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"It's all about dick, you know. The walls are warm and moist covered with some form of 

resin. Then the marines burst in with their big guns. It's all about dick." 

"Will you shut up, Kevin? Just for a little bit; I'm trying to watch the movie and your ability 

to see sex in anything is making me sick." 

Sometimes I could take Kevin and sometimes I couldn't. Looks like today was one of the 

latter. He's a nice guy, don't get me wrong, but he won't shut up half the time. Spends all his time 

tossing out half formed ideas that have been fed through the filter of his mind. You usually 

couldn't even recognize your own point when he brought it up again. 

Kevin wasn't the kind of person that you'd be comfortable leaving your girlfriend with 

either. He had a habit of being desirable to women already in relationships. Not that he could keep 

one. Hell, half the time they could only stand him long enough to ruin their previous relationship. 
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"Have you ever wondered what it must have been like to live during the black plague, 

Jordan? I mean, just think about the chance you'd have to help awaken the populace. Not like it is 

now. Hell, now all anyone wants is to screw and sit on their ass. Back then it must have been 

magick. God, I'd give anything just to work the weather once." 

Oh yeah, that's another thing. Kevin is obsessed with the supernatural, and we aren't talking 

about ghouls and goblins when we're talking with Kevin. No, it's the serious Aleister Crowley 

metaphysical nightmare of tables and mathematics. Of course, in Kevin's mind Crowley missed 

something, and it's his job to find out where the holes exist in Crowley's mystical theory. 

Runes are the key. He'll say it any second now. You can feel it sometimes when you've 

known someone as long as we have. And from there I won't be able to get him to shut up at least 

until Aliens is half over. 

"Kevin, have you ever wondered what kind of construct Giger was working on when he 

made the Alien?" 

"No, but I'd bet he was going for something in between a dragon and Yog Sothoth. Have 

you ever seen all of this movie, Jor?" 

"Me? No, you know I was scared to death of these things as a kid. You know what 

happens when you've got an overactive imagination and you start watching horror. Now will you 

please shut up so I can watch this movie?" 

The bastard still smiles at things like this. It has to be one of his favorite games— testing his 

friends. Pushing a little here and there, seeing just how much we're willing to take before he gives 

in himself and leaves us be. At least I get to watch the rest of the movie in peace. 



Kevin's a good guy, but sometimes he's a space cadet. Makes you wonder if that time his 

parents beat him with a wrecking bar left him on the same world as everyone else. But, hey, we've 

known each other forever. And you always look out for your own. 

Movie #2 

"Tetsuo was so lucky, man. I can't believe he got to do what we've been talking about doing 

for years, and he actually went through with it." 

I hadn't seen Kevin for at least a week. Not much had happened since he got here. Amanda 

went back to her dorm in Arlington, and we'd started watching Akira. Sure enough, here he was, 

back on magic with a "k." Magick. Leave it to a crazy bastard like Crowley to change a word just 

enough to grate on my nerves instead of just coining a new one. I think Amanda had left to get 

away from Kevin. She didn't exactly like him; she said he was wasting his time, and she wasn't 

going to let him waste hers. 

"Tetsuo? Noway! The man that did everything we wanted was Kaneda. He did it all. 

Tetsuo just set the stage for Kaneda's transformation." 

"Come on, Jordan, you've got to see that everything about Kaneda was reactionary. He 

wasn't dynamic. He lacked the fire Tetsuo possessed. There is no contest between the two." 

The funny thing about Akira, even after watching it hundreds of times as kids, was the way 

we never could make sense of it. Sure, we'd throw out zany theories, but nobody'd believe them. 

Then again, Kevin only looked at five characters in the story — Tetsuo, Akira, and the three blue 

kids. Nobody else mattered. Of course, just once, I'd like to be able to watch a movie without him 

opening his damn mouth. 

"I saw Him today, you know. While I was on my way over here he stopped his car, and we 

talked for a little while. But it was all technocrap; I couldn't understand anything coming out of his 



mouth. I wonder where we went wrong with him. He was so promising. He was one of us, and 

then we turn around for a second and bam. He's changed." 

Kevin only talked about one guy that way, Zack. He was one of the first. He was my 

second friend in grade school. Right after Kevin. We used to do everything together. Then Zack 

grew up. Went to college. Started a family. Had to watch out for his family now. He couldn't just 

blow them off for old time's sake. Not that I blame him. 

Kevin hadn't taken it well, though. They didn't really talk anymore, but this was the way 

Kevin wanted it. Zack was still willing, but like the song said, it takes two. 

"Kevin you know that Zack has a family, right? He had to change at least a little bit, and 

you know it." 

"Not like this. Not like this." 

We just sat there for a while half watching the movie, half lost in yesterday. At least I was. 

Kevin might have been working out the mysteries of cold fusion, but if he was, he wasn't letting me 

in on it. 

"Jor, have I shown you the diagrams I drew up after looking into Enochkn magic? They 

mesh really well with the Golden Dawn's interpretation, and I think I'm actually making progress 

again." 

"Really? Is your system going to be hard-core into ritual? Or is it all free form?" 

"Honestly? I'd like it to be free form, but I'll settle for whatever works." 

Kevin had been looking for magick for so damn long it was almost funny. He just always 

seemed to believe in it, even when any sane person would have given up and decided to find an 

outlet in the real world. I suppose I could have told him it was worthless to keep looking, but I 

coudn't ever bring myself to destroy the only thing he cared for. 



Movie #3 

"I heard that Chekov said once that if an author mentions a gun the story isn't over until it's 

fired." 

"Kevin will you please shut up? I'm trying to watch this movie." 

Amanda had told me that she'd be coming over at 9:30, after she got off work. Of course, 

Kevin hadn't called to see if I had plans for the evening before he showed up. I had been cleaning 

my father's old .38 revolver when he'd shown up. What was I supposed to do? Quit watching 

American Psycho and entertain him? At least he was talking about normal everyday life today. He 

hadn't been willing to do that in at least a month, but the bastard always talked during movies. 

"I'll tell you what, Kevin, after the movie's over you, me, and Amanda will go to the park. 

That way we'll have plenty of time to just sit around and shoot the shit together. Deal?" 

"Why not, I need to practice my weathercraft." 

Translation, I know what you're doing and I'm acknowledging it, but at the same time I will 

do whatever the hell I want. So depending on Kevin's mood I would either be able to see the movie 

with very little interruption or I'd be lucky to walk away with any idea of what the movie was really 

about. I guess it was too much to hope for a quiet night with Amanda. Now, odds were he 

wouldn't go home until the sun was creeping back up the horizon. He did this sometimes, and 

judging from the way he was grinning I'd say that work was going to have to wait another day. 

"Kevin, you know I'm just trying to compromise here. So why don't you just help things 

along by accepting my terms since you're in my home?" 

"Trying to sound all diplomatic now? Jordan, you know you've never been good at that 

shit. I know what you've been doing all these years locked away in this house with books and films 



when you aren't with me or at work. You can't just abandon the cause when we're so close to 

finally breaking through." 

Trust Kevin to think that the only way to an end is through musty tables and obscurity. If I 

were trying to unleash the power of magick in me the way that he was, it would be through the 

world around me, not the works of dead and obviously wrong scholars. Not that I really want to 

break out of the world like him. I just want to live, and maybe someday die. 

But then again Kevin, was Kevin, and he just knew when he was right about this sort of 

thing. Once, when we'd been camping in the backwoods, Zack, Kevin, and I had created a 

miniature mystical circle, modeled after Stonehenge, of course. We had tried to channel energy 

through our bodies in the hope that we'd awaken whatever power was already there, under the 

surface. Zack had been terrified. He disappeared into the woods not long after we'd managed to 

get everything running smoothly. I found the entire thing interesting, but basically pointless. 

Kevin, well, Kevin, saw things differently than I did. He thought he felt something. Something 

just out of his reach. We didn't talk about it that much afterwards, mostly to keep Zack from 

feeling alienated, bur really Ke vin just ./anted to mull over the experience before making any wild 

claims. Aside from that first talk, Kevin's never brought it up. 

Movie #4 

I'd just told the Emperor that his faith in his power was his weakness, and had him tell me 

that my faith in my friends was mine when I heard a knock at the door. It was Kevin. I hadn't seen 

him for over a month this time. Not since American Psycho, when even though we'd gone to the 

park, the evening hadn't turned out well. Amanda had monopolized my attention, and Kevin had 

tried to invoke random weather effects all evening. Eventually it had started to pour, and we'd all 

gone our separate ways. Kevin had been furious that it had started to rain while he was trying to 



work. So, evidently, he hadn't found what he was looking for. Neither had I, when I woke up the 

next day to find Amanda waiting on my couch. After a few false starts she managed to launch a 

verbal assualt which attacked my choices of friends, my inability to get rid of them when they 

weren't wanted, and finally how I didn't really care about her. 

Luckily for me, though, she was just putting on a show to let me know this wasn't going to 

happen again when we had plans. So reconciling that had been easy. Doing the same with Kevin 

hadn't been. He hadn't been by since that night. But now here he was obviously ready to try 

something. 

"I see that the force is strong in you today, young Skywalker." 

"Kevin? I thought you hated these movies." 

"Usually I do, but the force helped me out with my theories, so it's safe to say I owe George 

Lucas something. So now I tip my hat to him if given the chance." 

"Exactly what happened?" 

It wasn't like Kevin to just change his opinion like this, especially after proclaiming to his 

entire family that Darth Vader was a ninny. ;But for n.agick, Fm pretty sure, he'd sell his soul 

without a second thought. 

"I called down lightning." 

Translation: I overloaded the breaker box and am now in the process of finding temporary 

work to pay for the damages I've caused my parents. That, or possibly the church finally picked up 

on his siphoning money from the collection plate. 

"No, Jordan, I really brought lightning down from the sky. My aim was off and I burned a 

hole in the wall the size of your head, but I finally did it." 

"Kevin, you're full of shit." 



Movie #5 

Sure enough, like a giant fucking idiot I'd offered to let Kevin stay at my place until he 

could fix up his parents house. I'm still not sure if it was lightning that did the damage, but Kevin 

had almost brought his parents' house to the ground. I guess there isn't much you can really do 

when someone's in trouble like that. You just have to give whatever you can, and hope they find 

their feet again. 

"Hey, Kevin, how's Ninia Scroll sound to you?" 

"Is that the one with the Eight Devils of Kimon?" 

"Yep." 

"That'll work. I'm still trying to work out how to use the senses more effectively." 

Again he starts up the talk of magick. He'd only been here a week and a half, and I was 

getting ready to snap after all the metaphysics. I think what had been really getting to me was the 

fact that Amanda had stopped coming over when Kevin had moved in. We still did things, just not 

here. We went back to her dormroom usually, but sometimes we went out into the world. Kevin 

never came witn us. He just stayed on the couch, adding to his diagrams and flipping between tes 

books on mysticism. 

"Jor, you ever wonder how that one demon can change his body into stone? It isn't as if he's 

just altering his shape, he's actually changing the composition of his body. If we could do that, just 

think of what could happen. We'd be practically over the threshold of vulgar effects. No more of 

this coincidental magick anymore. It would all be flying and fireballs from then on." 

"God damn it man, can you ever just watch a movie? Does it always have to be theories 

and questions? Can't it ever just be acceptance?" 

"Acceptance is for the old and the weak, Jordan, you know that as well as I do." 
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"Kevin, not everything has to be figured into your plan. Life isn't always about us and our 

plans." 

Movie #6 

Natural Born Killers has to be one of the most boring movies of all time. I've only seen it 

once before and I'm not sure why we're watching it now, but for some reason, I can't shake the 

feeling that this is just a soap opera given violence. Kevin hasn't been that impressed with it, either. 

He just seems to be watching with half an ear as he reads another book on magick. I think he's onto 

something new, but he hasn't said anything about it, and I've been too busy to ask. Amanda finally 

came over again the night before last. She seemed to be willing to give Kevin another shot. Kevin 

didn't really even notice her; he'd been carving his latest set of runes into some small stones he'd 

found around the neighborhood. 

"This movie really sucks." 

"You picked it. You know you pick all the movies out, so it's time to accept responibility 

for your actions, little man." 

"God, I wish Amanda wasn't working tonight. T h e n ! wouldn't have to watch this crap. 

Then we'd be able to find something else to do." 

"You mean like we used to, Jor?" 

"Yeah. Like in junior high." 

Back then we'd been less static. Kevin and I had just wandered around looking for 

something to do. Like in movies or books when you know that something wonderful is about to 

happen. And more often than not it did. Sometimes we'd get into trouble, other times we 

wouldn't. But it just felt like we were alive. Not like the way it is now. Now, even when you're 

happy, it isn't quite as high as back then. The euphoria is gone. The passion. 



Movie #7 

"It doesn't work that way." 

"What doesn't work?" 

"The number crunching to find God. Seeing patterns doesn't mean shit. You could spend 

your whole life seeing the lines connecting each piece of the world together and not be able to do 

shit about it for years." 

Kevin had managed himself pretty well so far, Pi was on its way towards winding down 

before he'd had the need to open up and let me know why everything was flawed. It didn't really 

help that he was walking all over the dialogue, which was the only thing keeping the film together. 

"Hey, why don't you just shut up till its over, and then deliver your treatise on Jewish 

mysticism?" 

He's been in the house for almost a month, and the only time he'd actually stepped outside 

was to make the second trip to bring the rest of his books inside. Which means basically that he's 

here to stay come hell or holocaust. Thankfully, he's been so enmeshed with the latest addition to 

his collection that I ve been spared any explosive outpourings of theory. I don x know what Henry 

Cornelius Agrippa had to say about the occult, but Kevin has paused in his creation of tables and 

writing to absorb this book. He keeps muttering about the beginnings of western magic, and all I 

can do is try not to force feed him a jackhammer. 

I mean if beginnings determined endings, Kevin and I would still be in the courtyard of our 

old school standing in the rain. I'm not entirely sure it was the first time I'd ever seen Kevin or not, 

but it was the first time we ever talked. It was one of those days where the sky is nothing but a dark 

horizon, bent on recreating the flood. Kevin was standing in the center of the courtyard, and even 

though we'd been told not to get wet none of the teachers had seen him yet. Visibility isn't that 
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great when the water is coming down in five by five sheets. Kevin wasn't doing much, just 

standing there looking up, and I just stepped out from under the awnings and into the rain. 

"I could do this." 

"Do what?" 

"Make the rain." 

"Yeah? I can make it go away." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, watch." 

Kevin must have shit himself when I told him that I could make the rain go away, especially 

when the rain stopped less than a minute later. He stared at me real hard, but couldn't seem to 

come to a real conclusion. I hadn't exactly intended to lead him on. I was seven for Christ's sake. 

It's not like I spent any time thinking about it, but Kevin must have spent some real time pouring in 

his head, over what happened because he never really went away, even before we were friends. 

After that he sort of watched. I guess he wanted to see if I could do something else. I never 

summoned a demon up or ate petals of the lotus, but at the same time we started to play together on. 

the swings. Wasn't long till the bastard and I spent most of recess together, running around in our 

own world. 

Back then it was just the two of us against the world, fighting to keep the demon Ninetofive 

at bay. I think Kevin must have learned more than I did, since I was the one getting up every 

morning to punch my card. 

"Jor, do you think putting a drill to my head would let me think clearer? Filter out some of 

the distractions which keep getting in the way?" 

"Distractions? Dude, you're worse than the Crow." 
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"I don't know, I just feel so far away when I'm so close. It's like the last pieces of the 

puzzle are something I can't really touch, they're something I can only intuit." 

"On my honor, I will do m y . . . " 

"Best to do my duty to myself and my demons . . . " 

"To keep myself physically strong, mentally awake . . . . " 

" . . . and morally bent. How does the scout oath have anything to do with this Jordan?" 

I'm not really sure if it has anything to do with it, actually, but when somebody is on the 

border of exhaustion, I always thought it was better to keep them out dreaming a new dream. 

Kevin, well, Kevin has the mind of a drill, and doesn't do too well with curves. 

"Just sit back a bit, Kevin, it'll come to you." 

"I can't just sit back. I don't know what else is left." 

Kevin didn't get down and out. Sure, he used to get into funks where all he'd do is sit 

around writing goth poetry, and refuse to stop pouting until someone had read his poems aloud, or 

better yet, sung them aloud in front of people, but that wasn't really losing his drive so much as 

finding a new game he wanted to play. When he got pur old b&'id .teacher to recite for him, though, 

had to have been the best. I wish I knew what had led up to this, but Kevin won't tell me, he just 

gives the second finger salute, and keeps on doing whatever he's doing. Mr. Volt had sung in full 

operatic flare, in front of the entire school band. Kevin didn't write good goth poetry, either. He 

made sure he covered the feelings of doom and gloom as tritely as possible. 

"Jordan, I just did a simple reading of runes . . . and came up with Year, Hardship, Secrets, 

Truth, and Awakening." 

I guess Kevin isn't totally down and out. He's never been too big on divination, allegedly. 

You wouldn't know it by me. Usually, every day at dusk, he'll toss the runes to scrye for 
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something. I can't read the damn things, so even when I'm interested I can't tell what's going on. 

As it stands tonight, now that the credits are starting to roll, I just want to go to sleep Kevin's a 

smart boy. I'm sure he'll come up with someway out of his dilemma. 

"You should have gotten slumber in there, because that's what I'd do if I was you." 

"Maybe later." 

"Hey, tommorow's mine and Amanda's anniversery, so could you dissappear before I get 

back tommorow?" 

Goofy bastard. Kevin just throws the runes again, and hunches over them, weaving fate 

from chance. The last thing I hear on my way to sleep is Kevin muttering the word "daeg." 

Movie #8 

"What do you mean? You can't just give me a tarot reading without my handling the deck. 

I at least know that much. Without that the entire reading is suspect." 

"The cards fell in that order and trust me, Jordan, I know what I'm doing. Almost every 

card dealt for you was reversed, and none of the reversed cards were remotely good. You were 

dealt Humankind, the Lovers, the lower, and the Hermit all reversed. The only card you received 

that wasn't was Karma, and all it does is say that for every action there will be an equal reaction." 

"So what? It's a damn card game." 

Not too long ago, Kevin wouldn't have touched a deck of tarot for any reason. He was too 

busy trying to look at angles which had been overlooked or never been covered or to waste his time 

on simple parlor games. Yet here he was, and had been for nearly two months, looking deeper and 

deeper into signs and augeries. I wouldn't be surprised when he showed up with a hundred head of 

cattle to offer hecatombs to the gods, and started examining the entrails of the livestock for 

favorable signs. He used to just laugh at the local psychics, claiming all they knew how to do was 
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play solitaire with a plot. Now he spent his time speaking in a bad Jamacian accent doing 

commercials for Kevin's psychic hotline. If he'd been doing that, I'd probably be happier, since, 

money would be flowing in from both sides, and I wouldn't be supporting a freeloader. Is it too 

much to ask for your friends to try and carry themselves? Maybe I should have moved in with 

Zack and his family. At least then, I'd be the one who was on the spot; but that just wasn't going to 

happen. My place isn't exactly nice, but it is without a doubt mine. Hell, when the landlords 

reclaim it I bet they bum the place down and sow salt in the earth. Not that I'm running around 

molesting children or sodomizing squirrels on the porch or anything serious like that. It's just that 

this place and I seem to see things the same way now. 

"Jor, I am not a fucking fake! If I tell you that you have trials and tribulations before you, 

well, then, by fucking god, you are going to find yourself with nails driven through your arms 

sitting high and dry while the good times leave you behind!" 

"Do you want to talk about this after the movie? Or are you just not capable of ever talking 

to me when I'm not watching a movie?" 

"You've ->sen (l-host in the Shell more times than I've got shirts." 

"Not the point. Not the point at all." 

"You'll never make it if you don't get off your ass." 

"Thanks, Kevin, I'll keep that in mind." 

It's been one of those days that makes you want to knock someone through the foundation 

and tear their face into confetti. Kevin won't shut up. He has been talking all day about the future 

and the dismal state of magick in this world. After politely listening for the first three hours, I 

tossed out a movie with the hope of making him keep his mouth closed. Oh, it had worked. For 

just about three minutes. Then out came the cards, and out came my destiny. Kevin is sure that he 
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knows what he's doing, but for the love of god, he doesn't even adhere to the rules of the tarot. He 

uses a five card spread where the first two cards are the present and the next three pertain to the 

future. The problem with this is not only did I never touch the cards, but there is no focus card. 

I'm not a big nut, hell, magick is his cup of tea, but I used to know someone at a coffee house that 

was big into tarot, and she'd spend most of her evenings talking to me while she played with her 

cards. During the couple of weeks we talked at the shop, I'd sort of learned enough of the tarot 

simply because it was something to watch while we talked. Movement seems to be a weakness 

I've had for years. If it moves, I'll watch it. 

Now Kevin and I were tearing into each other, almost like we used to in his front lawn, 

when we were practicing our staff fighting techniques. We'd never really bothered to do much 

with martial arts or boxing. We'd always wanted to just pick up the weapons and learn what to do 

from there. Which means that we had no training. Fighting with staffs wasn't a big problem; we'd 

hit each other every couple of days, but when Kevin, Zack, and I made the jump from staves to 

blades, that's when the real fighting took off. 

We were all in mid to late jun;-: r high.at'the time, and we hung out at Kevin's house 

because his mom was a vampire. She only moved at night, and even then you could see something 

lurking behind her eyes when she asked you how you were feeling. Kevin had a cheap sabre he'd 

managed either to find or build, though it couldn't really have been built, since the sword came 

with a scabard. I'd managed to dig up two sheath knives from various garage sales and secret 

places in my grandparents' house. That left Zack with whatever he could find, and outside of an 

ancient pocket knife and a serving spade, Zack was defenselesss. 

I shouldn't say that, though. Zack has always been a resourceful guy. He knew he couldn't 

keep up with us in a fight with the crap he had. So Zack turned into a street fighter. Whatever he 
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could find, he'd wield, which basically meant that he used a garden weasel when he could and 

would fall back to a hatchet or splitting maul based on what was happening and where he was 

around Kevin's house. 

Honestly, I'm surprised we all survived the fights. I'd say we weren't serious about it, since 

none of us actually had any serious injuries, but at the same time we tore into each other like 

madmen. Almost like we couldn't stand the sight of the others, and knew we had to make 

ourselves more real by defeating them. 

Movie #9 

"The first rule of summoning, according to Abdul Al-Hazrad, is 'thou shall not call up that 

which thou canst not put down.' His means of enacting that, though, was a little hypocritical, 

seems like everything the nut called up was put down by calling up a larger, more powerful entity. 

I wonder if that means you have to invoke your own internal strength for any true banishings. 

What do you think?" 

"I think that Cemetery Man is a tripped out movie." 

J or, there hasn't been one night for the past two months where you haven't watched a 

movie. Wouldn't it just be easier to buy a forty?" 

"I've got my oblivion right here, thank you very much." 

I think it was too much to hope for, slipping in a quick movie before Amanda got off work 

and we went out. Kevin was getting more and more frustrated these past few days. It's not 

something you can just say, "Oh, it must be because his girl left him," or anything simple like that. 

It seems like he's just become more pensive. Waiting on one last piece, which will let everything 

he's been working on slide into place. He hadn't been doing as much scrying lately, and the last 
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time I'd seen him with the sidewalk chalk, outside churning out his ritualistic diagrams, had been 

almost a month ago. 

"Kevin, what are you waiting for?" 

"There are a few things I haven't been able to work into my universal field theory, and a 

good number of anomalies which need to be accounted for before I 'm ready to enact everything." 

"Buried in the past?" 

"For every step you take, I take twenty." 

There is something about snubs between friends, even when you feel like they aren't joking. 

Can you ever be sure? Kevin used to play on the swings, back in elementary school. Like 

everyone else, he'd jump out of his swing when he had the inclination, trying to fly. We used to 

have contests where we'd see who could jump the furthest. Most of the time Kevin would fall a 

little shorter than I did. Probably because I weighed a pound in elementary school. But once, he 

was able to just explode out of the swing. Kevin didn't even follow the average gentle arc most 

kids have when they jump. Instead, he was following in the footsteps of mortars. Somehow, he 

actuuiiv :)eared the top of the swiagset, and had enough momentum to clear the font (.sen fee.i - o the: 

fence. One of his feet caught the top of it as he went over, and it threw both of his legs out from 

under him. He broke both of his legs that day, but thought it would be fun to crawl to the nurse's 

office. Kevin was about a third of the way across the playground before several teachers held him 

down and called an ambulance. 

"Jordan, were we bom different, or have we just been driving a wedge between ourselves 

and humanity?" 

"What do you mean?" 

17 



"It just seems like we're the only people that care about anything. The rest of the planet 

feels like its lost in atrophy." 

"They just follow a different path, science is its own magick." 

Dark thoughts for dark films. Were we different? Yes, but from who or what? Kevin has 

more skill in alchemy than the crackheads that dreamed up the damn stuff, but that doesn't mean 

he'll be turning shit to gold or spinning banquets from piss. What are the marketable skills of 

someone lost to the supernatural? Shipping him to the Australian outback might be good for him, 

all he'd have to do is meet up with a friendly tribe of aborigines, learn the language, and set down 

the path of instituting a new line of magicks. Kevin could be the carpetbagger of belief. A door to 

door salesman, touring the third world selling his own brand of snake oil. 

The third world almost sounds magical, when you don't think of it as the place where 

famine and disease still run rampant. Who wouldn't want to go to the third world? A realm 

removed from ours only by a thin veil. Sorta like how Kevin keeps saying that the spirit world is 

tied to ours. I just don't think Kevin would be able to make the world tour. He's too focused on 

what he's <• ^:.g .World;;* Crowley into traditional western magic, picking up the pieces of.au 

thousand beliefs, and fusing them together. 

When we were little, though, Kevin never was much for collecting. Sure, he'd pick up 

something that caught his eye, but he just didn't seem to be the kid who was clawing your eyes out 

for that last McDonald's toy. 

"Manda and I are heading out tonight. You wanna come with?" 

" . . . nah, I'm going to recompile my notes. Knock before you come in, cause I'm going to 

need the floor." 
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Point and check. The boy can be taught. Not only was I getting the night to myself with 

Amanda, Kevin was going to clean up the paper mill that was becoming the den. I'm not a neat 

freak, so clutter isn't that bad, but Kevin's "notes" were just getting out of hand. The floor was 

transforming from cheap carpet into a heap of spirals, notebook paper, graphs, and other assorted 

tools Kevin brought in. Even with the bastard talking throughout Cemetery Man, the evening 

looked like it was definitely heading to a better place. 

"Don't do anything I wouldn't do, Jordan." 

"Not a problem, I won't unleash any hellfire tonight." 

Without Film 

"Manda, I just don't see what's driving him. It's like for years we've been moving in 

parallel, but now Kevin's just beyond the range of my speaking voice. We can still talk, but now 

it's only in yells." 

"Don't worry about Kevin, Jordan. The more he plays dungeons and dragons with himself, 

the safer he feels in the world. He's still a good guy, I guess, but he just needs more distance 

between nimself and everything else. Now, what do you want to eat? Wafflehouse 01 Denny's? 

"Denny's, doll." 

Grease has to be my favorite food. The more I can feel my heart straining with every bite 

the better things get. Amanda and I usually eat at only four places, and they're the grease pits of 

the world. Manda's pretty big on greasy foods too, maybe not as big, cause she usually only eats 

half of her order, but when it comes to food we see eye to eye. Load our meals till they drip, and 

lesser men would get quesy just looking at the vats of slime we slurp down. 

19 



I'm not actually sure about our plan for the night. Manda wants to catch the wicked clowns 

show down at the Sixth Card on Elm. I'd mentioned that we might want to see what Zack was up 

to tonight, but either way I'd be happy with how the evening turned out. 

"C'mon, J, what are we gonna do?" 

"C'mon, I picked last time, don't give me those eyes, you know it's your turn . . . 

Think we can do both, Manda? When do the clowns go on?" 

"Doors open at nine." 

"Zack first, and then beat it over to the concert?" 

"Sounds good." 

"Manda, next time we go out it's your turn to pick the food and event. One, two, three, no 

take backs." 

"Goof." 

Movie 10 

Kevin and I had been living together for almost a year now, and he still hadn't found a job. 

He wasn't really the kind 01 person that went looking, so it wasn't the market, and I'd known how 

it would be when I let him live here, but he needed the help. Besides, you can't just let your friends 

go homeless. It would have been nice to ship him back to his parents, but I just hadn't found a way 

to bring it up. Between his obsession and spending time with Manda, we just hadn't touched base 

in a while. No matter how much you wanted to be able to nest on your own, you just couldn't walk 

up to someone and kick them till they did what you wanted. Of course, I 'm not sure how much of a 

drain on my resources he'd been lately. Outside of taking up space on the couch, Kevin wasn't 

doing anything. Sure, he'd be chittering to himself when I got up for work, or penciling a note into 

the margins when I went to bed at night, but honestly, I don't think he'd gone more than five feet 
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from the couch in a month. I could probably throw a rave right next to him, and he'd never notice 

anyone was there. Either that, or he'd ignore them and keep plugging away on his theory. 

Tonight we'd been watching Event Horizon as a compromise of sorts. He'd get to see 

something inspirational, and I'd get to see a movie without interruption. Not that things ever went 

that way. The last time I'd tried to sit down and watch a movie in the den it turned into an absolute 

nightmare. Not one scene would go by before Kevin broke into it. I like Mystery Science Theatre 

as much as anyone else, but Kevin wasn't even watching the movie, he'd just glance up and be all. 

"Jordan, the hexagrams in I-Ching seem to work best when written counterclockwise, but if 

you overlay the sepherotic chart, the only way to make sense of it is to destroy the circle, because 

no one sphere can actually incorporate the entire group of hexagrams. So I've been toying with the 

idea of reclassifying everything, bringing it all into focus, by creating smaller structures which will 

serve as the current hexagram structure extending the description of...existence to a more narrow 

and refined level, but 

Tt just kept going for an hour and a half. He'd pause maybe to make a ticl; mark ou > page, 

or to slap a stray thought into the mix. All I could do was sorta nod, periodically, and interject that 

I couldn't hear the movie. Half the time he'd look at me like I'd just shot his mother in the face, 

the other half he'd keep going like he hadn't heard me. Whatever it was that was rampaging 

around in the base of his skull was either clearing out space to grow, or about to make him the High 

Times man of the year. Talking to Kevin was becoming more difficult than translating a page of 

scribbles into a full length novel. 

With any luck, Amanda would be here before long. We weren't going anywhere, she was 

just coming by since she'd finally finished her mid term project. 
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"Kevin, what day is it?" 

"Day?" 

"Yeah, what day of the week is it?" 

"Don't know let me check, why?" 

"It's no biggy." 

The runes hit the floor with an icelike tinkle. 

"Thursday." 

"Kevin, you can't do that." 

"Why not you check your watch?" 

"How the hell do you know if you're right?" 

"Trust me Jordan, I know." 

"Then what day is it?" 

He threw the runes three more times, and each time told me that it was Thursday. 

Argument, Jordan zero, Kevin four. Lucky bastard must have been able to tell that his guess was 

right fror*--:he '.v?-v I 'd pushed him, and now I couldn't prove him wrong. He knew it was , i t 

Thursday. 

"Jordan, open your eyes before you fade away." 

I suppose this is where Kevin expected me to hit the epiphany button on my head, and I'd 

just leap up to be a good little soldier. Instead, my attention made its way back to Event Horizon, 

firmly intending to deviate only to let Manda in when she arrived. 

"Jordan, I've finally got it worked out. Not just the elemental shit anymore. It's all there.': 

"Worked out? What are you talking about?" 

"Magick. It's finally here. After all this time I've finally awakened." 
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"So why don't you just walk off a cliff, now that you're more than mortal?" 

"I won't ask again." 

"Look Manda's going to be here in the next ten minutes, could you at least try to calm down 

when she's here?" 

"I don't think that'll be a problem, Jordan." 

He just sorta smiled at me, and he was gone. 

Before I'd had any time to make sense of what happened, Manda was knocking on the door. 

I felt like I was moving in a stupor, but I managed to get to the door and let her in. What can I say? 

I held her. For a long time, just standing in the doorway, not ready to let go and turn back to the 

empty room. She could tell something was wrong, but just let me cling to her without words. I 

suppose that the world was bleaker with Kevin gone. I know that part of me left with him. The 

part of me that was from the past. The kid that used to be able to laugh at executions, but cry for 

dogs. I felt grown up in a way I never had before. And I'm not sure that was something I wanted 

to feel. 

"Jordan, what's wrong?" 

"Kevin. Kevin's gone." 

Amanda, usually seemed to know what I was feeling with fewer words than anybody else. 

When we first started dating, she used to just make little nonsense noises, and I'd respond in kind. 

It wasn't really a game so much as a way to sidestep the slipperyness of words. We could tell how 

honest the other was, based on the shape of their noise. She was always better at it. I could only 

make sense of the noises if I could see her also, but Manda knew what I was saying over the phone 

and when I stood behind her. 
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After a while she let out a low sad croon, that seemed to say, "I'm sorry Jordan, I'm sorry 

you had to lose this." 
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