 
And then she heard engines, a whaka-whaka-whaka 
above the trees. A helicopter appeared some distance 
away, headed up the mountain from where she had 
come. Oh, dear God, they were looking for her! They 
had called in the military! This was far worse than she 
had imagined. Why the cost alone would be prohibi
tive! And she would have to pay it all! If she could only 
get to her car! But they knew who she was. They had 
her documents. If she took her car, they would could 
find her. She better stay here, try to mask herself from 
the hatred. Hide among the hatred. A strangled whim
per escaped from her throat, "Sesiom. Sesiom." She 
began to sob uncontrollably. 
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It continued to toy among her brain cells. 
The symbolic structures within her soul and 
from which she derived intuitions were very 
much the creatures of life in this world and 
therefore something it could commandeer with 
little effort. Accomplishing that would make her 
even more vulnerable to it. 

Encouraging her to believe what it wanted 
her to believe, it could transform her interpretive 
framework until she saw things and events 
through the lenses of significance it chose for 
her. Then it could "free" her so that she could 
function more normally, although it would mon
itor her constantly. Later, when it was finished 
with her, and if it was still interested, it could 
drive her as mad as it wished. Over the centu
ries, it had turned hundreds of these creatures 
psychotic. It was quite skilled at that. Indeed, 
the process gratified it in the way a certain class 
of personality might find satisfaction smashing 
Michelangelo's Pieta or taking a razor to 
Picasso's Guernica. Souls were masterpieces 
and interacted with matter waves in ways that 
were more exquisite than it could have initially 
imagined. There had been a time when it had 
marveled, but over the millennia its wonder 
morphed to rage. It always surrendered to rage 
for rage motivated it, it honed its powerful intel
lect, fueled its hatred. It persuaded itself it was 
an agent of liberty engaged in a struggle to 
secure freedom for a universe enslaved to acre
ative will that treated everything like clay. But 
sometimes it suspected it was itself a mere ser
vant or even a puppet bound to that awful rage 
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surging within it, a fury that blurted and vented 
through it like steam through a valve. Could it 
be free if it surrendered to such impulses? It 
turned its attention again to the woman. It could 
control her, make her do what it wanted her to 
do. And if it could do that, surely it was free. 
Wasn't freedom doing what it desired, overcom
ing another, manipulating something to achieve 
its ends? She would do what it told her to do, 
and as she did, it would feel exhalation. It 
would feel power. It would be free, if only be
cause she was degraded, helpless, controlled. 
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Sergeant Fox arrived with the paramedic team and 
handed flashlights to Lieutenant Cullman and Drew. 
Taking his flashlight, the lieutenant turned to the boy 
and said, "Come on. Let's go." And the two of them, 
with the others following, proceeded deeper into the 
cave. Drew, bursting with confidence, began loudly, 
"The ledge is up ahead. There is a hook and ring in the 
ceiling that we might be able to use, and the ladder 
. . . " But his voice trailed off and the cool silence, as 
though it could not be disturbed by something like 
exuberant adolescence or hurrying adults, washed 
over them unperturbed by their bustle of stabbing 
lights. Five people, focused, urgent, flashlights blazing 
and equipment rattling, allayed the strangeness of the 
cavern but could not overcome it. 

One of the paramedics whispered to his partner, "This 
place feels creepy." 

"Yeah," his partner muttered back. 

Then the ledge, the hook fixed to the roof above it, 
materialized from the darkness. 
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As they approached, Sesiom call up from the pit, 
"Thank God you're here." 

From the edge of the cliff, the men shined their flash
lights down onto Hank and Sesiom who were stand
ing by Jeffrey's blanketed body. The paramedics, their 
shoulder packs slung, descended the ladder, fol
lowed by the police officers. As he started down, Lieu
tenant Cullman told Drew, "Wait up here." The boy 
nodded and focused his flashlight on the ladder as 
the lieutenant mounted it. 

By the time Cullman reached the floor, the paramedics 
were examining Jeffrey. He heard one of them saying 
to Hank and Sesiom, "It's remarkable. The fall should 
have killed him. His skull is broken. He's lost a lot of 
blood. But his heartbeat is surprisingly strong. We 
might be able to save him." 

Sesiom said, "Jeffs a strong man. Always has been. 
Took real good care of himself." 

"Well," the paramedic said, "that vitality has stood 
him in good stead." They strapped Jeffrey into the 
stretcher, then, as his partner hurried up the ladder 
to test whether the hook in the cave roof would bear 
its weight, he continued, "Of course there will proba
bly be brain damage. It looks like he landed on his 
shoulders and the back of his head. His neck isn't bro
ken so his shoulders must have absorbed much of the 
force of the·fall. We won't know how badly fractured 
the skull is until the hospital does an examination, 
but I would think there are probably splinters. And 
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the sheer force of his head striking the floor would 
have produced significant trauma." 

"Brain damage?" Sesiom said. 

"I can't know for sure of course," the paramedic 
replied. "But I think it is a high risk. I just wanted to 
alert you to the possibility." 

Above them, the other paramedic working with Drew 
tossed a rope over the hook and lowered it to the men 
below. "Hold the end," the paramedic called. Hank 
and the second paramedic grabbed the end of the 
rope and Drew and first paramedic leaned back 
heavily on their end several times. The hook did not 
budge. "Yeah," the paramedic said, "I think it'll hold. 
Here, let's get the lift set up." 

The operation went smoothly and soon the paramedic 
and Drew were hauling Jeffrey toward the floor where 
they stood. 

While Sesiom and the paramedic beside him 
watched the stretcher ascend, Hank said to Cullman 
and Sergeant Fox, "There is something back here I 
think you should see." 

"What is it?" Cullman asked. 

"I think it's better if I show you," Hank said. "It's 
what Jeffrey found and what he seems to have come 
back to look at." 

"Okay," Cullman said, "I'll go with you. Sergeant/ he 
turned to Fox, "stay here in case these men need any 
help. We'll call Paki for a chopper later. We owes me a 
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favor so I don't think he'll mind. If he can't, then we'll 
hoofit back. It's not too far." 

"Hell," the Sergeant snorted. "I should have worn 
jeans and boots. You too." 

"I think Paki will send us the chopper," Cullman reas
sured him. Then he and Hank started walking into the 
darkness of the tunnel behind them. 

While they walked, Hank filled the lieutenant in. 
''Jeffrey's retired. He moved up here this past April. 
Loved the place, the mountains. Loves to hike. Called 
Sesiom the other day and said he'd found the cave. 
Then he called me. The three of us have done some 
spelunking, so he wanted us to come up here, have a 
look at what he'd found. And what he found is right up 
here. I think you should see it too." 

The two of them continued in silence for a few min
utes, then the outlines of the door emerged. "What the 
... " Cullman said. 

They came up to the leaning door and played their 
lights over it. "Weird, huh?" Hank said. "It was pad
locked Ses and I were the ones who forced it opened. I 
hope that's not a crime. But this might be. Come on, 
things get even stranger on the other side." 

The two men wedged themselves past the door and 
Hank shown his light up so that Cullman could see the 
inscription: IN THE NAME OF OUR SAVIOR JESUS 
CHRIST THOU SHALT NOT PASS. 
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"It's inside the door," Cullman mused. "Why is that 
inside the door?" 

"Why is it there at all?" Hank asked rhetorically. 
"Come on," he motioned to Cullman with his flash
light, "there's more." 

The two men pressed on. Hank unconsciously low
ered his voice, "I've been down a fair number of 
caves, but I've never seen one quite like this. It looks 
almost like it was dug. Jeffrey thought it might have 
been a mine." 

"No," Cullman said, "There's never been any mining in 
this area." 

"And there's no bats," Hank continued. "Good sized 
cave like this ought to be teeming with bats, but I don't 
think one has ever been in here." 

Cullman grunted and the two men fell silent until they 
came to the end of the tunnel. ''You'll have to get 
down on your hands and knees here," Hank said, "but 
look around that little corner there." He gestured with 
his light. Cullman did, grunted again, then studied the 
two skulls for a couple of minutes. Finally he stood 
and brushed his pants off. 

''You didn't touch anything, did you?" he asked. 

"Not a thing," Hank said. "I didn't want to disturb any
thing. Looks like they've been there for a long time. 
Still, there could be clues." 

"Good thinking," Cullman said. "There's always 
clues." And suddenly, since this was now a police 
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matter, he was the one in charge. "Let's go back," he 
said to Hank. ''I'll need to call in forensics. " 

As they started their return trip, Cullman added, "I 

don't think there will be any trouble getting a helicop
ter now." 



Sesiom snorted, You're going to tell me that this ts just 
a big movie screen, that we're digitized characters 
playing our parts in some scripted cosmic drama? 

The wizard turned from Sesiom and gazed into the 
night. One could look at things that way. Or you 
might think of the universe as a machine or an organ
ism. Or perhaps you could think of organisms as 
machines. Maybe it ts all a divine idea, a manifesta
tion of God, or, like the children's round suggests, a 
dream. Or again why not think of it as a sort of mid
dle realm created by the interaction of ideals and 
chaos? The universe can be imagined lots of different 
ways, all of them more or less credible, and each way 
producing results specific to it. 

The freeway unwound beneath the Hummer as 
Sesiom guided the vehicle through the night. Yes, he 
said, you've mentioned that before. I suppose it has 
something to do with the difficulty philosophers 
encounter when they try to formulate those compel
ling arguments that you also mentioned. 

Yes, the wizard said, looking back as Sesiom, I think it 
has everything to do with that. It's like the Jatnist 
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story about the blind men and the elephant where 
everyone was partly right but also wrong. 

Jainist? 

Jainism is an Indian philosophy, the wizard said. 
Don't worry about it. The point is not what Jains 
believe, the point is the reality of the pluralism the 
story illustrates. Pluralism is simply the way things 
are, as anyone can see if they look. Even the various 
interpretations of monism-the idea that everything 
is one thing-reveal the ultimate futility of monist 
constructions. Physics may come up with a general 
unification theory, a formula that exhaustively 
accounts for the diversity-but the diversity, the plu
ralism, will remain. Stephen Wolfram suggests that it 
is a natural expression of the very process of unfold
ing itself, and he has the computer programs to prove 
it. As a Christian, I believe that basic plurality lies at 
the very heart of God and that our doctrine of the 
Trinity expresses it. But one needn't believe that to see 
that pluralism reigns. A knowledge of the world is suf
ficient to make the point. 

But what is the point? 

Pluralism itself is the point. It is. It exists. It's how 
things are. And because it is, it makes things-allows 
things-- to happen. If uniformity underlay existence, 
nothing would happen. After all, uniformity suggests 
changelessness. Plurality, diversity, whatever you 
wish to call it, is the motor of history. 
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And this substrate that you were talking about, this 
network of linked string loops, allows for the expres
sion of pluralism? 

Exactly, the wizard nodded. One of the most signifi
cant developments tn modem physics ts the dema
tertalization of matter. The atom ts composed 
chiefly of empty space and a few types of subatomic 
particles. Those particles are expressions of vibrat
ing energy. That suggests the strings that comprise 
the substrate may not be substantive at all. Indeed, 
if substance disappears as we plumb deeper into 
matter, might we not argue that it is a creation of 
perspective? I talked earlier of the true miracle being 
the embodiment of awareness. That embodiment is 
the structure of the enchanted forest. And it is here 
that magic and meaning rule. Remember that this 
world you see was created for a purpose. It reveals 
God's glory. But who does God reveal his glory to, 
and why and how? He reveals his glory to the aware
ness in its almost innumerable multitudes and 
kinds that he spoke into being, and he shows them 
who their gracious master is. Truth rules and he is 
Truth, but here among the various kinds or forms of 
awareness, ideas work themselves out in diverse 
types of minds from bee to dinosaur to demon to you 
and me. This is, as I said, a step in the next level of 
creation. You asked if we might think of it as a movie 
screen. Well sure, but think of it too as a pallet, a tab
let, from which the next set of ideas will spring. Of 
course God is True! He could not be anything else. 
And that means only Truth can win. The false ideas 
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will be preserved as false ideas. What exists is true, 
so insofar as they exist they were true. They were 
thought, communicated. They were truly false ideas. 
But they will be cast away. The true ideas will be 
refined and become more true. But this enchanted 
forest is also, as I said, a trap for demons. Here they 
express and reveal their ideas, disclose the kinds of 
entities they are, confirm to all-and in the end even 
to themselves-that, as lies, it is just that they, hav
ing been evaluated, be discarded. 



Melody pushed her way through the brush. She 
was filthy, exhausted, frightened , and con

fused. But, though her thoughts still swirled, her 
mind was clearing, and she knew she must get back to 
Jeffrey's cabin. She knew the police were not trying to 
capture her, that they were probably looking for her, 
that Jeffrey was doubtless frantic over her safety. She 
had no explanation for what had happened. She'd 
heard of flashbacks but had never experienced one 
and suspected they were just part of the sixties 
mythos. Anyway, from what she'd been told about 
them, they were nothing like what she had experi
enced. Hers had been a full-fledged trip, though ap
parently it had only lasted a couple of hours. 

She put her arms up to shield her face from the slap of 
a branch as she continued down the mountain. She 
did not expect to come out at the cabin, but she knew 
she should reach either the old logging road or the 
paved highway if she continued her descent. 

What would she say? She would tell Sesiom the truth 
of course. She always had. He was her cynosure. She 
loved that awkward word and sometimes teased him 
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with it, and he would say that he was just a dinosaur 
and they would laugh. It had become a private 
endearment between them. So she would tell him 
when they were alone. To everyone else she would 
simply say ... well, what? That she'd had a panic 
attack? Seen a snake and run? Temporarily lost her 
mind? (Well, that would not be untrue, she thought. 
They would surely believe that.) How could she pos
sibly account for her bizarre behavior? 

Then suddenly an idea occurred to her, almost as 
though it had been spoken by someone else. She 
would not need to tell anyone what had really hap
pened, not even Sesiom. Instead she would say she 
thought she saw a child. What had it looked like? Well, 
there had been a flash of red among the trees. She 
thought she heard something that sounded like a 
child's voice calling. Laughing maybe? No, just calling. 
Perhaps it was lost. That was it! She'd thought she'd 
seen a child. Thought it might be lost. She'd called to 
it. If the kids hadn't heard her, well, she was facing 
away from them, calling to the child. She'd been so 
sure there was a child there that she'd run toward the 
spot. But when she arrived, there was no child. Per
haps she had seen the flash of a cardinal instead, or 
maybe a deer. Whatever it was, there was no child. She 
was certain because she had scouted around for 
awhile. That would explain the delay. And she'd got
ten a little disoriented ... well, lost actually. And now 
she was trying to find her way back to the cabin. She 
was sorry for the troubled she'd caused. But it had 
seemed so real. Really. 
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She thought that story might fly. It was cectainly more 
plausible than what had actually occurred. Her confi
dence was returning. And suddenly she felt almost 
buoyant, secure and excited in a way she had not since 
she'd become a Christian years ago. It was as though 
the story and her renewed sense of self-possession had 
been given to her by God himself. 



Sesiom shook his head, I don't know, he said. It all 
seems a little too contemporary. Obviously you are 
talking about biblical concepts, but you are couch
ing them in a modern way, making them sound like 
contemporary physics, like the Bible writers would 
have written that way if only they had known what 
we know. 

But that is obviously true, isn't it? the wizard asked. 
Language is a vehicle and expression of culture. 
People may get the basic structures from their biol
ogy, but the content is profoundly bound to what
ever model of the world a civilization entertains. 
Their universe was Hebraic, then, Hellenistic, so 
they transcribed the revelation in those terms. What 
else could they do? Words like analogical or digi
tal or subatomic would have had no meaning for 
them. So they talked in terms that assumed sub
stance and form were primary realities. But they 
did have a marvelous idea and one I think we have 
neglected to our determent. We don't always prog
ress toward the truth, as I illustrated with my story 
about how materialism triumphed over vita/ism. 
This other idea is the idea of the logos. 
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Jesus as logos, Sesiom said. 

Yes, the wizard beamed. Very good. In the first verses 
of the Gospel of john the identification is specific. ''In 
the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with 
God and the Word was God. All things were made by 
Him and without Him was nothing made that was 
made." The word we render as Word is logos. "In the 
beginning was the logos, and the logos was with 
God, and the logos was God. All things were made by 
Him, " that is by the logos. Notice that the logos is 
conceived as a person, but it also means rational 
principle and implies information. We live in a uni
verse characterized by information, exactly the kind 
of universe we would expect to live in if it had been 
created by an intelligent being, but not one we 
would expect to live in if it was simply the conse
quence of non-intelligent forces. 

We are both Christians, so I find your illustration 
compelling, Sesiom said. But couldn't a non-believer 
say that if something as substantial as matter is sim
ply the creation of perspective, then information 
might also be a creation of perspective? 

Of course non-believers would say that, the wizard 
agreed. And many do. But think how self-contradic
tory such a claim is. Information, after all, is the sine 
qua non of perspective. Without information, there is 
no perspective to have. Indeed, if you want to argue 
that the substantive nature of matter is the creation 
of perspective, you must assume the primacy of infor
mation to make your argument. And notice too that 
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to make my argument, I appeal to reason. I expect 
that, if I couch the argument in reasonable terms, you 
can see the truth of it yourself. Information, reason, 
and awareness are the most fundamental things 
there are. And because that is true, we know our uni
verse is at base intellectual. Exactly as we would 
expect it to be if John told the truth. 



Cullman was getting frustrated with Paki because Paki 
was unwilling to send in the forest service helicopter. 
He claimed it was a misuse of government funds. 
"There's no one to rescue," Paki said, his voice clear 
over Lieutenant Cullman's cell phone. "You've already 
medivaced the victim. If it's a local police matter, then 
local funding will have to pay for it. If I send you a 
chopper, that's federal." 

"I'm talking about a possible double homicide here," 
Cullman insisted. "And I need a forensics team up 
here. If you can lift them in from the police station, it 
will save us a lot of time and trouble." 

"No doubt," Paki said. "But it will create a lot of trouble 
for me. I'm sorry, Joe, I just can't help you. I don't 
make the rules. You know that." 

"Paki, I don't understand what you're saying here. 
You've helped us out before." 

''Yeah," Paki said, "but we've got a new administrator 
now, and he pinches every dime, goes strictly by the 
book. You remember in Texas when Delay asked the 
FM to track down a plane the Democrats used to flee 
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the state when they were boycotting the session in Aus
tin over redistricting, and what a stink that caused?" 

"Yeah, I remember reading something about that," 
Cullman replied. 

"Well," Paki said, "this is the same kind of thing. 
There's no way I can fudge this. Sorry, Joe. I would 
help you if I could, but, well, times and administra
tions change." 

"Well, that tears it!" Cullman was plainly exasper
ated as he shut off his cell phone. "Okay then, we'll 
have to hump it. Let's get back to the cabin. I'll call 
the station, have the forensics team meet us there, 
and we'll bring them back here." He looked at Ser
geant Fox, "It's going to be a long day. I'll have them 
bring some burgers." 

After the call, Sesiom, Hank, Drew, Cullman, and Fox 
set off down the mountain. As they descended, picking 
their way through the prickly meadow, Drew moved 
closer to Sesiom and said, "Melody ran away." 

"What?" Sesiom exclaimed. 

"When I came out of the cave to call for help, she was 
acting funny, kind of like she wasn't really connected 
to what was going on. Then on the way down the 
mountain, she ran away, headed for the forest over 
there," Drew gestured with his right hand. "I called to 
her but she just kept running. Well, not running 
exactly. You can't really run in this stuff, but plowing 
through it with big steps. I didn't chase her. I didn't 



152 THE DOOR 

want to leave Naketa, and besides we had to get back 
and bring the rescuers for Jeffrey." 

Sesiom was stunned. "You mean she isn't at the 
cabin?" 

"Not unless she got there later," Drew said. "She ran 
away." 

"I don't believe this!" Sesiom sputtered, dismayed. 
Then he called to the others, "Hank, all of you, Drew 
just told me that Melody ran off." 

The group stopped, came together. Sesiom contin
ued, "Drew said Melody ran off on the way back to get 
the rescuers. Tell them what you told me, Drew." 

''Yeah," Drew said. "She was acting strange when I 
came out from the cave to get help. I mean she was act
ing kind of vague like she wasn't all there. Then on the 
way down she ran off. I called to her but she kept 
going. I don't know why." 

"Where did she go?" Lieutenant Cullman asked. 

"Into the woods over that way," Drew pointed. 

''You see anything?" the officer continued. 

"No," Drew said, "just her kind of gallumphing along 
toward the trees." 

"Did she call out or say anything?" 

"I didn't hear," Drew said. "Naketa and I were just get
ting to those trees." He gestured down the hill. "I 
turned around to see where Melody was. I thought she 
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would be right behind us, but she wasn't. I called to 
her to hurry up. I'm sure she saw me, but she turned 
and ran toward those trees over there." 

"Can she get back to the cabin on her own?" Cullman 
asked Sesiom. 

"I don't know," Sesiom said. "She's a city girl and does
n't know these mountains at all. We've only been up 
here once before, and she pretty much hung around 
the cabin then." 

Cullman, scratching his jaw with his index finger, 
looked over at the trees Drew pointed toward, then 
made his decision. "Let's go have a look. Once we get 
to the trees, we can swing that way to the left," he 
swept his left hand in a broad arc, "and pick up the 
logging road further down. Camden's place, the 
cabin where your friend lives now, is just right over 
there. It's a good chance that if she heads down the 
mountain, she'll hit it." 

The men set out and Cullman called on his cell phone 
to apprise the officers at the cabin of their new situa
tion. "We're going to look around for a member of the 
original party who ran off. A woman. She might come 
to the cabin. If she does, let me know immediately." 

"A woman ran offi" said the voice at the other end. 
"What are you talking about?" 

"The kid here said a woman who was part of the origi
nal party ran off when they were going back to the 
cabin to get help. He doesn't know why. We're going 
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to scout around for her. It shouldn't take long. If she 
comes back to the cabin, let me know." 

"Will do," the voice responded. 

The party scouted the trees but found no sign of Mel
ody. They had regrouped to discuss their next move 
when Cullman's cell phone buzzed. "Yeah," he said 
into it. He listened a minute, then said, "Thanks. 
We're on our way. We'll talk to her when we get 
there." Pocketing the phone he turned to the rest of 
the group. "She's back. She must have come out on 
the logging road further down and taken it to the 
cabin. They're talking to her now. She seems fine, a 
little scratched up, but that's all." Cullman shook his 
head. ''She also said she thought she saw a child. 
That's why she ran off." 

"Thought she saw a child?" Sesiom was askance. "Up 
here in the woods. That's crazy." 

"Might be crazy," Cullman replied, "but that's what 
they tell me she said. Anyway, she's safe so let's get 
down there. We've a lot of work to do." 



Sesiom fell silent, glanced at the gauges on his dash
board. The darkness was interrupted only by an occa
sional approaching car. He passed a semi driver. In the 
distance, a red light flashed on top of an invisible 
tower. Then suddenly he said, What you are describ
ing could explain how Jesus was able to do miracles. 
It has always bothered me that he simply spoke and 
the elements obeyed him. But creation by speaking 
makes a lot of sense if I look at it in the way you have 
laid out. And it might still be going on. 

The wizard nodded, In fact, it is. Every answered 
prayer, every healing, every genuinely providential 
event is an act of creation, an earnest on the promise 
of God that a new world is to be ours . But there is no 
need for us to assume that creation is limited to such 
things. It might well be going on today. For example, 
in March 2002, an international team of scientists in 
Namibia announced the discovery of a new order of 
insect. That increased the known number of insect 
orders from thirty to thirty-one. How do we know 
this new order did not come into existence in 2001 or 
2000 or 1998 or, for that matter, 1847? While the 
order might be millions of years old, there is no 
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requirement that it be, nor can I see any way in 
which its recent appearance would compromise the 
scientific enterprise. After all, it had to come into 
being at some point, so why not recently? Or, as 
another example, consider the new genus of centi
pede discovered in July 2002 in New York City's Cen
tral Park. Again, how do we know that this new 
genus did not come into existence in 2001 or 1978 or 
perhaps 1652? Nor are such novelties restricted to 
insects. In early July 2003, I saw a report that scien
tists from Brazil's national Amazon Research Insti
tute had discovered a new species of fish, one that 
would require the creation of a new genus and fam
ily to accommodate it. Is there any theological, 
philosophical, or scientific requirement that these 
creatures be ancient? I can think of none. The point is 
that science has no necessary investment in the prop
osition that life forms be any particular age. As sci
ence, it merely catalogues and analyzes them. 

Sesiom considered that, then said, But even if the 
life forms were ancient, it really wouldn't matter. 
The model you are sketching is indifferent to ques
tions like that. 

Again you are correct, the wizard conceded. What 
interests me is not the age of things. I merely tossed 
that out to illustrate a point. Why not speculate? 
Maybe new things are still coming into being, and 
doing so quite suddenly. If we didn't actually see it 
happen, how would we know? Existence comes with 
the appearance of age and we use that appearance 
to interpret it. 
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Help me out here, Sesiom said. When you talk about 
interpreting things as though they were old, you are 
talking about one kind of thing. When you talk about 
substance being the creation of perspective, you are 
talking about another kind of thing. The appearance 
of age could be an illusion, but there is a sense in 
which the substance we see really is there. 

You've got it, the wizard said. The world is filled with 
lies and illusions. The creative role of perspective 
explains why it is often so difficult to tell them apart. 

And that is where magic comes in? 

Magic and a whole host of other ideational struc
tures, but, yes, magic specifically. 

Sesiom was quiet. The night purred and twinkled, a 
vast dark ocean of normalcy. But what makes some
thing normal? Isn't normal nothing more than what 
we are used to? If the world were such that elephants 
were covered with purple feathers, or there was a sep
arate species of hominoid that looked like clowns, or 
gold was as common as granite and granite as rare as 
gold, well, that would be normal too. Maybe normalcy 
was a pocket sort of thing where one stored concepts 
that had proved useful. Or maybe it was like an island 
of actualized potential in a universe that allowed for all 
kinds of possibilities. In only a few days, Sesiom's 
world had stopped being normal, had become a world 
where spells imprisoned demons, and wizards with 
advanced degrees conjured images of Naketa. Dear 
precious murdered Naketa. So what was normal any
way? There had to be a standard, but what was it? 
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The wizard interrupted his thoughts, Normal is a state 
of mind. We live in an enchanted forest. Our state of 
mind in that enchanted forest is normal. 

Sesiom was no longer surprised that the wizard could 
in some measure divine his thoughts, so he made no 
response for awhile. Then he asked, Earlier you were 
talking about demons manufacturing things; that's 
magic, isn't it? Magic is about summoning the poten
tials latent in the universe. 1bat's what you do, isn't it? 

That is what every mind does. It is all about actual
izing potential, the wizard said. So, yes, that is part 
of magic. But magic is more. It is an approach, a 
way of construing latencies to get a certain kind of 
result, and the demons are past masters of it. 
Remember, this universe was created as a trap for 
them and will-indeed, already has been-the 
vehicle of their final defeat. They do not experience 
time as we do, but if they did, they would be ancient 
even by the standards of our cosmos. Of course 
magic is universe specific. I suspect it plays out dif
ferently in different realms, but my point is that 
they have been at this a long time. They are simply 
the very best there is. Which is why so many in my 
guild were seduced by them. They offer unparal
leled power and knowledge, and to fallen creatures 
there is no more tempting bait. We wish to rival 
God, and that, of course, is the essence of sin. 

And we are going up against an ancient master of 
the craft? 

What else can we do? the wizard asked. 
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We will be destroyed, Sesiom objected. 

We very well may be, the wizard agreed. This is no 
swabbing of tonsils here. I have called this a puzzle, 
and it is, but if we get the solution wrong, we can be 
destroyed. The demon cannot. 

What! Sesiom exploded. It can destroy us but we can't 
destroy it? What in the hell are you talking about? 

We are not without resources, the wizard said. We men 
know a Jew things too, and we were created for this 
realm. The demons weren't. Don't forget that the 
demon was trapped, and obviously by some kind of 
magician, though I don't know who. Remember also 
that through the atoning act of Christ, they have been 
defeated thoroughly and finally. God honors us by 
allowing us to participate with him in that victory. 
Once the demons are imprisoned, we will be God's 
stewards here. We will judge angels, as Paul says. And 
we prepare by spreading the gospel, studying science, 
mastering the arts, and, most importantly, leading 
crucified lives. We prepare through obedience. I am, 
as I said, like a missionary doctor. I believe God has 
called me to this task and I obey. That is my prepara
tion. But this is a high risk proposition, and we could 
die. Demons are nothing to trifle with. 



"She's in the house," the policeman responded to 
Sesiom's breathless inquiry. "She's fine. No injuries or 
anything.Just seems to have gotten separated from the 
kids and then a little turned around in the woods. That 
can happen pretty easily." 

Sesiom thanked the officer and walked quickly to 
Jeffrey's house. He thought it was probably much as 
the man had said, just one of those things, but he was 
concerned. To run off as she had didn't seem like Mel
ody, and plainly Drew thought she was not acting nor
mally. He bounded up the steps to the porch and 
pushed through the screen door. "Mel," he called out, 
"are you okay?" 

He heard her voice through the bathroom door which 
was ajar. "Yes, Ses, I'm fine. Just a little scratched up 
from my adventure." 

Sesiom stuck his head in the door. Melody was 
brushing her hair in front of the mirror. She had 
sponged herself off so her shirt was lying over the 
closed toilet lid. She smiled at Sesiom in the mirror. 
Sesiom felt a surge of relief. "The cops said you were 
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all right, but what happened? Why did you run off 
from N aketa and Drew?" 

Melody laid her brush on the sink counter, picked up 
her shirt and began to put it on. She looked down at 
the buttons for a moment, then up at Sesiom. "It was 
the strangest thing," she said. "We were going down to 
the trees. Keta and Drew were almost there. I had 
fallen some distance behind. It was so hard to walk 
through those brambles. Then I saw something in the 
forest to my right. I looked around. I could have sworn 
there was a child moving through the trees. It was just 
for second. And I thought I heard it call. I yelled to the 
kids, but I don't think they heard me. They were pretty 
far ahead of where I was. But I thought there was a 
child over there, thought it might be hurt or lost. Any
way I went over to see. Of course there was no child, 
and it seems awfully stupid now. But that's what hap
pened. After I looked for awhile, I started back down 
again and got sort of lost, but I thought if I just kept 
going down I would hit either the logging road or the 
highway. Instead I saw the cabin roof and came right 
out into the clearing. Pretty lucky, I guess." She smiled. 
"I'm sorry if I made you worry, but the kids got back 
okay and Jeffrey's on his way to the hospital. That 
Drew is a champ. He handled everything so well." 

Sesiom looked at Melody for a moment. The way she 
told the story bothered him. "I saw something in the 
forest to my right" sounded so rehearsed. And the 
whole scenario just did not seem like the way Melody 
would have acted. But the day had been so stressful 
and there was no getting around the fact that she had 
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run off. Maybe she did think she saw a child. And why 
would she lie? They had always been honest with one 
another. Never had any reason not to be. He kissed her 
and said, "I'm just glad you're safe. Yes, Drew did very 
well. Hank has every reason to be proud of him." 

The two of them left the bathroom, walked through 
the living room and into the kitchen where they could 
see out the front door. Naketa and Drew were stand
ing with Hank near Hank's Bronco. The police had 
clustered around Lieutenant Cullman, listening to him 
as he talked. Cullman had taken his suit jacket off. His 
white shirt was ringed with sweat. Melody was sur
prised the police were not leaving. "Why are the cops 
still here?" she asked Sesiom. "Jeffrey's been flown 
back to the hospital. What else do they want?" 

"The lieutenant has called for a forensics team," 
Sesiom said. "I imagine they are making plans to go 
back to the cave." 

"Why?" Melody asked. 

"A possible murder, double murder actually," Sesiom 
replied. 

"A double murder?" Melody looked at him plainly 
startled. 

Sesiom nodded. "While we were waiting for the rescu
ers, Hank and I decided to have a look at the door 
Jeffrey found. Mel, it was the weirdest thing. Huge. 
Blocked the tunnel completely. Obviously built for 
that purpose. Secured by a big padlock. Hank and I 
forced it opened. On the other side there was a state-
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ment. Do not pass in the name of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. Something like that. No, it was KingJames Eng
lish. Thou shalt not pass. More like that. Inside the 
door so you could only see it if you were locked in. We 
went further back and came to the end of the tunnel, 
but there in a cranny we found two skulls. Small ones. 
Maybe children. We showed them to Cullman, the 
lieutenant, after we got Jeff out. He's planning to take 
a forensics team back to the cave. The whole thing is 
really freaky. I can't imagine what happened there." 

Melody was dumb struck. She clutched at Sesiom's 
hand. Hearing about the discovery of the skulls sent a 
thrill sparkling through her, but she could not have 
explained why. He squeezed her hand back to reas
sure her. "I think we should get over to the hospital if 
you feel up to it," he said. "I don't think the police will 
need us, and if they want a statement, we can make 
that at the station later on." 

''Yes," Melody agreed. "We should get to the hospital, 
see how Jeffrey is doing." 

Holding hands, they stepped down into the yard and 
walked over to the police. Cullman glanced at them as 
they approached. Sesiom said, "If you don't need tis, 
we're going to the hospital to see how Jeffrey is." 

"That's fine," Cullman said, "but let me get some infor
mation from you first. I might want to get in touch with 
you later." He broke away from the other officers and, 
taking a notepad from his shirt pocket, jotted down 
Sesiom's name, address, and telephone number. He 
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then handed Sesiom his card. "If there is anything else 
you think of, give me a call." 

"Will do," Sesiom said, pocketing the card. Cullman 
walked back to the waiting police, and Sesiom and 
Melody walked over to Hank and the kids. Sesiom 
said to Hank, "We're going over to the hospital to 
see how Jeffrey is." 

Hank nodded, ''Okay. Drew and I are going on back 
home. I don't think there is much we can do. You give 
me a call as soon as you hear how he is." 

''Sure," Sesiom agreed. "Will do." 

The friends boarded their respective vehicles, 
started the engines, and were gone. Silence settled 
over the police who talked softly as they waited for 
the forensics team to arrive. 



I get the impression there are a lot of these demons, 
Sesiom said. You call this universe a trap, but these 
entities are not stupid. Why would they keep hitting the 
tarbaby? How do you know this is not an invasion, 
some kind of preparation for the end of the world? I'm 
a Baptist and I have an alternative interpretive model, 
a different scenario. I get the impression that maybe 
they aren't being lured, they are invading. 

The wizard glanced over at Sesiom who, concentrated 
on the night road, did not see the other's raised eye
brow. Well, the wizard said, yes, it could be a bit of 
both. The world will end. Whatever our metaphysical 
assumptions, we're all agreed that this state of affairs 
is not permanent. And when it ends, there could be a 
marked increase in obvious demonic activity. 
Indeed, demonic activity often seems to accompany 
crisis moments. But why? Are demons simply at
tracted to disaster, or do they cause it, or is it a little 
of both. I suspect it is a little of both. But the ultimate 
cause is God. He made the cosmos, purposed its direc
tion, authored its history. He is not surprised or dis
mayed by events. Indeed, at some level, he bears 
ultimate responsibility for them. And his victory is 
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assured. 1bat is what the cross of Christ is all about. 
And it is that cross, the Son's embrace of our sin and 
suffering, that reveals the heart of God. Truth is intol
erant, but Truth is not a Nazi. If I thought God was a 
Nazi, I would be a Muslim. But when I look to the 
cross of Christ, that option dies. Did you see Mel Gib
son's "1be Passion of the Christ"? 

Yes, Sesiom said,/ did. Our church went down to see it 
on Good Friday afternoon, then met in the sanctuary 
after it was over to discuss it. Some in our congrega
tion were put off by the violence, but most of us 
thought it was a very powerful and very spiritual 
film. I certainly did. 

As did I, said the wizard. And one of the things I really 
liked was the way Gibson portrayed the demonic 
presence. It was very accurate. But notice that Satan 
does not have to imagine he can win, although he 
might imagine something like that. His enjoyment of 
suffering in others could be sufficient to attract him. 
1be spectacle of the Son of Man flogged and fainting 
and nailed to the cross might draw a crowd even if 
that crowd saw its own doom in the spectacle. But 
maybe Satan really thinks he can win. 1bere was 
another brilliant portrayal of demonic presence that 
came out a few years back, "1be Devil's Advocate." 

I rented it from Blockbuster once, Sesiom said. I guess 
I thought it was okay. 

Well, rent it again when this is over, the wizard said. I 
think you 'It be more impressed. 



The doctor, a young Indian man, kept glancing over 
his glasses at Sesiom and Melody while he consulted 
his clipboard. "I don't know how to tell you this in any 
gentle way, so I will tell it to you straight. I do not wish 
for you to misunderstand what I am saying. I am 
amazed your friend is alive. The back of his skull is 
fractured in several places. There are bone fragments 
in his brain. And two of the vertebrae in his neck are 
also fractured. It is only by a miracle that his spinal col
umn was not severed. In fact, it is only by a miracle that 
he is alive at all, but alive he is, and his body functions 
seem quite strong. You say he was there for a couple of 
days before help arrived?" 

"Yes," Sesiom nodded. "At least two and a half days. 
Maybe longer." 

"I've never seen anything like it." The doctor shook his 
head, glanced again at his clipboard. "But he is alive 
and physically strong. I would rate his changes of phys
ical recovery as high. But I caution you. There is exten
sive damage to the hindbrain, particularly the rear of 
the parietal lobes. There seems to be some damage to 
the occipital lobe as well and possibly to the cerebel-
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lum. He apparently fell backward and landed on his 
head. Of course that level of trauma will affect the 
entire brain. There is extensive swelling. So, while 
your friend has a strong possibility of recovering physi
cally, I am afraid that his chances of regaining con
sciousness are slight to nil. He will probably live for 
years, but in a vegetative state. But even if he does 
regain consciousness, there is no chance that he will 
ever again be a fully functioning human being. How
ever, as I said, it is remarkable that he is alive at all." 

Melody gasped. Sesiom closed his eyes and squeezed 
her hand. "Yes," he said softly, "one of the paramedics 
cautioned us about the possibility." 

"Then what I am telling you is not a complete shock," 
the doctor said. 

"No," Sesiom agreed. "I . .. I think we suspected that 
might be the case." 

"We'll remove him from emergency to critical care, 
and he'll remain there for now," the doctor went on, 
"but eventually other arrangements must be made. 
Does he have family?" 

''Yes," Sesiom said. "No wife or children, but he has a 
sister in Albuquerque, I believe, and a brother in 
Tampa. I've no idea how to contact them though. I 
think his sister is married, but I'm not sure. Maybe we 
can find his brother on the Internet." 

"Did he have a living will, leave any indications of 
what his wishes might be under such circumstances?" 
the doctor asked. 
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"I'm not aware of one," Sesiom answered. "The sub
ject never came up. Maybe his brother or sister know." 

"These kinds of situations can be quite complicated," 
the doctor said, "especially when families scatter. Does 
he have insurance?" 

"Again, I don't know," Sesiom said. "I suppose he 
does, but really I've no idea. We never dreamed we 
would have to deal with such a situation. I met Jeff 
through work. We were black in a largely white envi
ronment so of course we gravitated toward one 
another. We'd been to the same school, although a 
couple of decades apart. We both enjoyed outdoor 
things, camping, hiking, and exploring caves, and that 
was a little unusual, especially the last one, so it was 
natural for us to become friends. But, like most such 
friendships, it was defined by our mutual interests. 
Jeffrey was kind of a loner deep down. He never even 
gave advice like an older man might. There is just a lot 
about him that we don't know. I guess it never seemed 
important until now." 

"Well, the police know how to trace family. We can 
leave it to them. In fact, if you don't really know his rel
atives, it is probably better that the police make the 
call," the doctor said. 

Melody had begun to weep softly. The chill of loneli
ness and finality settled in the bright, antiseptic room. 
Sesiom put his arm around her shoulders. The doctor 
went on, "If you could sign some papers for us, that 
would be very helpful. I'll take you over to administra
tion. We can pick your daughter up on the way." With a 
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slight bow, he folded his clipboard under his ann and 
gently took Sesiom's elbow. ''Please," he said, and ges
n1red toward the door with his clipboard. 



Science used to be called natural philosophy, the wiz

ard said. Later it was called natural history. Those old 
names are revealing. They show us that philosophy, 
science, and history are overlapping disciplines, dis
ciplines we might model using Venn diagrams. 

What are Venn diagrams? Sesiom asked. 

They belong to the mathematical theory of sections, 
the wizard explained, and are intended as a means to 
help us visualize the way classes and sets overlap. 
They are fairly common. I'm sure you've seen depic
tions based on them. 

Oh sure, I remember, Sesiom said. I first saw that in 
high school. The instructor would draw a circle on the 
chalkboard, then draw another off to the side, but in 
such a way that to some extent it overlapped the first 
circle. Then she would color in that overlapping sec
tion in order to highlight elements the two circles 
shared. Of course the whole thing was pretty abstract, 
pretty schematized. I could see no reason why one 
had to use circles. Any shape would suffice. And how 
does one really know whether the percentage of over
lap depicted is truly accurate? I mean I understood 
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that it was just a way of illustrating a point, but it 
seemed pretty simpleminded, and even a little mis
leading, to me. So it has a name. Well, who knew? 

Yes, that's it, the wizard agreed, but I think you may 
have tried to read too much into the device. You are 
right that it is a way to illustrate a concept. But in fact 
there are occasions when one can delineate shared 
elements with some precision. For example, what is 
the nature of time? Science, philosophy, history, and 
theology all address that question, so the nature of 
time would be a shared element within their respec
tive circles of concern. 

But they would approach the question from a differ
ent perspective, Sesiom pointed out. 

Of course, the wizard said, but that would be their 
value, wouldn't it? Science might see time as a coordi
nate while philosophy might argue that it was funda
mental to sequence, and history might apply both 
insights to locate events. Einstein and Augustine, con
tra Aristotle, might argue that time had a beginning. 
Kant, contra Einstein, might argue that it was pri
marily conceptual. And any historian might argue 
that it was best conceptualized as a vehicle to illus
trate relatedness in a story. But the point is, they 
would all be discussing the same thing and would 
bring potentially valuable insights to that discussion. 
And a Venn diagram could help us visualize that. 

Okay, said Sesiom, so what is your point? 
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Just this, the wizard said,for the last several centuries, 
the division of disciplines into distinct areas of 
authority, into magisteria, to use the somewhat tech
nical term, is misconceived precisely because areas of 
interest among disciplines overlap. The divided 
magisteria was devised as a kind of truce between 
experts who wanted to protect their turf from the 
incursion of others who, bringing different concep
tual tools to the dialogue, would unsurprisingly draw 
contrary conclusions. Darwinists don't want theolo
gians introducing concepts of design into biology, for 
example, and theologians are not keen to have Dar
winists apply their insights to ethical questions. But 
the growth of knowledge has made such bifurcations 
increasingly difficult to maintain. We can no longer 
pretend that the various disciplines have nothing of 
significance to say to one another. That, along with 
the recognition that complexity may be more funda
mental than simplicity, and a renewed apperception 
of the role metaphor plays in the formulation or our 
ideas, means that the age of divided magisteria is 
passing. But its demise does not mean that one par
ticular approach to reality is privileged. It means 
instead that ideas must be able to flow freely among 
disciplines, that we are after the truth and no holds 
barred. And, in fact, this is happening, however scan
dalous purists might find it. 

Well, I agree with you there, Sesiom said, glancing at 
the wizard then back into the night. It seems pretty 
obvious to me that God and Darwin disagree with 
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one another, and no amount of finessing the dispute 
can disguise that. 

Precisely, the wizard said, then, pausing, added, but 
perhaps not precisely. We believe God made the world 
and inspired the Bible. God is not in conflict with 
God, rather theologians, philosophers, and scientists 
are in dispute with one another. They are model mak
ers, theorizers, but no model or theory covers all phe
nomena. That means that all we have are partial 
models and theories related to parts that reflect our 
particular perspectives and histories. And that means 
that explanations built on such partial models are 
themselves incomplete. The pigeons of reality simply 
refuse to nest in our conceptual pigeon holes, or at 
least refuse to nest in them for very long. They will fly 
and, flying, will lead us to new perches, new perspec
tives, and new pigeon holes. 

You use the word pigeons, Sesiom remarked. You are 
suggesting that reality is plural. 

The wizard laughed, You, sir, are very perceptive. 



The police team hacked away more of the laurel that 
screened its entrance, but the blaze of the late after
noon sun quickly faded in the cave's mouth. They 
filled its passage with powerful flashlights, but the illu
mination seemed ephemeral, as though, despite the 
effort and technology, the stony blackness was not baf
fled, but merely patient. 

The police found nothing more than Hank and Sesiom 
found: the brace of hooks and their rings, the door 
fashioned from oak planks, the painted words, the two 
small skulls. They took notes. They took their photo
graphs and their measurements, took the lock from 
the door, took samples of the wood and the paint, 
took the skulls. The lock, the bits of wood and paint, 
and the two skulls were sealed in evidence bags. 

A reporter and a photographer from the local paper 
accompanied the police on this second visit. The re
porter scribbled notes, made tape recordings. The 
photographer took snapshots. Later that afternoon, 
the reporter visited the hospital where Jeffrey lay and 
talked briefly with Sesiom. 
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The police hung yellow crime scene tape in front of 
the cave's mouth, and then all of them, cops, reporter, 
and photographer, trekked down the mountain slope 
in a ragged line. No one noticed the Stygian darkness 
that flooded the cave again. It was just too natural to 
attract attention. 

The next day the reporter's story ran in several of the 
state's newspapers. With some minor variations, it 
read like this: 

Cave Claims More Victims 
By Sam Howard 

Yesterday police, investigating a re
port of a possible double homicide, found 
two human skulls in a cave on Slab Town 
Mountain eleven miles from Johnstown on 
State Highway 37. 

The authorities were alerted by Drew 
Samuelson, 14, who called from the cave on 
his cell phone, then met them at a cabin 
owned by Jeffrey Swofford. 

Mr. Swofford, a friend with whom Drew 
Samuelson and his father Henry were spend
ing the weekend, was injured by a fall 
inside the cave and is in intensive care at 
the Southeast Methodist Hospital in Hadley. 

The police recovered the skulls at the 
back of the cave. No other body parts were 
located. 

Police also discovered a large door 
made of oak planks that appeared to have 
been constructed to seal off the back of 
the cave. That door was padlocked. 
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Lieutenant Joseph Cullman of the 
Johnstown Police Department said the offi
cers suspected foul play but as yet had no 
leads as to who may have committed the 
murders. "This was not done yesterday," 
Lt. Cullman said. "It is possible whoever 
did this has been dead for years. It is 
possible we will never know what happened 
here or why." 

Mr. Swofford, who moved into the area 
this past spring, found the cave while hik
ing on Slab Town and had invite d his 
friends to explore it with him. Appar
ently, he returned to the cave alone some
time during the week before they arrived 
and fell from a ledge. When his friends 
arrived, Mr. Swofford was not at home. The y 
began looking for him and, following 
instructions he left in his computer, were 
able to find the cave. 

Drew Samuelson is being hailed as a 
hero for his initiative in notifying the 
police and leading them to Mr. Swofford. 

While waiting for the paramedics to 
arrive, Henry Samuelson and Sesiom Peter
son, another member of the party, began to 
explore the cave and found the door and the 
skulls. They told the police of their dis
covery as soon as Mr. Swofford had been 
airlifted out. 

The following day, the story was picked up on the 
national wires and made its way into the inside 
pages of several major newspapers. A curious story. 
Interesting filler. 
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The wizard sipped his coffee and read the account a 
third time. They plainly did not know what they had 
found, but it would have been surprising had they 
known. There should have been some kind of written 
invocation but either they had not seen it or, more 
likely, had decided not to release it to the press. 
Something only the killer would know, as the phrase 
was. He folded the paper and laid it aside. Then, tak
ing his coffee mug, he rose and strolled over to the 
window and raised it. Hushed for the moment, the 
city stretched below him pure in the morning light. 
He inhaled deeply. Dawn and sunset were such de
ceptive times, he thought. They were the true witch
ing hours when reality, it had been believed long ago, 
was the most unstable. His brow furrowed as he 
mulled the story over. He sipped again. Who, he won
dered, could have done it? 

Another man also saw the story. He too reread it and, 
deep in thought, lay the paper down. But he did not 
reflect on pure dawn drowsy cities. Instead he remem
bered the long ago darkness, the not yet smooth tun
nel, the brutally demanding work, and his desperate 
haste as he did it. He'd thought he'd gotten everything 
right, but he must have made a mistake somehow. He 
ran his fingers through his thin white hair and stared at 
nothing in particular. He was very afraid. 



Well, Sesiom said, glancing at the speedometer then 
back again at the midnight freeway, I don't know how 
perceptive I am. I just remembered what you said 
about awareness and the way it particularizes real
ity, makes it ours so to speak, and then applied it to 
what you just said. Plural realities follow. 

Connecting the ideas and anticipating my conclusion 
is perceptive, the wizard objected. It shows you under
stand the ideas and can connect and apply them in 
appropriate ways to expand your conclusions. That is 
the hallmark of intelligence. 

Thanks, Sesiom said dryly. Yeah, I'm a pretty bright 
guy. 

The wizard ignored the gibe and continued on, Infor
mation is the key thing. Let us think about survival 
for a moment. Biologists define survival in terms of 
successful reproduction. But what is actually pre
served when successful reproduction occurs? It is not 
the bodies of the reproducing pairs. Those bodies are 
destined to die from the moment they are conceived. 
Nor is it the DNA itself. Replication robs the helix of its 
atoms every time it occurs. What is preserved is infor-
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mation. But information is conceptual. It contains 
one or more ideas. Therefore, we can imagine success
ful reproduction as securing the maintenance and 
continuation of a particular idea. Like all transfer
able information, genetic information is embodied in 
a code. But what do genes code for? 

I suppose they code for characteristics, behaviors, 
abilities, that sort of thing, Sesiom replied. 

They code for proteins, the wizard said. Genes preserve 
conceptualizations of protein. 

Humph, Sesiom snorted. I've not heard it expressed 
that way before. Strikes me as an odd way to put it. 

Odd or not, the wizard replied, it is true. Or at least it 
is an important part of the truth. 

You talk about the way things really are, about 
truth, and also about plural realities. I'm not a 
philosopher, I'm a businessman, but from my per
spective those two positions at first glance seem con
tradictory, Sesiom mused. 

Not at all, the wizard said. Reality as plural does not 
mean that anything goes, that there cannot be such a 
thing as a lie. Were that true, there would be no 
demons. If I say, ''It rained yesterday in Detroit, " 
when in fact I happen to know it didn't, then I have 
not said what is true, and no amount of plurality can 
change that. What I mean instead is that truth con
ceptualized is a construction and that, as a construc
tion, it reveals various aspects, many or even most of 
them, profoundly different from one another, some-
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times in some very subtle ways. But let's think about 
information and the way the world is. 

The wizard cleared his throat, then launched out. 
Information is at base conceptual, that is, it can be 
understood. It has significance beyond itself. It 
conveys meaning. The world, the universe itself, is 
freighted with all kinds of information, and com
municates that information at all kinds of levels 
and among all kinds of entities. What is more, the 
information is coded. It is contained in things like 
chemical sequences or colors or animal cries. But 
the codes are simply a way in which the informa
tion becomes effective. What lies beneath the codes 
and the cosmos itself is that vast sea of informa
tion. But remember that information is conceptual. 
That means that the universe and everything in it is 
the expression of mind. That is something the 
ancients grasped, but that we moderns have forgot
ten. We tend to think of the universe as a merely 
material configuration and of mind as an emergent 
property within that configuration, as you sug
gested back at the apartment. But inf act it is the 
opposite, as I have said before. The material uni
verse is a creation of perspective, of mind. 

Sesiom listened intently as he drove. The wizard 
glanced over at him, then continued, I don't know if 
you are familiar with a German philosopher 
named Hans Gadamer. 

I'm not, Sesiom said. 
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Well, Gadamer was interested in the problem of how 
we derive meaning from texts. 

Derive meaning from texts? Sesiom glanced over at 
the wizard. I should have thought that was pretty 
straightforward. Texts are intended to convey mean
ing. You read what it has to say, and if you've under
stood it, you have grasped its meaning. 

Yes, the wizard agreed. On one level that is quite 
true, but in fact it is a bit more complex than that. 
Part of the problem revolves around the kind of text 
you're reading, and, as a rule, the kind of text 
you 're reading depends on the kind of meaning the 
author wanted to convey. Operational manuals, 
newspaper accounts, mystery novels, and poetry 
are all manuscripts, but they embody and convey 
very different kinds of meaning, And they are 
selected for that precise reason. 

Yes, that makes sense, Sesiom agreed. A love letter is 
one thing, a recipe another. Both might use the word 
sugar, but mean something very different by it. And I 
as the reader would intuit that immediately. The 
kind of text would be determinative. 

Exactly, the wizard beamed. The question of textual 
meaning is called hermeneutics. You Baptists are 
renowned for studying the Bible so I'm sure you've 
run into that word before. 

As a matter of fact I have, Sesiom said. I have con
ducted a few adult Bible studies in my church, and 
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the study guides occasionally use the word, so I 

know what it means. 

Well, the wizard said, hermeneutics intrigued 
Gadamer. 



Lieutenant Cullman sat at his desk sipping coffee 
from a Styrofoam cup and reflecting on two re

ports, the coroner's report concerning the two skulls 
that had been delivered a couple of days ago, and an 
analysis of the oak samples taken from the door in the 
cave which had been prepared by the Center for 
Applied Isotope Studies at the University of Georgia 
and which he'd just finished. 

According to the summary from the University of 
Georgia, the oak had been cut sometime in the early 
1970s. Analysis of the paint samples pointed to the 
same approximate date. The lock, he knew, was 
much older. It had been manufactured back in 1907 
by a long defunct company in Wilmington, Delaware, 
called Smythson, Inc. Smythson, it turned out, made 
more than locks. It had been a metal shop that filled 
specialty orders for which its clientele paid hand
somely. Apparently the lock's specifics had been stip
ulated. But how had it ended up on a door made 
sev~n decades later? Seven decades were three gener
ations. Cullman pulled at his chin, took a sip of cof-
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fee. Whoever made the door had not purchased the 
lock from Smythson. 

The paint was peculiar too. It was lead based, nothing 
special about that, but had been liberally adulterated 
with goat's blood. Male, the laboratory said. 

According to the coroner's report, the skulls were 
both male. They had probably been about seven 
years old when they died sometime back in the 
mid-nineteenth century. Cullman knew the U.S. and 
Canada supported an underground market in skulls, 
which were usually robbed from pauper's graves in 
Mexico or Central America. Europe, he had heard, 
also had such a market but their source of skulls was 
different. So whoever obtained these skulls had 
probably purchased them. 

Here then was the likely sequence: two skulls approx
imately 150 years old, a lock some seventy years old, 
and wood cut about thirty years ago. Plainly someone 
had gone to a lot of trouble to acquire these items. It 
did not look much like murder to Cullman, it looked 
a lot like magic. 

Or what he imagined magic might look like. He knew 
next to nothing about the subject himself outside of a 
few accounts he'd read in the popular press. But what 
else could it be? And if it was magic, whoever did it had 
been very serious. This was no black cock killing under 
the moon at the stroke of midnight. This smacked of 
protracted and expensive enterprise. Also whoever 
did this had to have had prolonged access to the cave. 
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Slab Town was a fairly isolated mountain. With the 
exception of old man Camden, who had built on the 
neighboring Hook-n-Tie, he was unaware of anyone 
who lived up there during the 1970s. Surely Camden 
was not some kind of warlock. But how could Cullman 
be sure? He barely knew Camden. The man had moved 
into town when Cullman was just a boy. Cullman did 
not even remember the exact year Camden built his 
cabin, though it seemed like it was the late 1960s or 
early 1970s. But that would be easy to check. When did 
Camden leave? He could not recall exactly. Did not 
know why he left either. Not that he suspected Cam
den of a crime, though unlicensed trafficking in body 
parts was a misdemeanor. It was just that he wanted to 
tie this thing up, and finding Camden seemed like the 
most obvious way to do that. 

He rose, walked across his office, and stuck his head 
out of its door. "Hey, Marge," he called to the stout 
middle-aged woman who worked as his part-time 
secretary, "do me a favor, would you? See if you can 
find out whatever happened to a man named Cam
den who used to own a cabin up on Hook-n-Tie. And 
see if you can track down any of his relatives. Would 
you do that for me?" 

"Sure, Lieutenant," Marge said. "Do you know his 
first name?" 

"No," Cullman said, "but check with Deeds and Regis
tration. That would be a good place to start." 

"And when did he own the property?" Marge asked. 
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"I'm not sure," Cullman said, "but I think he built it in 
the late sixties or early seventies. Start with 1968.'' 

"Property on Hook-n-Tie. Man named Camden. 1968 
to, say, 1973? Shouldn't be too hard,'' Marge said. 



Gadamer argued that particular concrete experi
ence, rather than an abstract aesthetics, is key to 
understanding information when that information 
is expressed or embodied artistically. For him inter
pretation was not a simple mechanical procedure 
whereby the meaning of something, a text, a play, a 
painting, could be isolated and discussed. That is to 
say, it was not merely reproductive. When we inter
pret something, according to Gadamer, we do not 
recreate and analyze the artist's meaning. Rather 
interpretation is a dynamic and creative event in 
which the participant-one is not a passive observer 
in such circumstances, one is a participant-in 
which the participant, precisely by being a partici
pant, plays a definitive role. After all, one can only 
begin to understand something by using the concepts 
one already has. The concepts one brings to the table 
as it were. But that understanding takes place not by 
scrutinizing and dominating the art, but by submit
ting to it. In this process, the participant asks ques
tions and, by asking them, introduces a level of 
knowledge, a perspective, to the work that its creator 
did not have. By the same token, the creator has a 
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level of knowledge and a perspective that the partici
pant does not have. What they do share is the com
pleted work of art. It exists as it is, embodying the 
meaning the artist intended, of course, but also 
embodying the unconscious processes and motiva
tions that produced it. It is a cultural artifact, fixed in 
history, yet, as a work of art, transcending its moment 
precisely because it is experienced contemporarily by 
the interpreter/participant. Pondering the work of art, 
asking questions of it, allows for a blending of the con
ceptual horizons of the artist and the participant. 
Hence, it is inaccurate to say that we understand the 
artist's work. That implies the work has a static mean
ing that we have fully grasped and thoroughly plumbed. 
It is more accurate to say that we understand through 
it. By pointing to itself, the art points beyond itself. 
Meaning emerges in the blending of these two hori
zons, the artist's and the participant's. 

In other words, the art speaks to me, Sesiom said. 

Yes, the wizard agreed, but it is more than that. You 
speak to the art, too. And it is within that mutual lan
guage event, that conversation, created between the 
art and the participant that meaning emerges. 

And these meanings would be valid expressions of a 
larger reality, Sesiom said. 

Valid? The wizard stretched himself and looked over 
at Sesiom. For a moment he seemed to fill half the car. 
That is the question. Valid implies true or credible, 
and obviously there are such things as mistakes and 
lies. There is insanity. And it is not just a question of 
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degree. Not everything is valid or equally valid. One 
might describe an eclipse as the moon swallowing the 
sun simply because one did not know better, but it 
would be incorrect to ascribe an ontological quality 
to such a depiction. And yet there really is a sense in 
which, from a particular perspective, the moon on 
such an occasion may be said to swallow the sun. It is 
a graphic description. It helps us picture something 
we may not have seen, and yet, if we want to build a 
Copernican model of the solar system, such a descrip
tion is not helpful. 

I see what you mean, Sesiom replied, but the key 
point here, the basic argument you are making, is 
that multiple tealittes are creffl,ted in this dialogue 
between individuals with their life experiences and 
the information rich world. 

Yes, said the wizard. Now notice that by putting God 
in the role of artist and seeing the cosmos as his 
handiwork, we are opening the way for a similar 
approach. We see the world and wonder what it 
means or if it has meaning. We ask such questions 
within our historical/cultural matrix, and the 
answers emerge in a creative way. And, of course, if 
the Holy Spirit is involved in the process, as with 
Christians he must be, we get a different kind of 
answer than we would get otherwise. 



Naketa waited by the front door in the living room 
near the stairs. Sesiom and Melody were having an 
argument in their second floor bedroom, and N aketa 
could hear them. In the weeks since Uncle Jeff had 
been taken to the hospital, they had argued a lot. 
N aketa was not always sure what they were arguing 
about or why, but it seemed to her that her mother 
had become testy and quarrelsome since that horri
ble Saturday when they'd found Uncle Jeff in the 
cave. Her mother had always had a temper, but lately 
it posed on a hair trigger. 

She'd asked her mother once why she'd run off on 
the way back to Uncle Jeff's cabin, but her mother had 
given her a hard look and said that she'd thought 
she'd seen a child in the woods and had gone to 
investigate. Naketa did not believe that, but she did 
not know what to say. She had talked to her daddy 
about it though, had told him that Melody had been 
acting funny before Drew came out of the cave, and 
that she didn't think there was a child anywhere 
around so how could Mommy have seen one? Sesiom 
had simply told her that he agreed that there was no 
child, and that Mommy agreed too, but that some-
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times people thought they saw things when those 
things weren't there. That was all true of course, but 
it didn't change anything. Mommy and Daddy still 
argued. Frequently. 

Well, she wished they would stop. They were all sup
posed to be going to the hospital to see Uncle Jeff. 
They went almost every Sunday after church even 
tl1ough it was a long drive. Over an hour. They would 
come home and change, then go out for lunch, then 
drive to the hospital. There wasn't much to the visits 
really. They would sit by Uncle Jeff's bed, talk about 
what they had done the week before. The nurse said 
that kind of conversation often had a beneficial effect 
,on comatose ,patients, that s,ometimes the patients 
were aware of their visitors, but were simply unable to 
respond. Naketa worried about that. She could imag
ine Uncle Jeff trapped in his head, pushing against his 
own impassive face, struggling to move his once pow
erful arms, alert but powerless. Frustrated and fearful. 
Keenly aware, terribly helpless, and so alone. In fact, 
she was convinced that was true, that Uncle Jeff was 
more helpless and more alone than he had ever been, 
than any human being, any kind of creature for that 
matter, should ever be. The thoughts bothered her. 
She wanted to talk to Sesiom about them, but for the 
first time in her life she did not feel free to do so. In the 
past, she could talk to him about anything and he was 
always ready to listen, always had something wise or 
encouraging or sometimes funny to say. But now she 
felt that a shadow had fallen between them, and that 
the shadow was Melody. She wasn't sure why she 
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thought that, but she did, and it made her feel so very 
alone, just like Uncle Jeff. 

She stood near the foot of the stairs listening to the ris
ing and falling cadence of the voices above her. Early 
autumn had settled in the tops of the trees. Seasons 
always changed from the edges, she thought. They 
always started on the outer layer and worked their way 
to the center, like a whirlpool drawing stuff forever 
into itself. And she suddenly wondered if time was like 
that, if time was like a great big swirling undertow, 
feeding eternally on the rim of things, guzzling it all. 
The thought was unexpected and stark and, she 
abruptly realized, awfully adult. She supposed she was 
growing up, had grown up a lot in the last few weeks. 
Normally the comprehension would have brought a 
thrill of delight, but now it brought only queasy dread. 
If becoming a grownup meant one had such thoughts, 
and she suspected it did, then the next few years were 
going to be more difficult than she had imagined. That 
made her feel even more lonely. Meanwhile the voices 
upstairs quarreled on. 

It occupied two centers: the body in the 
hospital and the brain of the woman. And it was 
able to range between these two points. This 
gave it a much greater reach than being impris
oned in the two skulls had given it, but the tat
ters of the spell still constrained it. To free itself 
completely required blood spilled in murder. 
Freedom began in crime, in the ability to effect 
an evil for no other reason than to assert one's 
liberty. Freedom was the ability to say, "I scorn 
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and can violate these standards." It was action 
justified for no other reason beyond one's ability 
to do it. Freedom's mantra was "Just cause I 
can." That is what made "evil" acts such an 
imperative. They testified unequivocally to the 
autonomy of the one who did them. Revolutions 
always began with treason and ended with mur
der. The king, the czar, the dictator had to die. 
Liberty was suckled on blood. It knew these 
things in the very core of its being, and it sought 
a victim. It had focused on the girl, was explor
ing the pathways in het brain, suggesting ideas 
to see how she would respond. When the time 
came, it would need her to stand very still. It 
was confident she would. The child was ideal. 
She had a close cormectioh,between tne boay in 
the hospital and the woman, and she stayed 
within its still limited range. Once it had slain 
her, it would be able to track down the one who 
had imprisoned it and kill him. That second 
murder would complete its escape. And then it 
would return to the Bell Labs in Naperville, Illi
nois, where it had been caught and from which 
it had been removed. 



There was a knock on his office door, probably Marge. 
Cullman looked up from the report he was reading. 
''Yes," he said. 

Marge stuck her head in and smiled, "I've got the file 
on Camden's place. Xeroxes anyway." She stepped in 
and handed Cullman a thin manila folder. "There's not 
a lot, but I think it's everything you wanted." 

"Thanks," Cullman said, taking the folder. "What did 
you find." 

"Camden purchased the property in October of 1970, 
started building the next summer and . finished his 
house in 1972." 

"When did he sell to Swofford?" 

"This past February," Marge said. 

"Who did he buy the property from?" Cullman asked. 

"Randy Holmes," Marge said. 

Cullman was surprised. "Holmes owned property on 
Hook-n-Tie? Well, who knew?" Cullman had known 
Holmes for years though they had not been close 
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friends. Holmes had joined the army shortly after Pearl 
Harbor and had seen action in North Africa and Italy. 
When the war ended, he started a dairy farm near 
Whitecotton and did well, but none of his three sons 
had been interested in continuing the business, so 
after his wife passed away, Holmes sold his farm and 
moved into a trailer on Flint Creek where he spent his 
last years photographing birds for a book he never fin
ished, but wanted to dedicate to the memory of John 
Burroughs, the naturalist, philosopher, and poet who 
had been friends with Walt Whitman. Holmes had 
been killed in the flooding caused by Hurricane Floyd. 
Cullman found his body and, on that account, had felt 
obliged to attend his funeral. "So," Cullman said, 
"Holmes owned the property and sold it to Camden in 
1970. Camden finished building his home there in 
1972, and sold to Swofford this February:" 

"Looks that way," Marge said. 

"Okay, give me the files please, and thanks, Marge." 

Marge left, and Cullman slipped the documents from 
their folder. Glancing through them, he mulled over 
what he'd learned. The door had been constructed 
around the same time Camden built his house, at least 
he could be pretty sure the wood for the door had 
been cut around that time. Let's assume it was assem
bled shortly after the trees were felled, he told himself. 
I mean, why wouldn't it have been? He could think of 
no reason. So work with the assumption. That covered 
a two year period. A construction crew would have 
been up there with trucks. Some forest would have 
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been cleared. A man or team of men moving lumber in 
a truck in that area would not have attracted much 
attention, probably not even if they drove past 
Hook-n-Tie and turned up a logging road onto Slab 
Town. Hunters used to drive up there back then too, 
he recalled. So to anyone who saw it, a truck with lum
ber would have been part of the scenery. Nothing 
special. And that meant that Camden may have had 
nothing to do with the door. Still it was a coincidence 
too striking not to explore. 

Cullman clicked on his computer's "people locator" 
and typed in "Hans Lawrence Camden." He had never 
known Camden's first or middle name before looking 
at the file. Seemed a little odd when he thought about 
it, but Camden had kept pretty much to himself. A 
quiet fellow. Never caused any trouble. The screen 
populated and Cullman scanned the names. He was 
in luck. There was a Hans Lawrence Camden living 
two towns away in Henryville, and the name came 
with a telephone number. High tech certainly made 
his job easier, and Cullman loved it for that though he 
found the amount of information available on a com
puter and the ease with which it could be access a lit
tle disconcerting. He picked up his telephone and 
dialed, and after a couple of rings, a familiar voice 
answered, "Hello." 

"Hello, Mr. Camden? This is Lieutenant Joe Cullman 
with the Johnstown police." 

"Officer Cullman." A hint of uncertainty, then, "Yes, I 
remember you," the voice on the other end became 
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more confident. "What can I do for you? I'm not in any 
trouble surely." 

"No, no, nothing like that," Cullman said. "I just 
wanted to ask you a couple of things about Swofford 
and Holmes. There was an accident up here near 
your old place awhile back and I'm just trying to tie 
up some loose ends." 

"Yeah," Camden agreed. Cullman thought there was 
a slight clog of anxiety in the man's voice. "I saw a 
story about it in the newspaper. SaidJeffreywas hurt. 
How's he doing?" 

"Still in the hospital, so far as I know," Cullman said. 
"He wa.$ injured while, e~plod9:g1 a ~a¥e, he.,found. Did 
you know about that cave?" 

There was a long pause on the other end of the 
phone. Then Camden said, "I guess I've been expect
ing this call ever since I saw the news story. The past 
never dies, you know. It freezes harder than any rock. 
It can't ever be changed. Even if it's forgotten, it is still 
there, living with us and affecting things." There was 
another long pause. Cullman was preparing to break 
the silence when Camden spoke again. "Why don't 
you come out to see me? There is a nice little cafe 
here in Henryville. Coffee's half decent. We can talk. 
I've got quite a story. Better to tell it face to face than 
over the phone." 

"Sure," said Cullman. "I'd like that. I like stories. 
How about ten o'clock tomorrow morning? How 
does that suit you?" 
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"Sounds fine to me," Camden said. "Name of the cafe 
is Franks. Kind of a cutsy thing. Their specialty is hot 
dogs. It's two blocks off 37 on Jacks Row. Turn to 
your left from 3 7." 

"That should be easy enough to find," Cullman said. 
"I'll see you at ten tomorrow, Mr. Camden." 

"Yeah," Camden said. "I'll see you then." 

Cullman hung up his telephone and leaned back in 
his chair. It looked like this was going to be easier 
than he expected. He could drive to Henryville in 
just a little over an hour. Wrap this whole thing up 
over a cup of coffee. At least that is what he hoped. 
He wondered what Camden would say about the 
door and the skulls. 

In Henryville, Camden, shaking his head slowly, 
turned from the table. He couldn't blame the police 
officer. The man was just doing his job, and apparently 
doing it quite well, but his phone call certainly made 
things more complicated. How much should he say 
tomorrow? He couldn't lie. What good would it do 
now anyway? But if he told part of the truth, why not 
all of it? Maybe he could take the officer up to his old 
cabin and show him everything. But was he really 
ready to do that? And how long did he have before it 
sniffed him out? That, he was sure, was just a matter of 
time, and it was nothing he was looking forward to. 



They pulled out of the Exxon station and back onto 
the state highway. Dawn was a couple of hours off. 
During the fuel stop, each man had swallowed another 
Red Bull, and each was sipping a cup of scalding coffee 
to top it off. The Hummer purred and Sesiom stifled a 
yawn. The wizard had been right, this was turning into 
an endurance test and he needed the caffeine. Do you 
remember Vivaren or No Doz? Sesiom asked. I don't 
know if they make the stuff anymore but it was effec
tive. That and Maxwell House got me through plenty 
of all niters when I was at Howard. 

Don't know what happened to them, the wizard said. I 
use to bot/ up an herbal concoction that was based on 
chicory. Effective but awful. Had to sugar tt up a lot. I 
switched to these commercial energy drinks back in 
the mid-nineties. They work almost as well, and, 
besides, I don't get many calls for this sort of thing so I 
don't need stimulants much. 

You've done this on other occasions, I assume, Sesiom 
remarked. 

Not often, but yes, the wizard said. As I indicated ear
lier, my work is usually much more mundane. 

200 



THE DOOR 201 

We live in a mundane world was the way you put it, 
Sesiom said. 

Yes, mundane and plural. That's a good way to con
ceptualize it, the wizard nodded. 

So you are going to put a spell on this spirit? 
Enchant it? Command it back into the abyss from 
whence it came? 

Something like that, the wizard agreed. But you and I 
are going to do it. We will work together on this. 

I'm going to help you cast a spell? Sesiom was aston
ished. How can I help you do that? Last spell I helped 
cast was when my mama would rub our warts with a 
smooth stone when we were kids, tie it in a handker
chief and leave it at a crossroads. It always worked, 
though I never knew why. 

That's a good example, actually, the wizard said. I'm 
familiar with that bit of folk magic. There are other 
examples, too, that survive precisely because they 
are effective. The mind, as I said, has a remarkable 
capacity to shape events. Prayer and a positive out
look are two of the best medicines, two of the best 
prophylactics for that matter. Also a sense of purpose 
or responsibility. Take care of yourself, seek God's 
will in your life, and stay positive. Better than an 
apple a day for keeping the doctor away. I knew of a 
man once who was diagnosed with cancer. He was 
old, had no close relatives, and not much money. He 
decided to let the disease take its course, but he 
bought a collection of Three Stooges videos, and 
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when he started to get depressed, he put one on. 
Made him laugh. Well, he didn't die. Ifhe had, there 
wouldn't be much point to my telling you the story. 
So after awhile, he went back to his doctor. As you 
might have guessed, the cancer was gone. Not In 
remission, but gone. I can't say much about his taste 
in comedy, but there was nothing wrong with his 
sense of how things work. 

Just a question of mind over matter, eh? Sesiom said. 
Well, that sounds a little too simplistic to me. Cancer 
ts a peculiar disease. Sometimes it just disappears, 
and no one really knows why. Kind of like warts. 
Maybe the body heals Itself somehow. 

Seslom, the wizard said, unless It dies, the body 
always heals itself somehow. All we can do is try to 
create the most favorable environment to encourage 
that healing. And that is what a spell does. It focuses 
thoughts, makes them efficacious. We always do that 
when we turn ideas Into reality, Incarnate them if 
you will. Of course they were already incarnate In 
our brains, so we just translate them from one kind of 
physical medium to another, whether we build a 
fighter jet or a remove a wart, use our hands or our 
words. It's a question of which principles you employ 
and how effective they are-and why. 

In other words, magic theory, Sesiom said. 

Magic theory, the wizard agreed. Look, In Proverbs 
we read that as a person thinks in his heart, so he is. 
That's not Norman Vincent Peale extolling the 
power of positive thought nor ts It existentialism. 
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That's the inspired word of God. The immediate ref
erence is to duplicity, but the wider context is sin
cerity. You become your most deeply held beliefs, or 
they create you. There is a feedback mechanism at 
work here. And of course what you are fundamen
tally impacts the world you perceive, and that per
ception is an aspect of reality, a potential aspect we 
bring into being by conceiving it. We communicate 
through these actualized realities, always assum
ing ours is shared by all because it really conforms 
to the way things are, and of course there are com
monalties, otherwise there would be no commun
ication. But communication also illumines our 
differences. In conversation, worlds clash. This is 
our dilemma then: we are social beings, as is evi
denced by our need to, and our ability to, commu
nicate, but we are social beings who occasionally 
have very different perspectives on things. And, 
because we live in our convictions, we have deeply 
held convictions about their truth. 

Sesiom sipped from his coffee, sighed. That almost 
seems trite, he said, and yet it also makes the whole 
thing, the life we live, it makes it look like a riddle, a 
big pointless riddle. 

Not a riddle, the wizard objected. In essence, riddles 
are dishonest questions. They are half joke, half 
enigma. Consider the riddle: nature wants six, cus
tom seven, wickedness demands eleven. The answer is 
hours of sleep. It's subtle and clever and it rhymes. It 
also might make an ethical point, but it is too sly to be 
strictly accurate. We are not talking about riddles 
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here. Puzzle is perhaps more exact, or maybe mystery. 
But I like puzzle better because puzzle suggests built 
in solvability. A spell is like a puzzle rather than a rid
dle. Any spell can be unraveled, solved. I think in the 
case of the door and skulls, the one who cast the spell 
lacked the skills to make it sufficiently complex to 
baffle the demon for more than a few decades. Let's 
imagine this as a problem of motion. If objects are 
part of a binary system, it is fairly easy to calculate 
their interactions with one another. Add a third 
object, however, and the calculations instantly be
come extremely difficult. In the case of the cave, the 
two skulls and the door acted like objects that move 
in r_e/ationship to .one another. It was almost but not 
quite as complex as a three object system. The cave, by 
existing between these objects like a beam in the rock, 
focused them. The spirit is trapped in the beam, the 
cave, caught between the three interacting objects. In 
order to escape, it must calculate how they interact 
and then project their positions into the indefinite 
future. Don't forget that the spirit must do this on a 
planet that is revolving around a moving star and 
that itself has a satellite about one-eightieth of its 
mass and about one-sixth its gravity. Since it is a 
creature trapped in the hologram of the universe, but 
originating beyond it, it will need to take the immedi
ate context created by earth, moon, and sun into 
account as well. But the main things locking it in the 
shaft are the door and the skulls. 
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But the skulls, the door, the shaft don't move in rela
tionship to one another. How can this be a problem of 
motion? Sesiom objected. 

You are right, the wizard said. It really isn't a problem 
of motion any more that the progression of cause and 
effect through time/space coordinates is a problem of 
motion. That's a good illustration actually. Informa
tion is to magic theory what coordinates are to Ein
stein. I only used motion as a trope to give you some 
idea of the complexity interwoven into that particu
lar spell. At least, I think that was what was done. I'll 
know more after we've looked at the cave. 



Naketa watched Uncle Jeffrey's motionless shrouded 
figure. His eyes were closed, his mouth gaped slightly. 
A monitor beeped beside his bed, its dot of green light 
tracing his vital rhythms. It was terrible to see him like 
this, the man who, only weeks before, had teased her 
over the telephone. It was like he was dead but not 
quite dead, like he had been trapped in some place 
from which he could neither return or depart. If she 
closed her eyes, she could almost hear him calling to 
her, feel him reaching across to her from that weird 
halfway place. She wanted more than anything to 
reach back to him, to guide him back to this life or into 
the next one. But she could not do that, so instead 
when she closed her eyes, she prayed. "Dear God, I 
know that Uncle Jeffrey did not believe in you, but he 
was a good man anyway. We loved him and he loved 
us back. That should count for something, shouldn't 
it? You are love. You must have given us the capacity to 
love each other. It was an expression of you, of your
self. I believe in you, Lord, and I have been baptized. I 
come to you clothed in your righteousness. Dear 
Jesus, I beg you, based on what you have done for me, 
to take Uncle Jeff to yourself. Hear and honor my 

206 



THE DOOR 207 

prayer, Lord. I don't know what is going on with Uncle 
Jeffrey right now, but I think he is frightened and very 
unhappy ... and very alone. Lord, give him faith now. 
Save him now. Free him from this horrid state so that 
he may come to you cleansed and joyous. Lord Jesus, 
catch him away from the jaws of the Pit. Save him from 
the fires of Hell where all confess you but none praise 
you. Lord, forgive me please for not telling him more 
about you, for not letting him know how important 
you are to me ... to everyone. Dear Jesus, open his 
spiritual eyes ... " And so her prayer went, an endless 
stream of supplication and remorse, her bouquet of 
concern she lay beside his living coffin, but which she 
feared she brought to him too late. 

Outside the door in the hall, Sesiom and Melody 
talked to the nurse about Jeffrey's future. The nurse 
was saying, "His sister has been here. She made the 
arrangements. We expect to move him out in the next 
few days. You'll have to check with Administration 
about that because I'm not completely sure when. Or 
you could check with his sister. I think she'll be back 
here sometime next week." 

"We don't know her," Sesiom said, "and she's never 
gotten in touch with us. I knew Jeffrey was not close 
with his family, but I would have thought she would 
at least have called. We left our number on her 
answering machine." 

"I've no control over family complications. All I can 
tell you is that you've no legal prerogative or author
ity to ... " 
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Back in the room Naketa heard a movement and 
opened her eyes. To her amazement, she saw Jeffrey 
slowly, stiffly, sitting up in his bed. The crisp sheet 
slipped from his pale bluish green hospital gown. His 
arms hung limp from its short sleeves. His eyes, their 
pupils dilated until they seemed almost like voids, 
stared blankly ahead. His mouth remained slightly 
opened. But he was sitting up. She could hear his 
breathing over the beep on the monitor, and to Naketa 
it looked like a miracle right out of tl1e New Testa
ment. Her breath came in short gasps. Her heart 
leaped. She whispered over and over again, "Thank 
you, Lord. Oh, thank you, Lord Jesus." She was awe
struck with delight. Her Uncle Je{frey was back. 

He turned to her, the sheet falling completely away, 
his hospital gown lifting over his thighs. She could see 
him exposed under the loose cloth, the urine tube, its 
attached bag partly filled with urine, pulling free, and 
that shocked and dismayed her, but Jeffrey did not 
seem to notice. He leaned forward, his hands pressing 
on the bed. He seemed to struggle to focus on her as 
he slid forward, his right foot reaching for the floor, his 
left hand bracing on the bedside table. Bending 
slightly at the waist he stood on the floor, stood over 
her, was looking down at her. Naketa could see there 
was something awful behind the emptiness in his eyes, 
sensed that this was not Uncle Jeffrey. Her miracle had 
turned ominous. She would have run, but she seemed 
rooted to the spot. And then it was too late. Uncle 
Jeffrey picked up a stainless steel pitcher of water from 
the table, was lifting it over his head, spilling the water 
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on the floor, on the bed, splashing it on his gown. And, 
just as she screamed, he brought the pitcher down on 
Naketa's head with crushing force. 

Outside in the hall, the three adults heard her 
scream, froze in their conversation, then in a rush 
burst into the room. They saw Naketa slumped to 
the floor, Jeffrey falling forward, the pitcher slipping 
from his hand. They heard it ring as it hit the tile. 
Melody screamed. They sprang to the two bodies, 
Naketa dying, Jeffrey now dead, face down, his but
tocks exposed, the tube through which he emptied 
his colon protruding, its bag limp between his legs. 
The nurse smacked the alarm with her palm, knelt 
beside her patient, felt his jugular for a pulse. 
Sesiom held N aketa, Melody kneeling beside him. 
They heard members of the hospital staff rushing 
down the hall toward the room, saw the blood ooz
ing from the torn skin around the deep indentation 
in Naketa's skull, saw it slowly twisting through her 
hair, saw it drip to the vinyl. What they did not see, 
could not have seen, was the exultant spirit that rose 
like a black vulture above that chaotic scene. Free! 
Free at last! 



Have you ever wondered what the world would look 
like if the biblical story of creation were true? the wiz

ard asked Sesiom. 

Well, Sesiom mused, I've not really given it much 
thought. I believe the biblical story, I guess, though 
I'm ·not quite sure how to· imagine, it alt: We are 
trained to think scientifically, educated to use the 
language of evolution whatever our actual beliefs. So 
I suppose I think the world would look pretty much 
like it looks. 

But how does it look? the wizard pressed him. Let's 
break it down. First, we would expect the universe to 
have developed, not to have popped into existence 
fully formed. After all, there are seven days and they 
build on one another sequentially, contingently. 
Furthermore, miracles, as creative acts, suggest that 
the process still continues. Indeed, the Russian 
Orthodox theologian Nicolas Berdyaev has called 
the new creation begun after the resurrection of 
Christ the eighth day of creation. So, if the biblical 
account is true, we might expect to see evidence of an 
ongoing or evolving creation. 
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Second, we might expect to see a creation that was 
orderly, that behaved in particular ways and devel
oped according to specific patterns, a creation that 
was comprehensible. 

Third, we might expect to see a creation teeming 
with many forms of life, not all of which came into 
existence simultaneously. For example, we might 
expect to see a creation in which fish preceded land 
animals, and in which human beings appeared very 
late and came from a single source and later 
migrated to fill the world. 

Fourth, we might expect to see a creation in which 
some of these life forms were aware. 

Fifth, we might expect to see a creation that was 
rich in information. 

Sixth, we might expect to see a creation in which the 
communication of information and even abstract 
concepts was not only theoretically possible but, was 
fairly common. 

Finally, we might expect to see a creation in which 
"light" was the first created thing. 

Notice that nothing I have listed is required. Creation 
could have come about in all kinds of ways. But if the 
biblical story is true, we might have expected a world 
something like I have suggested. And that is pretty 
much what science has found. Now I acknowledge 
I've been selective here. There are certainly problems 
with the biblical account. Are we to believe that 
plants appeared before the sun, moon, and stars, or 
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that birds appeared before "creeping things?" Never
theless, my point is to show how striking the correla
tions are between what current science tells us and 
what we might have anticipated had we only pos
sessed the Genesis story. 

The wizard fell silent and Sesiom guided the Hummer 
west toward Johnstown. After some minutes he said, 
Having heard so much about the conflict between 
science and religion, I find your analysis striking. 
You've cherry picked, sure, but you've also made a 
strong point. His voice grew soft as he thought more 
about what the wizard had said. And to think that this 
story was inspired thousands of years ago. 

It is amazing, isn't it? the wizard agreed. Suppose we 
had never heard of Genesis, and then some archeolo
gist unearthed the text in a cave in the Middle East 
somewhere. Rather than striving to debunk it, I suspect 
scholars would be trying to account for its insight! The 
central question would be: how did the ancients know 
the universe was like this? The scientific world would 
have been buzzing. But familiarity breeds contempt. 
We have lived with the story for three thousand years 
or more. We miss the wonder of it. 

You sound like a fundamentalist, Sesiom re
marked. Not that I think that is necessarily a bad 
thing. I'm a Bible believing Baptist, whatever Bible 
believing is supposed to mean. Still it seems a little 
unusual for a man of your education and, uh, pro
fessional attainments. 
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I'm a Catholic, the wizard said, but if by fundamental
ist you mean one who affirms the fundamentals of 
the Christian faith, then yes, that is what I am. 

And what are those fundamentals? Sesiom inquired. 

Oh, the wizard said, you'll find them in the early 
creeds: the Nicean, the Chalcedonian, the Constan
tinoplian, the Athanasian, although that one was 
never approved by an ecumenical council and, in 
fact, was repudiated as authoritative by the Eastern 
Orthodox tradition. Still I like it as a symbol. I also 
affirm the Apostle's Creed as a very helpful summary 
of what is important. These creeds tell us how to read 
the Bible and not vice versa, and most of them pre
date the final formulation of the cannon. I believe in 
God as Trinity, in Jesus as the incarnate logos, fully 
God and fully human, in the Virgin birth, the mira
cles, the resurrection. You know, the basic things that 
Christians believe. But the root of it all is found in the 
first words of Genesis: "In the beginning God created 
... " That brief phrase contains the two fundamentals 
from which everything else derives. First, God is. God 
exists. There is the brute fact of God. And second, this 
extant God creates the whole shebang, everything. 
From those two facts, all else flows: everything from 
monotheism since God is singular, to God's person
hood since creation is intentional and only persons 
can act with intentionality. Everything. 



The old man brewed a cup of green tea, sipped it, wor
ried about his meeting with the police lieutenant in 
the morning, remembered how these dreadful events 
had begun to unfold. He rehearsed the various ways in 
which he thought the meeting migh,t develop, tried to 
imagine what he ·would say, what he could say. 

Since he was a boy he had been intrigued by magic, 
always thought there was something of substance 
hidden behind the layers of hocus-pocus. He had 
amassed a respectable library on the occult arts, 
texts including everything from The Egyptian Book 
of the Dead, which was mostly spells, to Carl Jung's 
theory of archetypes and alchemy. He had even 
taught himself Latin since some of the medieval 
material he had acquired had never been translated 
into English. Magic had been at once a curious 
hobby and a consuming passion. 

However, it was not a passion one shared with 
responsible scientists. From them, he kept his fasci
nation with the subject a secret. No one in his profes
sional circle had any idea about this part of his life. 
Sometimes he felt like a pervert, at other times like a 
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pioneer, but always he was keenly aware of the need 
for discretion. If his colleagues found out, it could 
ruin him professionally. 

Being a bachelor helped, as did his basically reclusive 
nature. And if he did invite a guest over, which he 
almost never did, he did not take his visitor to see the 
cluttered little room where he spent most of his eve
nings. Instead they would sit in the living room, play 
chess, talk shop, occasionally gossip about office poli
tics (a subject he found rather boring). He had a repu
tation for keeping to himself, a quiet, gangly man with 
a reedy voice and a penchant for bow ties. 

None of that changed after he discovered the spirit, 
but everything else did. 

His team, which he had been part of since the Bell Labs 
opened on Indian Hill in Naperville, Illinois, in 1966, 
was conducting a course of experiments on a new 
transistor series that was part of the laboratory's elec
tronic switching systems research. They had been get
ting some peculiar results, so for several nights he had 
stayed late, trying to reconcile discrepancies in the 
data. That was when he became aware of the spirit. It 

was mucking about as they ran their trials, manipulat
ing the results. He had encountered spirits before, of 
course, but they had always seemed like small scurry
ing things, squeaking their dismay at being discovered. 
By contrast, this one seemed indifferent to his know
ing it was there. Indeed, it was almost as though it had 
disclosed itself to him for some reason. And he quickly 
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determined that it was by far more powerful than any 
other spirit he had run across. 

He had read a little of the region's history and been 
intrigued by his discovery that the Potawatomi had 
once used the lab site as a signal hill when they 
moved into the area in the early part of the eighteenth 
century, populating the land the Iroquois abandoned 
in their retreat toward New York before the allied 
forces of the French and the Great Lakes Algonquin. 
Indeed, when he encountered the spirit that evening, 
he thought it might have some connection with the 
Potawatomi. He soon realized he was wrong. 

In the cou,rse of the next couple of evenings, he was 
able to determine that this was not some local sprite 
upset at having its haunt disturbed. This spirit wanted 
something and was trying to get into his mind in 
order to acquire it. That was a terrifying discovery. 
Worse, the spirit did not stay in the lab when he left 
the office. It pursued him, infused his dreams, 
inserted thoughts into his mind, struggled to achieve 
some level of motor control over his body. Some
times it could even make him grimace or spasm 
momentarily. But he quickly became aware that it 
could not yet read his mind, not completely anyway. 
That worked to his advantage, though he suspected it 
would be short lived. The spirit was probing him and, 
he had no doubt, would find its opening sooner 
rather than later. But, he sensed, it was also arrogant, 
and arrogance was always a weakness. So he set up a 
little trap for the spirit. 
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In his magic room he had six human skulls he had 
purchased over the years from two dealers, one in 
Chicago and the other in Saint Louis. Shipped to him 
by UPS, the skulls had proved useful in his studies, 
and three were engraved with symbols that he had 
then traced with red and black ink he had concocted 
from formula in his books. If used properly, the 
power of these objects was truly astonishing. He did 
not know why they worked as they did, but he knew 
for sure that by using them he was able to achieve 
some remarkable results. 

To trap the spirit, he would need two skulls of approx
imately the same size, skulls that had not been used for 
anything else. He thought of these as virgin bone. And 
it just so happened that he had them. They had been 
shipped to him the year before by his Saint Louis con
nection. They were small, plainly the skulls of young 
children, but the size or age of the cavities they pro
vided was not important. What was important was that 
they were human skulls that had not been used in any 
other magic undertaking. So he set to work. 

Over the course of three nights, he drew up a black 
mandala, a reverse representation of the cosmos 
traced in concentric overlapping geometric images, 
each image clearly identified with a particular spiritual 
power. When he finished, he colored in the mandala 
using ocher, red, and saffron pigments that he pur
chased from a local art dealer, and a black ink he pre
pared from a small vial of his own blood and the soot 
of candles made by dipping flax cord seven times in cat 
fat. Then, on the day he was to spring his trap, he 
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called in sick. This was not really a lie, he told himself, 
since the spirit he was battling was like an infection. 
He skipped breakfast and during the morning listened 
to Gregorian chants while he sat very still in the place 
where he would lay out his magic snare and concen
trated on the task ahead, the two skulls on either side 
of him. At noon he took a thorough bath and rubbed 
his feet with cayenne pepper and cloves. At two 
o'clock in the afternoon, he was ready. He spread his 
mandala on the floor between the two virgin skulls, 
sprinkled the three objects with a powder composed 
of dried lotus root and diamond dust (because of cost, 
he used industrial diamonds since the origin of the 
stones did not matter), placed four small alabaster 
cups of oil around the arrangement, one at each cardf
nal point, lit the floating wicks inside each cup from a 
fire he kindled by striking flint and steel over oak shav
ings, lay naked and face up in the midst of this assem
blage with his head on the mandala and his feet 
pointing east, and began to hum three special notes 
over and over again. 

Most of what he'd done had been misdirection, bril
liantly executed but intended to only attract and dis
tract the spirit's attention. The really important things 
had been the skulls, which were the pit into which he 
would force the spirit, and the hummed notes which 
were the ambush. He doubted anyone in the world 
today knew those notes. He doubted they had been 
heard since the fourteenth century. They were his 
secret weapon. 
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During the course of the day, he had felt the spirit's 
presence centering on his house, felt its malevolent 
power, worried that its piercing intuition would see 
what he was up to. While he concentrated during the 
morning, he could feel the spirit probing his mind. He 
feinted, dodged, even tried to strike back, but he knew 
this was a game he could not win. As he had prepared 
his trap over the last several days, he'd felt the spirit 
growing ever more powerful, sapping his own 
defenses. He was reaching the end of his skills. If this 
did not work, he doubted he could hold out for 
another day. He faced either capture or suicide. But, 
perhaps because of the spirit's arrogance, the notes 
worked better than he could have imagined. 

The spirit reacted in shock, followed almost instantly 
by explosive rage. And then it was gone. The room 
was quiet. But Hans Lawrence Camden knew this was 
only the first step. 



I've never understood the Trinity, Sesiom said. 

The wizard laughed, Who does? It is an ontological 
symbol, an attempt to comprehend the very being of 
God. But ontological questions, questions <!f what it 
is to be, pose notoriously difficult problems. Philoso
phy revolves around three kinds of questions: What is 
being? What can be known? And what is the good? 
These questions are called ontological, epistemo
logical, and axiological questions. For a variety of 
historical reasons, most of which have to do with our 
theological distinction between creator and creation, 
which causes us to distinguish between the knower 
and the known, ontological questions have proved 
very knotty conundrums for the West. 

Sesiom sipped his coffee, then put the Styrofoam cup 
back in its holder. A thing is what it is, he said. We can 
look at it and see that. A cat is a cat. A dog is a dog. To 
someone like me, it's obvious. 

Yes, some things are apparently examples of general 
kinds, the wizard agreed, things like cats, dogs, and 
Chevy Impalas. But when you see such a thing, how 
do you know it is a representative of its kind? Well, 
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you generalize its type from its particulars, eliminat
ing the accidentals and focusing on the essentials. A 
cat or a car could be black or tan and still remain a 
cat or a car, so in that case one dismisses color as 
essential. But one can do that because at some level, 
one already knows that a color change in such a situ
ation is not determinative. So how does one know 
what is essential? That is the question. Take love, for 
example. Does one learn from experience what a love 
is, or does one have an innate concept of love that 
causes one to recognize it when one experiences it? If 
it's innate, where does it come from? And if one gener
alizes from experience, how does one initiate the gen
eralization process? After all, the world could be 
informationally rich and logically coherent and be 
filled with nothing but discreet particulars, though in 
such a world communication, love, sexual reproduc
tion, and the very idea of cats and dogs would be 
impossible or next to it. 

Then we generalize based on the kind of creatures we 
are, Sesiom said. I don't see a problem with that. 

Well, the wizard continued, from a practical stand
point, perhaps there isn't, but there is a huge differ
ence in saying one believes something because it is 
useful and saying one believes it because it is true. 

Ah, Sesiom nodded, not looking at the wizard as he 
maneuvered around a Roadway truck, we're back to 
the truth is a synthesis argument. Okay, I've got that 
point. So even if we generalize based on observation, 
we still have no assurance we have actually fixated 
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on the essential qualities-and no assurance that 
such qualities even exist. 

Precisely, said the wizard. Nor is this a new problem 
in philosophy. Similar concerns, in various guises, 
can be traced to the late classical and early medi
eval period in the West. So it is no surprise that the 
doctrine of the Trinity is obscure. The very nature of 
being itself is obscure. 

But how can I be asked to believe something I cannot 
comprehend? Sesiom asked. 

Because belief and comprehension are not the same 
thing, the wizard said. We may believe because we 
understand, but we may also believe in order to 
understand (that's Augustine, by the way) or believe 
fully because we understand in part. In the case of 
the Trinity, orthodox Christians affirm one God and 
three persons. It seems to comport best with what we 
read in the New Testament and what we experience 
when, in response to the salvation he gives us, we 
worship Christ. That it is true seems clear enough, 
but how it can be true, we don't comprehend. We see 
through a glass darkly. We know only in part. That 
should be no surprise. Earlier I talked about the 
dematerialization of matter. What is matter, the 
stuff you and I and this Hummer and the world 
around us are made of? Well, it can be equated with 
energy; that is, with the capacity to work, and seems 
to be a conglomeration of elements that are them
selves a combination of subatomic particles, which 
are themselves composed of strings vibrating in nine 
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or eleven dimensions (pick your favorite version of 
the theory). But how on earth can we imagine that? 
And if we don't have a clear grasp of the ontology of 
the stuff we are made of, or of the stuff that sur
rounds us and that we interact with every day, why 
should we have a clear grasp of the ontology of a 
being radically different from us? 

And we were not made for such knowledge, Sesiom 
said, that's what you 're getting at. 

Sure, the wizard agreed. God wants us to be decent 
human beings. We want to know as God knows. Our 
desire, which is impossible, conflicts with God's 
desire, making it impossible apart from an act of 
God. Therein lies the whole story of our fall and our 
redemption. 

But as a wizard, aren't you guilty of transgressing the 
boundaries established by God? You talk of magic 
theory. Isn't that an attempt to understand things as 
they are; that is, as God understands them? 

I'm not trying to understand being, the wizard 
objected, I'm trying to understand the principles of 
interrelationships. The doctrine of the Trinity can 
teach us something very important about that. The 
doctrine suggests that a thing exists as it is in itself, 
but it also exists relationally, and this relational 
aspect of reality is ontologically as valid as the 
non-relational aspect. Reality is relationally con
stituted right down to the very core of things. It's 
interrelationship all the way up and all the way 
down. Relations actually comprise the essence of 
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the true God. God is one, but exists as three persons. 
Again I don't have to understand how it is true to 
believe that it is true. 

Now let's apply this to your situation by using as our 
example the relationship between your wife, Mel
ody, your daughter, Naketa, your friend,jeffrey, and 
your tormentor, the malignant spirit. They, in their 
interrelationship, created an entity, but none save 
the malignant sprit were aware of it. So I want to 
focus on the foundation of that relationship, on the 
root of our problem: the malignant spirit. That spirit 
is the essence of what happened, so I want to under
stand what the spirit did. A grasp of magic theory 
helps me to do that. Interrelationship ,and a concom
itant inter-influence is fundamental to the world
view of the magus. So I want to use that principle to 
try to understand what the spirit accomplished in 
this case. Based on what I know and what you've 
said, this is what I think happened: to secure its free
dom, the spirit needed to kill an innocent and par
ticularly vulnerable human being. It chose Naketa 
because she was both. Indeed, her concern for her 
uncle made her especially vulnerable. How did it get 
itself out of the cave? That was much more complex. I 
think it used the emptiness of Jeffrey and the vulner
ability of Melody to overcome the duality of the 
skulls, and used you and Hank, who broke down the 
door, and the police who removed the skulls, to 
escape the cave. It could employ Melody's energies to 
keep Jeffrey functioning, then at the moment it 
struck Naketa, it drew heavily on Melody to galva-
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nize Jeffrey. Once Naketa was dead, the spirit was 
free. Of course its abuse of and drain on Melody 
accounted for what happened to her. 

It savored its triumph over the next few 
weeks by returning almost daily to rape Mel
ody's brain. It did this after Sesiom had gone to 
work. It would settle over her cerebellum, fill it, 
begin to fabricate alkaloids, sometimes massive 
amounts of them that left Melody either exalted 
or crouched and whimpering in the closet. But 
mostly it concentrated on her lower level neural 
networks, the ones that generated her inten
tions, and caused her to make faces at herself 
while she capered in front of the mirror, or stand 
naked in the middle of the house and rage, or 
behave in other bizarre ways. While it did this, 
the spirit played on Melody's grief, planted 
guilty thoughts in her mind, and reinforced her 
conviction that she was losing her sanity and 
she could never tell Sesiom about how things 
were when he was gone. Sesiom, though he 
knew something was wrong, was devastated 
with grief himself and in no position to ade
quately appraise his wife's rapidly deteriorating 
condition. He tried to ask her sometimes how 
things were, but she was listless, or vague and 
distant, or angry. Sometimes they wept together 
on the couch, but often they lived like two 
strangers who shared the same boarding house, 
but had no interest in getting to know one 
another. All this suited the spirit just fine, 
especially after it killed Hans Camden. 



The weeks after he had trapped the spirit had been 
among the most nerve wracking in Camden's life. He 
had placed the two skulls in his magic study and 
ranked the other skulls around them in an effort to 
confuse and disorient the demon (for he had con
vinced himself that is what his J;;i,pth;e was},, but he 
knew that was a temporary expedient and was not sure 
how long it would be effective. He needed to get down 
to the cabin he was building. He had discovered a cave 
up on Slab Town and was confident it would suit his 
purpose admirably. But what he had planned would 
take more than a few days so he asked for a couple of 
weeks off. During the time before his vacation was 
approved and he left, he made his preparations. He 
would need some things and would have to find the 
exact incantations and equipment to build the appara
tus he suspected he would require. This was much big
ger than anything he'd done before, or ever expected 
to do. He sensed there was real danger here and that 
he had to get this right. 

Sleep became elusive during those weeks, and when 
he did sleep, he often had nightmares. Recurring 
nightmares in adults, as he well knew, were a sign that 
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something was seriously wrong. During his waking 
hours, he found it difficult to concentrate. Thoughts 
about nothing and everything flitted through his mind 
like the tag ends of weird dreams. Disquiet turned to 
fear, fear became dread. He found his coworkers more 
and more irritating and yet he hated to be alone. He 
began to suspect these were symptoms that signaled 
the spirit was breaking free and exercising influence 
upon him, influence that grew more baleful, more 
threatening, with each passing day, and these suspi
cions spurred his work, drove him almost to a frenzy. 

Yet his colleagues seemed unaware of his acute dis
tress. To them he remained peculiar old Camden, a bit 
more reserved and intense than usual, but that was to 
be expected. After all, he had tracked down the source 
of the contradictory data when no one else could find 
it or were even sure what the problem had been. Now 
he was racing to get the project back on schedule 
before he took his vacation, rerunning the experi
ments, reconfiguring the statistics. They were confi
dent of his abilities, sure he would succeed if they just 
kept out of his way and let him work. 

And of course he had accomplished everything they 
expected of him. It was all shipshape when he left. 

He stared out his window remembering those weeks so 
long ago. His tea had gone cold beside him. He had for
gotten to turn on any lights. The house, fused in silence 
at the end of his block and sticky with darkness, settled 
into its clutter of trees. Venus hung in the purple west. 
A raft of nimbus faded from salmon to ash. 
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Yes, he reflected, he had accomplished everything. 
And when it was time, he loaded his equipage onto a 
U-Haul trailer, drove it down from Illinois. Once in 
Johnstown, he'd had to rent a stake truck. And a chain 
saw. "Planning on clearing out some of your prop
erty," the clerk asked him good naturedly as Camden 
signed the papers and paid for use of the items. ''Yes," 
Camden had replied. "My cabin's almost finished. I 
hope to be moving in sometime in the next couple of 
months; so I thought I would try to bring a little order 
to the surroundings." "Well, you be careful with that 
chain saw," the clerk had admonished him. "They can 
be real tricky if you don't know what you're doing." 
"Thanks," Camden said, "I'll be careful." 

And careful he had been. Finding the trees he 
needed, then felling and shaping them had taken two 
twelve-hour days, and involved physical exertion 
beyond anything he was accustomed to or had ex
pected. But moving the timber into the cave taxed 
him beyond that. The one thing he was grateful for 
was that during the entire week he was camped up on 
Slab Town, he did not see another soul. The moun
tain belonged to him. He might as well have been the 
only person in the world. 

He had to make two trips into town during that week, 
one of them for tackle to manage the rough timbers for 
the door. It turned out the cave had a ledge from 
which he would need to drop the beams. Otherwise 
the cave had proved ideal. It even ended in a twisted 
niche that would be perfect for the skulls. And the 
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ledge too, though it made things more difficult, could 
prove beneficial since it might discourage explorers. 

The other trip had been to pick up a lock an old 
acquaintance who was also interested in magic had 
agreed to mail to him. That special lock had been man
ufactured earlier in the century but never used. It, 
along with the imperative invoking the name of the 
Christ, would raise another barrier for the spirit. And 
so would the laurel he planted in front of the cave's 
mouth. Laurel, he knew, would not only conceal the 
mouth of the cave, it would raise an additional barrier 
for his captive. It was one of several plants that, if used 
properly, could become foci for magic power. By the 
end of the week, the skulls were secreted in the back of 
the cave, the door was built and padlocked, the laurel 
was set, and his work was done. 

Still he did not feel comfortable with his precautions. 
He kept imagining that he'd made a mistake, that 
things could go wildly wrong. Indeed, he became. so 
concerned that, after returning to Naperville, he noti
fied his superiors of his decision to quit. They were of 
course surprised and dismayed, tried to persuade 
him to stay, and, to his surprise, even offered him a 
generous financial inducement. But to no avail. His 
purpose was set. He left Bell, sold his house, and 
moved into his cabin. 

And there he remained for more than three decades, a 
sentry posted on the slopes of a windy forest guarding 
a site he never dared to visit. He kept to himself as he 
always had, went into town every couple of weeks for 
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supplies and to pick up any mail he received, or some
times more often than that if he wanted to visit the 
library. His television allowed him to keep up with the 
outside world. He continued to subscribe to a couple 
of professional journals. In the mid-1980s he pur
chased the first of two computers. But mostly he spent 
his days pouring over magic lore, sifting through the 
garbage for the nuggets, trying to figure out what 
worked and why. He did this methodically but with a 
sense of existential desperation. This was not an indul
gence anymore, not some whim of idle curiosity. He 
was preparing for combat, for the moment when the 
spirit would break free and seek its revenge. Well, that 
moment had come. The spirit was out and he was sure 
lt woulcl find ih.1nr. 



You say you are aware of seventeen in your brother
hood, Sesiom said, but I suppose there could be others 
out there, other brotherhoods you know nothing of 

The wizard snorted dismissively. It's highly unlikely. 
We can trace our heritage back for several thousand 
years, longer than the Catholic Church. And we've 
kept meticulous records. Of course, there are other 
magicians out there who organize and may keep a 
group alive for a few generations, but there is noth
ing else like us. 

But how did you become a member of this organiza
tion, this "brotherhood of the staff," I think you called 
it? You certainly weren't born into it. 

Not born in it, the wizard agreed, but born to it. We 
are not interested in numbers, though given our 
diminished state, perhaps we should be. But we have
n't been, so recruitment is by invitation and elimina
tion. In my case, I was approached in high school, 
invited to a summer retreat between my junior and 
senior year. My parents did not know the true nature 
of the case and I myself had only the vaguest idea 
what was entailed when I was asked. There were 
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many young people there canoeing, roasting marsh
mallows, and tramping through the fields on nature 
walks under the eye of adult supervisors. But, though 
none of them knew it, that was all window dressing. I 
and the three men who talked with me during those 
days were the real reason the camp was there. 

So what happened? Sesiom asked. 

I was given some tests though I suspected, and it was 
later confirmed, that most of the real evaluation 
had been done before I was contacted. Then the 
nature of the brotherhood was described, the kind 
of commitment it required detailed. No decision was 
a/lawed at the camp. I was. instructed to think very 
carefully about this for several months and invited 
to correspond with the men during that time as ques
tions occurred to me. After that, there were a couple 
of more meetings. But once I agreed, my regime of 
study was specified based on what were assumed to 
be my talents. Of course as things progressed and my 
abilities became more obvious, modifications were 
made in the regime. Each full wizard has something 
very different to offer so individuality is recognized 
as a fact and nurtured. 

But how did they find out about you? Sesiom asked. 
What criteria did they use? 

Strangely enough, I was never quite sure, the wizard 
laughed. I've not brought anyone into the brother
hood myself. Nor has anyone intimated that I should. 
And though two wizards have joined since I did, I was 
not part of their initiation, so, except for my own 
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experience, which may or may not have been typical, 
I've not had an inside look at how it's done. I was a 
normal enough kid. I went to a public high school. I 
was a good student, but not exceptional. I had the 
same dreams, fears, and insecurities, that my peers 
had. But I was always a religious boy, active in my 
church, and I suspect that may have had something to 
do with it. Also I think a precipitating cause might 
have been an essay I wrote as part of a contest I 
entered when I was a sophomore. Those contests are 
not always what they appear to be. The wizard looked 
over at Sesiom and smiled. I still remember the topic: 
in less than a thousand words, describe what you 
expect the world to be like in thirty years. I didn't 
win. I didn't even place. But I think my essay was my 
passport into the fraternity. 



Melody stood behind the living room plate 
glass and watched Sesiom leave for work. 

The sun, glinting on patches of snow, shaded her, so 
Sesiom could not see her though he knew she was 
there. But she could see him, his right arm crooked 
over the car seat, his left pivoted ttgairrst the steering 
wheel as he craned his neck to look through the rear 
window and back his Hummer into the street. The car 
was so pretentious, she thought idly, so impractical 
for a thirty minute drive to work, but so much of their 
life together seemed pretentious and impractical 
with Naketa gone. 

Naketa gone. Everything revolved around that breach 
in the cosmos, that fissure in her existence created by 
her child's death. No, not death. Murder. The red 
word hung there like a gash. She could still see Jeffrey 
falling across Naketa as clearly as though she were in 
the room with them, could hear the ring of the pitcher 
as it struck the floor. And both of them lying dead, 
Naketa murdered by a living corpse. She could hear 
her own screams smashing through the inexplicable 
exhaustion she felt at that moment, the exhaustion 
that she remembered through spasms of guilt. Her 
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precious child murdered, and she felt so very tired! 
The grief still sapped her, still engendered a lethargy 
before which she was powerless. She knew she and 
Sesiom had to come together on this thing if they were 
going to get through it, or at least if she was, but she 
felt so cut off from him, from everyone. It was harder 
and harder to leave the house. Sometimes it was 
almost impossible to leave any particular room in 
which she found herself. 

And now Sesiom was gone again, and she was alone 
again, and the weird thoughts started again, and the 
hallucinations, and her bizarre, sometimes shameful, 
behavior. Her days were turning into LSD trips of hor
rible intensity, unlike anything she had ever experi
enced before. In moments oflucidity, she wondered if 
she were being poisoned. But that made no sense. 
Nothing made sense. Especially her inability to talk to 
Sesiom about it. But what would she say to him? 
"Sesiom, whenever you're gone, I start having flash
backs, really awful stuff. It began on the mountain. I 
said there was a child in the woods, but there was no 
child. I just made that up because I didn't want you or 
anyone to know what had really happened. And now 
it's getting worse. Its like when you're gone, I'm trip
ping all the time. You're not putting something into 
my orange juice, are you, honey? Sesiom, I think I'm 
fading away into Hell. I know I'm losing my mind." If 
she said that, it would be true. It would be how she 
felt. But she could not bring herself to confide in her 
husband. Was he putting something in her orange 
juice? She didn't believe it, but the question was re-
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vealing. Somehow he was becoming the problem, the 
enemy. He seemed to be recovering without her, even 
in spite of her. He seemed to be getting through this, 
leaving her behind. He was healing and she wasn't. 
They might not get through this, but he would. 

It was his faith, she thought, his faith that sustained 
him. She had not known he had such an abiding faith, 
a faith that could look past his comatose friend sud
denly reviving and murdering his daughter, and see 
Christ. It seemed ridiculous, almost blasphemous, 
when she thought of it that way, but there it was. That 
was Sesiom's faith. Hers was nothing like that. Indeed, 
she was beginning to doubt she had much faith at all, 
or, if she did, it had been faith in something very differ
ent, and that something had died, had begun to die on 
the mountain, had finished dying in her living room. 
Now she was alone with these overwhelming experi
ences out of which she could derive nothing but a 
snarling hubbub, a jumble of wrenching guilt before 
some vast and anonymous condemnation. Sesiom 
retreated from her, faded into his workaday world 
with his workaday faith in that workaday carpenter 
called Jesus. And her stranded and spinning, twirling, 
like a dead leaf above gusts of flame. That sense of 
abandonment was all she had. 

She sank to the rug-again, tears streaming down her 
cheeks-again, and heard her own wrenching sobs
again, while the weave of the carpet began to crawl 
and pulse suggestively. She knew what was to come, 
and knew it would be bad. Her brain seemed to stick 
to her skull like a beetle freezing to glare ice. She could 
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not go on like this. She could not face this soul drain
ing psychedelic chaos day after day .... And then the 
thought burst upon her like a blossom of sunshine. 
Why had she not seen it before? It was so obvious. She 
had been brushed by divinity. God had found her, was 
calling to her. God wanted her-in some crazy way 
God needed her-not here where she was, but in 
God's presence. She looked up through the plate 
glass, past the empty claws of the winter trees, and into 
the brittle blue sky. Black behind that cerulean dome, 
heaven swarmed with galaxies, and behind it all was 
the impenetrable blackness that held everything and 
was God, beckoning her, welcoming her home. All 
that raw power from beyond the universe focused on 
her. Caring for her. Longing for her. 

How could she refuse? 

Her mind was pellucid, her vision cleared, her heart 
joyous for the first time in months. She rose from the 
carpet, walked to the bathroom, began to fill the tub. 
Then, as the hot water cascaded, she went into the 
kitchen and found a carton of Morton's salt. Back in 
the bathroom, she emptied the entire container into 
the frothing water. When the last grains had dis
solved, she placed the container carefully on the 
counter, mused while she closed the tap and 
stripped off her clothes. As she folded them with the 
towels, she glanced at herself in the mirror. Not bad 
for a woman of her age. She had been careful of her 
health over the years, and it showed. At that, at least, 
she had been successful. 
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Then she plugged in her hair dryer, stepped into the 
hot water, slld down until it was up to her breasts, and, 
imagining the darkness that was calling to her, she 
flipped the dryer on and dropped it into the water. 

The leaf, dancing above the raging fire, burst into 
flame, swirled to ash, blew away. 



I guess I don't understand all the secrecy, Sesiom said. 
What is the point? We live in a free society. One can be 
a witch, an atheist, or an advocate for peyote. One 
can practice whatever faith one wants. Why hide? I 
assume you have your reasons, but what are they? 

The wizard interlaced his fingers and pushed his arms 
out, flexed his shoulders and sighed. Then he shifted 
in his seat a bit as he thought over Sesiom's question. 
Finally he said, I am not sure that secret is really the 
best word to use. I think discrete is more near the 
mark. This is nothing new. We have always preferred 
to stay in the background. I suppose it is the nature of 
the study itself. We have always felt the need to couch 
our knowledge in codes and figures. In a sense, any 
profession, by developing a jargon, does the same 
kind of thing. Specialized language supports special
ized concepts. But I think that, in our case, it goes 
deeper than that. I said earlier that arrogance was 
our great weakness, and I suspect that arrogance 
fuels our desire for discretion. We just seem to attract 
the kind of intellectual that has little need for, indeed 
might be positively adverse to, acclaim. There is a 
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certain satisfaction in being on the inside, in know
ing something very important that few others know. 
And there is a certain kind of power in that. So I think 
discretion simply comports with our psychology. That 
is a nasty little truth, but one, I'm afraid, we are 
forced to acknowledge. 

But if you really have so much to offer, isn't it 
wrong, even immoral, to hide your light under a 
bushel, so to speak? 

That is a good point, and something that comes up 
among wizards from time to time. But I can't see how 
coming forward now after all these thousands of 
years would do much good. Indeed, it could do much 
harm precisely because it would be so sensational. If 
we are needed, there are those who know how to con
tact us, and we have ways of identifying those we 
might help. I found you, didn't I? 

But if you do help people, aren't they predisposed to 
talk about it? After we've had our little adventure, 
why shouldn't I tell everyone who will listen about 
this extraordinary thing that occurred? 

The question hung between them, huge and awkward. 
Dawn was gray behind the mountains. Suddenly 
Sesiom felt an icy needle of danger. Night, as it dis
solved into dim shadow, seemed to collect around the 
wizard. In the half light he looked darker, more indis
tinct. Then he turned toward Sesiom and his eyes 
glowed like those of an animal. Sesiom remembered 
from his high school biology class that the effect was 
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caused by a reflective membrane called tapetum. 
Tapetum, the word fell absurdly from his lips. 

That question often comes up too, the wizard 
acknowledged. 



Over the years he had begun to believe he must be a 
very poor scholar. Indeed, that conviction improved 
the quality of his work. And conviction it was. He 
might ponder some obscure or patiently nonsensical 
phrase for months, or puzzle over a spell that seemed 
effective only sixty percent of the time. What did the 
phrase mean? Why did the spell secure only a sixty per
cent success rate? Why not one hundred percent or 
forty percent? Then the penny would drop from the 
wings of the autumn wind while he was walking on the 
mountain, or the way a cloud formed would suddenly 
reveal the universe, and the truth would seem so obvi
ous that he wondered how he could have missed it 
before. In the days when wizards ruled, he had read, 
they said the birds wrote the answers in the sky. He 
was beginning to see what they meant. Everything 
seemed to squirm with secrets struggling to tell on 
themselves. And as below, so above. The stars too 
were oracles. He suspected that insight might be the 
root of the bastard astrology. But his progress was so 
slow. Rethinking the world was like dying a little every
day. He suspected he was thick as a brick, as the British 
would have put it. He even found a quote from a 
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Taoist sage Pao Piao Tse that seemed to mirror his own 
belief in his mediocrity. He could not read the Chinese 
characters on the roll, but he had hung them over his 
desk, for he had been told they said something like 
this: the very best scholars find the Tao on the battle
field. Good scholars can find it in the city. But we poor 
scholars must retire to the mountains to obtain it. 

Yeah, that was him. Not just a sentry, but a stupid man 
exiled to the mountains to wrestle with angels. 

He sighed. Those years had been lonely even for a per
son as solitary as he was, and they had cut a huge 
swath out of his life. And yet they had also been excit
ing, a rarefied intellectual thrill. As he studied and 
pondered, the world changed before his eyes, trans
formed itself from one kind of entity defined by matter 
in motion to another kind of entity defined by lan
guage, not just the mathematical language of physics, 
though that was certainly there, but the language of 
poetry. The world, indeed the very cosmos, was not a 
formula. Instead it was one immense epic poem. 

There was a knock on his door. He glanced at the digi
tal clock on his desk. 7:43. Who would have come at 
this hour? Surely not the lieutenant. In fact, no one 
ever came at this hour. He felt the small hairs on the 
back of his neck stir. And then he heard the knob on 
the door turn. He'd forgotten to lock it. 

He rose from his chair and started toward the hall. The 
entire house was dark so whoever was there probably 
thought it was empty, that the homeowner had taken a 
walk and forgotten to lock up or else was in the 
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backyard to savor the textures of eventide. But before 
he could reach the door into the hall, the intruder was 
there, filling it. He must have been well over six feet 
tall and weighed somewhere in the neighborhood of 
three hundred pounds. His eyes glowed greenish like 
the eyes of a cat. But there was nothing catlike in his 
grin. It was all wolf. 

"Hello, Camden," the intruder said in a voice that spar
kled with sugar and silk. "You've aged." 

Camden felt exactly as though he were naked and 
locked in a small cage with a hungry tiger. So this was 
how it was going to be. He wanted to respond with 
bravado, or ambush the spirit with a spell or imprec;a
tion like he had before and send it dismayed and roar
ing into the night, but his mind was paralyzed. 

"No, no, no," the spirit smiled, wagging his finger. "I 
sealed a few of the chambers in that brain of yours 
while you were woolgathering. There's no danger 
they'll pop open." He began to pace around the room. 
Camden, sick with fear, was rooted to the spot. 

"I watched you for a few weeks," the spirit explained, 
adopting a solicitous manner. "You are a tricky one, 
and you've learned some things since we last met. But 
you are right about your abilities. You were not a quick 
study, just a man of modest intelligence and slender 
accomplishments. Think of the last three decades as a 
distraction. You should have stayed back at the lab. 
That's where I plan to go," the spirit seemed almost 
jovial, "in a little while. I wouldn't call it home, but it 
sure beats the cave. First, though, I've some things to 
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clean up here." The spirit stood with his back toward 
Camden and gazed into the night. ''You know, I under
estimated you in the beginning, let my curiosity get the 
best of me. I don't usually do that. In fact, I've never 
done that before. Well," and here the spirit threw back 
his head in a hearty peal of laugher, "live and learn, 
eh?" Then he was directly in front of Camden, his face 
inches from Camden's face. And there was that wolfish 
grin again. "Now," the grin collapsed into pure 
focused fury, ''you are mine." 



The Hummer turned off the state highway, maneu
vered through the trees, and stopped before the empty 
cabin. Dew in the yard glittered under the early 
morning sun. The air was chilly, the trees ghosted 
with the first unfolding of spring. The Hummer engine 
died, and two men emerged, a black man from the 
rider's side, a white man from the passenger's side. 
The black man waited passively while the white man 
removed a staff, which he leaned against the Hum
mer, and a wide flat box of intricately carved wood, 
which he placed on its hood. Then he took out a dark 
rock bristling with crystals. He walked around the 
vehicle and gave the stone to the black man. Going 
back to his side of the Hummer, he took out a cloak, 
which he knotted around his waist. Then he tucked 
the slender box under his arm, picked up the staff and 
said, Okay, Sesiom, I want you to take me to the cave. 

Without a word, Sesiom, holding the crystal stone 
with both hands, started walking toward the forest. 
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At 10:00 AM sharp, Cullman arrived at Franks. Cam
den was not yet there, so the lieutenant ordered cof
fee and waited until 10:30. Still no Camden. Cullman 
sensed that something had gone awry. The man he 
spoke to over the telephone yesterday afternoon had 
sounded eager to talk. Cullman even expected Cam
den to be at the cafe when he entered. So he decided 
he would visit Mr. Camden in his home. He paid for 
his coffee, left the cafe, and took Jacks Row to High
way 3 7. He followed 3 7 to the edge of town, turned 
into Camden's neighborhood, found Bristol Street 
where Camden lived, and drove to the end of it. 
There it was, set back among a grove of oak and red 
maple, and clearly identified by the mailbox on the 
curb. A couple of sourwoods screened it from the 
road. It was a small house, one story. "Private," 
Cullman thought. Camden was either a man who 
liked his own company or was uncomfortable around 
others. Probably a little of both. 

Cullman walked briskly to the front door, rang the 
bell. The was no response. A quizzical sparrow studied 
him from a sourwood branch. He buzzed again, then 
tried the knob. The door was unlocked. He pushed it 
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opened slightly and called into the house, "Mr. Cam
den, it's Lieutenant Cullman. I thought we had an 
appointment at Franks today." No answer. 

Now Cullman was becoming alarmed. He pushed the 
door opened and stepped into the vestibule. Morning 
flooded the hallway. "Mr. Camden," he called again. 
The house was silent. Down the short hall and to the 
right, he could see the living room, lit dimly by the 
shaded morning sun that streamed through the trees. 
A quick stride and he was there. Camden was slumped 
in the middle of the floor. Cullman knelt beside him, 
touched his throat for a pulse, lifted an eyelid. He was 
cold, stiffening, obviously been dead for several hours. 
Cullman, wont. to the telepb.@n€1 and, pi@king up the 
receiver using a handkerchief, dialed 911. 

While he waited for the ambulance and the police, he 
looked around the scene. A cup partly full of a pale liq
uid he assumed was some kind of tea sat in a saucer 
near an armchair in front of a window that looked out 
into Camden's backyard. A notebook of lined paper 
lay on the desktop by the telephone. Apparently Cam
den had been jotting down some thoughts, perhaps 
after the telephone call. Otherwise everything seemed 
to be in apple pie order. 

Cullman, careful to disturb nothing, glanced at the 
tablet. The writing was difficult to read in the shad
owy room so he took a penlight from his shirt pocket 
and, clicking it, peered at the scribbles. The yellow 
pencil Camden must have used was lying to one side 
of the page. 
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Cullman read, "what does he know? why does he 
want to see me? talking points: sale of cabin building 
cabin retirement what about cave?" Then further 
down: "probably better not to say why would never 
understand why is there no 'church' for this, no com
munity of converts?" Then "skulls are the problem." 
Then at the bottom "find out what he knows" This 
sounded much more uncertain than the confident 
voice he had heard over the telephone. Camden was 
obviously more concerned about the meeting than he 
had let on. But why? Cullman knew that Camden had 
had nothing to do with the death of the children. 
Those skulls were a hundred and fifty years old. He 
clicked off his penlight and looked at the crumpled 
body of the man on the floor. What had worried him 
so? What secrets lay shielded by his death? 

Cullman stepped into the hall to wait for the police, 
then decided to look around a little more before they 
arrived. Across from him was an opened kitchen, 
small, neat. The dish rack by the sink was empty save 
for a pan, which Cullman assumed Camden had used 
to boil water for his tea. Further down the hall he saw 
another door, this one closed. Cullman strode to it 
and, using his handkerchief again, tried the knob. 
The door opened. 

The room was cluttered, very dark. Cullman felt for a 
switch by the door, found it, flooded the room with 
light. Books were everywhere, lining shelves, piled in 
opened cardboard boxes, stacked on the floor. A com
puter sat on a small wooden table in a muddle of 
paper and floppy disks. And on the shelves among the 
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books crystals bristled clear or tawny, purple or green. 
What Cullman assumed were unset gemstones were 
scattered among them. On another table near the com
puter was a collection of metal instruments whose 
purpose Cullman could not imagine. One looked like 
a wire globe, another like a sextant, a third like a pyra
mid bolted together from copper or brass strips. Some 
held candles of diverse colors, others seemed to be 
partially disassembled. A particularly striking one was 
comprised of a series of small poles arranged in four 
concentric circles. Each pole was topped with a trape
zoid of stained glass of all the hews of the rainbow. 
The device was set on a small electric motor, so 
Cullman ass\Jniecl it must revolve io. some way. Carved 
into ·the room's wooden floor and partly covered by 
the jumble, a pentagram stretched from wall to wall, 
words that Cullman assumed to be Latin etched along 
its border. And on the top of one of the bookshelves, 
Cullman saw a row of seven skulls, only unlike the two 
small ones in the cave, these were covered in designs 
of black, red, yellow, and orange. Unlike the rest of the 
house he had seen, this room, Cullman thought dryly, 
looked lived in. 



The two men approached the cave, Sesiom still in the 
lead although it no longer mattered. The level of 
power that had been concentrated here was fading, 
and growing more dangerously unstable in the pro
cess, but the rocks continued to oscillate with so much 
force that the wizard had become aware of them 
while the two men were still on the logging road. That 
much power reverberating though the cave would 
gradually smooth the rock walls, create an aura ani
mals would sense and shy away from. Swofford and 
his friends never knew what they'd found, he mused, 
though of course there was no reason they should 
have. They were not sensitives, not trained, and had 
no natural capacity for this kind of thing. Of course, 
the spirit that lured them here, that had needed them 
to free itself, that spirit knew though it doubtless did 
not care. But the one who set out the skulls and built 
the door, had that person known what he'd done? 
Was he aware that the spell he'd cast, the puzzle he'd 
set to entrap the spirit, had for a time brought into 
being a juncture between a dozen universes? Had he 
known that myriad worlds configured in ways that 
beggared the imagining had interfaced across the 
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energy fields in this bit of hollow granite? He doubted 
it. None of the brotherhood would have done what he 
now had to undo, and only a member of the brother
hood would have known. Of that he was sure. This 
was the work of a bright child who had balanced the 
destinies of trillions of versions of the future on the tip 
of a needle. The wizard shook his head. It was unim
portant now, he thought. 

They arrived at the mouth of the cave and Sesiom 
stopped. The wizard stood behind him and said softly, 
Now, Sesiom, you and I are going into the cave and we 
are going to perform a little ceremony that will put 
things back in order here, at least partly. I cannot do 
,thts. by myself. [ need you to .help, me. So you must,con
tinue to do what I tell you to do, do you understand? 

Sesiom nodded mutely. 

Good, the wizard said. From now on you follow me. I 
am going to say some words so we will not need a lan
tern. What we do in the cave should not take too long, 
so we'll be through shortly. Okay? 

Sesiom nodded again. 

The wizard walked around Sesiom, turned to him, 
knelt on the ground and spit. Then rubbing the spittle 
into the earth with his right forefinger, he muttered 
briefly under his breath, stood up and touched both 
Sesiom 's eyes with that finger. Then he said, Follow 
me, and, turning, stepped through the laurel and into 
the cave. Sesiom followed. 
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Though they carried no light, both men could see as 
clearly as though the interior of the cave was lit by 
the noonday sun. They walked briskly, Sesiom 
behind, until they reached the ledge, then the wizard 
turned to Sesiom and said, l want you to hold your 
crystals in your right hand and put your left hand on 
my left shoulder and press down hard. Stand very 
straight, and don't take your gaze from the back of my 
head. I want you to concentrate as intensely as you 
can on the back of my head. He then turned from 
Sesiom who, clutching the crystal rock with his right 
hand, placed his left hand on the wizard's left shoul
der and stood as instructed, watching the back of the 
wizard's head intently. 

The wizard, facing the ledge and holding the thin box 
of carved wood under his left arm, held his staff out 
with his right hand and turned the jewel to the floor 
of the cave. Immediately the two men rose a couple of 
inches from the ground. Sesiom kept his hand on the 
wizard's shoulder and continued to stare and the 
back of the wizard's head. The wizard tilted his staff 
forward, floated over the pit and slowly descended as 
he murmured beneath his breath. In less than a min
ute they were on the cave's lower floor. 

Not looking at Sesiom, the wizard said, Now take your 
hand off my shoulder. We are going to continue for
ward. Keep watching me. Sesiom did as instructed. 

The two men walked forward briskly and quickly 
arrived at the door, which stood ajar just as Hank 
and Sesiom had left it. The wizard showed no interest 
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in it and continued down the tunnel. In almost no 
time, they reached its end. The wizard then turned to 
Sesiom and said, Hand me the crystal, please. Sesiom 
handed him the crystal. 

The wizard placed the crystal on the floor to one side 
of the cave and then said to Sesiom. I want you to take 
off your clothes. 

Sesiom removed his clothing. The wizard folded the 
items neatly and laid them next to the crystal. Then 
he said to Sesiom, Now kneel down, then drop for
ward so that your hands and knees are on the cave 
floor, just like you used to do when you and Naketa 
pretended you were a horse, okay. 

The reference to his daughter caused Sesiom to pause 
for a moment. He stared blankly ahead as though 
remembering the game they had played when she 
was a little girl. Then he knelt down and dropped 
forward on his hands. He head was down so that he 
was looking at the floor. 

The wizard knelt beside him and put the slender 
carved wooden box on the floor in front of them. He 
then snapped it opened. Inside were four very sharp 
knives, each with a bone handle carved in a distinct 
way. The first looked like a man, the second like a 
lion, the third like an ox, and the fourth like an eagle. 
Taking up the knife with the bone handle that looked 
like an eagle, the wizard said to Sesiom, Sesiom, I 
want you to hold your head up and envision Naketa 
standing before you. She is happy to see you and she 
so wants to play the game, to ride on your back. But 
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you will not carry her around the living room this time, 
Sesiom. When she gets on your back, you will carry her 
through the pastures of heaven, and while you do, she 
will sing "Swing Low Sweet Chariot." She used to love 
it when you rocked her in your arms and sang that 
song to her. Now she will sing it to you. Now hold back 
your head, Sesiom. 

Sesiom held his head back, staring straight into the 
blackness of what appeared to them both to be a bril
liantly lit cave, seeing his daughter just as the wizard 
said he would, seeing her has she had been when she 
was three years old and he had sung to her and car
ried her in his arms, seeing her smiling at him, her 
hands stretched toward him. In one quick motion, the 
wizard slashed Sesiom's throat. His blood gushed out 
on the cave floor, and he fell face forward into the 
sticky pool it made. 

The wizard rose quickly, slit the end of his tongue 
with the knife, then licked Sesiom's blood from the 
blade, mingling his life with Sesiom 's. For an instant, 
he could feel Sesiom surge through him, feel the aston
ishment Sesiom felt. For an instant, he could see the 
two azure humanoid figures suspended in the trans
parent rock, see them reach toward Sesiom and wel
come him. For an instant. Then the rock was rock 
again and Sesiom's body lay face down in his own 
blood and the harsh glare of the magic light. Farewell, 
my friend, the wizard said softly. I believe that some 
day we shall recline as brothers at the feast of the lamb. 



Clvgter S evt1t ( d) 

According to the autopsy, Camden had died from a 
massive heart attack. The coroner, when he handed 
Cullman the report, expressed some surprise over 
that. "The man was in remarkably good shape for 
someone his age," the coroner said. "He had obviously 
taken e~ceptlonal ,care- of hJ.mself for many y:e_ats. I 
would not have predicted that kind of death, but it is 
all statistical, I suppose. And I've no idea what his fam
ily history is. Those predisposed to heart attacks can 
have them even when they do everything right. Still 
one this massive-and it was obviously his first-well, 
I simply would not have expected it." 

Cullman thanked him for the report, took it to his 
office and read it over. 

Beyond his long-term, serious interest in magic, the 
police investigation had turned up nothing extraordi
nary in Camden's house, no sign of breaking and 
entry, no sign of foul play, no sign of violence. The 
man had apparently been spending a quiet evening at 
home, sipping green tea, watching night fall in his gar
den, apparently thinking about their meeting in the 
morning. Then this otherwise vigorously healthy man 
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had gotten up from his chair, walked to the middle of 
the room, and collapsed from a massive heart attack. 
And everything he might have said, whatever story he 
wanted to tell Cullman, had died with him. 

It made no sense, and because it made no sense, it 
made Cullman suspicious. It was just too pat. 

Cullman reviewed what little he knew. Camden had 
been employed at Bell Labs in Naperville, Illinois, until 
1972, when he'd suddenly quit and moved into his 
recently built cabin outside Johnstown. That was more 
than thirty years ago so no one at the lab remembered 
him, but a hunt through the records turned up no 
problems. He seemed to have been an exemplary 
employee, headed a research team, had published in a 
couple of scientific journals. Why had he quit?. The 
microfilmed documents indicated only "personal rea
sons." Well, whatever those reasons had been, they 
had driven him from his busy life in the lab to live 
alone in that little cabin on Hook-n-Tie until he sold it 
to Jeffrey Swofford and moved to Henryville. No one 
in either town seemed to have known him well. A very 
private man. A competent scientist. And yet a man 
who, for some reason, became very interested in, 
maybe even obsessed by, magic. 

And he knew about the cave. His cryptic comments 
over the telephone as well has his enigmatic notes left 
no doubt about that. What was more, he seemed to 
have moved to the cabin around the time the door in 
the cave had been constructed, and there was no 
doubt in Cullman's mind that the door and the skulls 
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had magical significance. That suggested that Camden 
had moved to his cabin to be near the cave, to watch 
something or study something. But he'd not gone into 
the cave for many years, maybe not since he'd built the 
door. And why had he finally decided to move? 
Cullman had no idea. 

The next part of the story seemed straight forward 
enough. Swofford had discovered the cave, invited his 
friends to explore it with him, but had gone back to it 
by himself and been badly injured when he fell from 
the ledge. Nothing very mysterious there. But what 
happened later was completely bizarre. The Peterson 
family had visited Swofford frequently at the hospital. 
That had to have been quite a drive for them, but ,they 
had done it regularly. Then on one visit, Swofford had 
risen from his coma, clubbed the Peterson girl to death 
with a metal water pitcher (apparently he'd killed her 
with a single blow), and then died. He had heard later 
that Mrs. Peterson had committed suicide though he 
did not know the particulars. 

Cullman shook his head, stared down at the coroner's 
report. He did not like the direction this was taking 
him. Mostly, he had to admit, because he did not think 
the world really worked that way. But his thoughts 
kept going back to magic, some very potent and very 
bad magic. What had Camden been doing? It all came 
back to the cave. Why had so many people associated 
with that cave died? 

He rose from his chair and walked into the outer 
office. Marge was not scheduled to work, but Sergeant 
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Fox was at his desk. Cullman walked over to Fox and 
said, "George, I think I'd like to have another look at 
that cave up on Slab Town. If you're not busy, I'd like 
you to come with me." 

"Of course," Sergeant Fox said, getting up and reach
ing for his blue police jacket. "Let's go. Anything 
you're looking for particularly?" 

"I'm not sure," Cullman said. "A lot of things bother 
me about that cave, but nothing I can really put my fin
ger on. I just thought we could go back, look around, 
do a little brainstorming, stir the pot, you know, and 
see what floats to the top." 

"Sounds good to me," the sergeant said. "We've been 
over that place with a fine toothed comb, but it never 
hurts to look again. And it's a nice day." He grinned at 
the lieutenant. "It'll be good to get out of the office. 
We going to go climbing down into the cave?" 

''Yeah," Cullman said. "I'd like to go all the way back. 
Just walk through the place one more time. It would 
make me feel better. And that can't hurt." He grinned 
back at the sergeant. 

"Well," Fox replied cheerfully, "if it would make you 
feel better, let's sign out the gear and go." 



The wizard knelt by Sesiom's corpse and began to 
perform a ceremony that was older than Abraham. 
Using his lion knife, he cut Sesiom into pieces. 
Quickly. Efficiently. Bones popped. Joints snapped. 
Blood splattered everywhere. He was cutting a cove
nant, making a compact by slicing up a body, a cov
enant to express the reality of new life emerging 
from the remnants of the old and secured in the 
finality to the death to which the remnants wit
nessed, the death of the victim. 

Silently and working with great speed, the wizard 
arranged Sesiom's parts into a pattern, then knelt 
and placed Sesiom 's folded clothes in the center of 
that pattern. He next snatched up the crystal and in a 
single sweep flung it against the rock floor where it 
shattered. Then, collecting shards, he used them to 
construct a secondary pattern within the one formed 
by the sundered parts of Sesiom 's corpse. Finally he 
took his staff, dipped its crystal tip into Sesiom 's dry
ing blood and slashed the Hebrew word yatsa on the 
wall above the gory design. As the wizard performed 
this ceremony, the light in the cave grew ever more 
brilliant. The crystal fragments began to flicker, 
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began to lap among Sesiom's body parts like little 
flames, began to blaze. And those body parts and the 
wizard himself grew darker, darker, turned cinder 
black. And as the blaze consumed them all, the wiz
ard sang his spell, his imprecations, in the language 
of the Medes and Persians, the language of a law that 
could never be changed. 



Lieutenant Cullman drove the unmarked sedan down 
37 toward Swofford's place, Sergeant Fox riding be
side him. Neither man said anything. The radio 
between them under the dashboard crackled with 
occasional police traffic. The two-lane highway 
threaded along the slopes, ducked through an occa
sional cleft sculpted by dynamite and creeping with 
kudzu. Sun fire stabbed the hood of the car, danced 
among branches hazy with the new green of April. 
Sergeant Fox had his window down and was enjoying 
the cool wind and the fragrance of the mountains. 

Sun fire. Yes. But not yet fiery. 

However, from the look of things, the temperature by 
afternoon would smash the record for this date. Possi
bly for every date. Sweltering days were unheard of at 
this time of year. Sergeant Fox could not recall such a 
prediction on the weather report. Maybe he should 
chalk it up to global warming. Or maybe it was some
thing else. But there was no question the light was get
ting brighter. It seemed to be coming, not from the 
sun, but from everywhere. 
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He thought of a question he'd asked in Sunday 
school, back at that age when children, their imagina
tion and credulity galloping in tandem, would get 
right to the point. "Doesn't light come from the sun?" 
he's queried his teacher. "Then how could there be 
light and plants and things like that before there was 
a sun like the Bible says?" His teacher had responded, 
"Who said light has to come from the sun? Light can 
come from anywhere." The class seemed satisfied 
with that but it had sounded so lame to him, such an 
insipid answer. It dawned on him that she might 
never had thought what he just thought, might never 
have asked such a question before and did not know 
how to reply. He had suddenly felt almost sorry for 
her, and a little embarrassed. But now her words, hid
den for years in some obscure corner of his mind, 
came back to him as peculiarly insightful. "Who said 
light has to come from the sun?" After all, why was 
light apart from the sun so difficult to believe? It 

seemed to be blazing up from everywhere right now, 
not searing but cool and casting no shadow, like the 
light of fluorescent tubes, but more intense1 an~ 
increasing in radiance by the moment. 

Light in veils pulsed and rose from the pavement 
until the asphalt gleamed like frosted white plastic. 
It shimmered from the trees until the whole forest 
looked as though it had been whittled from a single 
luminous essence. It turned heaven incandescent 
and bleached the milky puffs of cloud until they 
seethed. The bluffs of dismal granite glowed. And 
still the light swelled, filling the car, filling the air, 
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filling the men themselves. But cool, clean, in the 
strangest way almost crisp. Sergeant Fox glanced 
over at Lieutenant Cullman. The lieutenant's suit 
looked like it had been made of sequins and placed 
under kliegs, and the lieutenant's face, though he 
was looking out the window and paying no attention 
to Fox, was as dazzling as living alabaster. 

Sergeant Fox wanted to say, "Have you ever seen any
thing like this before, Joe?" Or maybe, "What in the 
name of God is going on?" But before he could speak a 
word, the brilliance began to wither, to recede behind 
the outlines of the world of matter, to fall back into 
whatever glory hid it. The forest, the mountains, the 
men dwindled to normal, but ctnly for a instant. Then 
the light flared up more pure than before, and every
thing, the police, the car, the trees, the bluffs, the very 
sky, faded like the images on an old Polaroid, became 
as smooth as fresh snow, and was gone. 

It raged, roared, writhed. Damn the wiz
ards! Damn the blue watchers! Damn the God 
who refused to yield! Damn the contest so 
unfairly won! Damn itself for failing. Damn this 
realm it saw purified and vanishing! Damn! 
Damn! Damn it all! It watched this stream of 
reality dissolve, saw itself stymied by the same 
rules that gave it its power, the iron rules no 
one could break, no one could change, the 
rules that secured the purposes of God, the 
rules it hated even as it used them to maneuver 
around them. It was not the power or knowl
edge of any particular wizard, it was the matrix 
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of knowledge the wizards had amassed and 
could exploit, the matrix built from those rules, 
that defeated it. The wizards and their culture 
coupled with those blue execrable angels and 
God behind them able to achieve success even 
when they made the stupidest mistakes. God 
rescued them from their errors, but turned its 
successes against it. That was not fair.. That 
was unprincipled exactly because of the un
breakable laws. The whole of creation was like 
a trap that offered the chance to rebel even as 
it demanded obedience. It was plunging in 
fury, clutching at the scraps of the universe 
that withered and crumbled around it. And 
then it was hurled into the borderless deep. 
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Sesiom could no longer live in his house. The memo
ries crushed him. The empty rooms emptied him. 
Melody's things, Naketa's things, were too terrible to 
keep, to precious to discard. So he packed their stuff 
away, taped it up in cardboard boxes, put them in 
storage, and sold the house. 

It sold quickly. That was not surprising. They had lived 
in an upscale neighborhood, very desirable, on a half 
acre of landscaped property with lots of trees. The 
purchasers were a nice middle aged couple with two 
boys in high school. They loved the house, could 
hardly believe he wanted to sell it. He was being trans
ferred to another job, he told them, and that wasn't 
completely untrue. He had been given leave from his 
job, but he doubted he would return when his leave 
ended. He did not know what he would do. 

He rented an efficiency apartment where he had some 
long discussions with his pastor and a couple of elders 
from the church. He was not angry with God, he 
assured them. It was just that the life he had been liv
ing no longer made sense to him. He needed to think 
things through. An indulgence of the wealthy perhaps. 
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A poor man would not have had that option. But he 
had it and he used it. 

Hank telephoned him a couple of times to invite him 
out to the Black Hills for a week of hiking. "We can 
stay in Rapid City, go out on the trails during the day. 
I'm sure some of them will be opened. It'll be cold, 
but there won't be a lot of tourists there so we can get 
a good price on a hotel. Drew is going to New York 
City with his class so it'll just be you and me. I'd like 
to get away for a while, and I'm sure it would do you a 
world of good." But Sesiom demurred, thanked his 
friend, told him he would be in touch. But he didn't 
call Hank back and, almost unnoticed, the days 
turned into a couple of weeks. 

His apartment was on the third floor so he began 
spending his afternoons on its balcony when the 
weather was warm enough. He would sit at a small 
glass topped table and read, or more often he would 
just look out over the neighborhood and let his 
thoughts wander. He chided himself sometimes that 
he should take better care of himself, get some exer
cise, that sitting around like this could not be a good 
thing, but mostly he did not care. The lethargy was 
simply too powerful for him to overcome. 

And he was lost in thought at that table one afternoon, 
yesterday's newspaper only partly read lying beside 
him, when a raven flew up and, with a flutter of wings, 
perched on the balcony railing just about three feet 
from where Sesiom sat. It cocked its head, regarding 
him for a moment. Astonishingly it carried a business 
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card in its beak. Raven and man watched one another 
for a second, one with bright unwondering eyes, the 
other in speechless wonder. Then the bird arched its 
neck, dropped the card on the balcony floor, and, 
pushing off with its legs, flapped and was gone. 

Sesiom looked down at the card. Although it lay on the 
other side of the table, he could see something was 
written on it. Standing up from his chair, Sesiom took 
a step over to the card, stooped down and picked it 
up. A telephone number. The bird had delivered a 
telephone number. Holding the card in his right hand, 
Sesiom gazed up into the sky, ran his left hand over his 
hair. But the sky was empty. The bird had disappeared. 
He looked back down at the ten:rdigit number; then 
strode into his apartment and over to the telephone. 
Snatching the receiver from its cradle, he dialed the 
number. On the other end he heard one ring, then 
someone picked up the phone. Sesiom was going to 
introduce himself, explain about the bird, ask if there 
was some reason he was supposed to call, but before 
he could say anything a man's voice on the other end 
said, "It is done." And the phone went dead. 

"Who was it?" Naketa called from the kitchen. 

"Don't know, Keta" Sesiom said, slightly puzzled. "Just 
a wrong number, I guess." He looked down at the card 
in his hand. Now where had he gotten that? He was 
always picking those things up. He would have to 
clean out his wallet more often. At least it's a man's 
handwriting, he smiled ruefully. He tossed the card 
into the wastebasket by the telephone and walked 
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back over to his Lazy Boy, picked up the newspaper 
he'd been reading before he was interrupted by the 
phone call, and continued with the story. Within 
twenty minutes, the card in the wastebasket had disap
peared and all memory of it and the specifics of the call 
had been decomposed in Sesiom's mind. What every
one recalled was the phone ringing, and that it had 
been a wrong number. A completely trivial event not 
worth remembering and soon forgotten. 

Melody walked in from the kitchen where she and 
Naketa had been preparing supper and kissed Sesiom 
on top of his head. He glanced up at her and she said, 
"I was thinking about going to see Out of Time this Sat
urday. Want to come?'' 

"Sure," Sesiom said. "The previews looked pretty 
good." 

"Then it's a date," Melody smiled. "I think it'll be suit
able for Keta. The three of us will do the matinee, then 
go for banana splits." 

"All that sugar ... but with potassium!" Sesiom 
laughed. "You, my dearest, are a seductress." 

"And you," she laughed back, "are my cynosure." 

"No," Sesiom replied, picking up on their old game, 
"I'm afraid I'm just a dinosaur." 

Melody smiled and went back to the kitchen, and 
Sesiom returned to his newspaper. He loved his wife 
and daughter, he thought, and he loved being home. 





A sequence of coin tosses is the paradigmatic illustra
tion of randomness. Flip it enough times, and, if the 
coin is "honest, "the results will almost exactly divide 
between beads and tails. Everyone knows this, has 
known it since childhood. But what is not so gener
ally well known is that a tossed a coin embodies a 
chaotic system, and chaotic systems are fully deter
mined. That means that once the coin is tossed, its 
result is fixed. The question then is, how does a fully 
determined process express randomness? 

The nature of our universe rests upon that question, 
for the tossed coin illustrates the underlying quan
tum causality that gives rise to our world. Quantum 
mechanics obtains not only at the subatomic level, it 
obtains at our level as well. Ours is a quantum cos
mos expressed instant by instant as a space/time 
hologram the qualities of which are created by in
finitesimally tiny vibrations that stretch through 
dimensions we cannot access or even accurately 
imagine. And each instant embodies quadrillions of 
possible worlds contingent on, and framed by, the 
hologram. Consequently universes beyond counting 
bud and flower each moment, affecting one another 
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gravitationally and in terms of the possibilities they 
actualize but otherwise isolated in their respective 
holograms. Many of these holograms are rich in 
information and frame entities that can grasp that 
information in specific and distinct ways. The real
ity such entities perceive is structured by the holo
gram in which they exist as well as by the processes 
they use to apprehend and comprehend their envi
ronment. But the tossed coin is unaffected by that. It 
comes up heads in one world, tails in another. Its 
apparent randomness is an illusion created by the 
isolation of its perceived result. All possibilities are 
actualized, which means that any given world is a 
composite of evolving holograms, a plurality, a 
~preading casc:ade <Jf being. 

Thus, our world pivots on a twirling coin. Toss one. 
It will tell you what the cosmos is. And it opens to 
realms of magic power where spirits soar and wiz
ards prowl. 
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