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1 - Prologue

Call me Sam.

A stupid beginning, I know.  But it’s my own none-too-elegant way of dealing with the whole style-of-the-author thing.  You see, I need to tell you this story.  It has been said that one of the greatest sorrows known is a tale left untold.  And in the quarter century that has passed since the events I am about to convey, I have become increasingly convinced that my tale must be told.

But I’m not an author, clearly.  Writing no more makes you an author than putting paint on canvas makes you an artist, or banging on a piano makes you a musician.  And of these shortcomings I am all too aware.  That, ultimately, has been the root of the 25 year delay in recounting these events – my own inner certainty that my skills as author-to-be were, and are, simply not worthy of the task set before me.  That and, of course, a gut-wrenching dread of reliving the terrors which were to consume my world.

So I ask you to focus on the tale rather than its manner of telling.  Accolades of “Amazing story” and “Warning heeded” are my only quest.  Only in this can I find the freedom to get on with the essential business at hand, instead of obsessing over verbs, tenses, participles and whether they dangle….Or is it prepositions….See what I mean?  That I am yet even alive to be able to share my shame with you is a testimony to a kind and loving God, albeit in a most backhanded manner.

All stories have meaning, even if that falls short of an outright moral.  And my story is a caution in two areas: Your children are going through more than you think, and there are, indeed, things in heaven and hell “not dreamt of in your philosophy.”

Since tone is so important, and I have already shed myself of any hope that mine will be proper, I need to state outright what a more worthy artist could weave into the very fabric of his tale.  That is, I blame no one at all for what I did.  The fault lay entirely with me.  I absolve my loving, hard working parents of any and all responsibility for what happened.  So too the Church, siblings, and society as a whole.  The sin was entirely my own, and I will stand before the Judgment Throne, forgiven or not, utterly alone.

Looking back over the years, as nearly as I can tell, all of the pain and horror I would bring upon myself and so many others began the night I told the Devil to go to hell….

2 - Bible Study

Ah, youth.  So enthusiastic.  So vibrant.

So dangerous.

In January 1975 I was attending a weekly Thursday night Bible study at Calvary Chapel in Costa Mesa.  I was a baby Christian, what the lingo of the time called a “BAC”. A born-again Christian, having given my life to Jesus in December of ’74.  

After school on Thursdays I would have dinner and leave the house at 7:00 for the 5 mile trip up the freeway, where the Bible Study started at 7:30.  Being a new driver at only 16 (and a half, don’t forget the half, at that age the half is very important) it was the one night of the week I had access to the car.  The rest of my time I transported myself quite well thank you on my 5 speed bicycle.

The Calvary Chapel format has changed little, if at all, over the years.  7:30 the song leader(s) began their happy, up-tempo singalongs, moving by 8:00 into calmer, more meditative songs, when, at 8:15 a Bible study was given by one of the Church leaders, which usually lasted an hour.  From 9:15 to 9:30 was the altar-call, where everyone who had been touched by the message and either wanted to rededicate their lives to Jesus or convert to the Christian life for the first time were invited up to the front of the chapel for prayer.

I remember that night as though it was yesterday.  Another cliché, I know, but true.  The text for the night was Ephesians 6:16, “In addition to all this, take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the evil one.”  

The basic idea was straight-forward.  Faith means believing in Jesus.  And with that faith none of the Devil’s arrows can have any effect.

And I really liked this message.  I loved it.  Needed desperately to hear it.

The past 3 years had been miserable for my family, and quite challenging for me personally as I entered my teen years.  In early 72 we lived in Pittsburgh Pennsylvania, and life was good.  Dad was making more money than the family of 5 could spend….3 story house in the swanky suburbs, house and boat by the lake in Maryland, private school for all the kids, parties, laughter, Christmas and birthday materialistic orgies….Everything a happy American family ever wanted.

Then a neighbor, Mom and Dad’s best friend, died of protracted spinal cancer.  And Dad lost his job.  And the bills started piling up and he had to sell his prized possession boat and….Well, let’s just say that, on the verge of bankruptcy, in September 74 we moved from owning the 3500 square-foot three story 4 bedroom Pittsburgh mansion at 1732 Fox Chapel Road to renting the 1200 square-foot 3 bedroom condo at 5956 Cinnamon in Irvine, California.  Dad hid in the bottle, as his new job provided neither the money nor the sense of accomplishment and self-worth he was used to.  Mom started working.  Brother and sister shared a room.  Nobody talked.  I, being “the oldest”, had the only private bedroom, for which I was not grateful but, being the arrogant teenager I was, considered it somehow my birthright.  Then there was the new school, and feeling so awkward anyway being a teenager and having recently been transplanted from my private 350 member all-boys Ivy-League prep-school to the Southern California public high school with 3,000 people in it, half of whom were girls who I didn’t even know how to talk to let alone date because the only female I had even talked to for the last 4 years had been my sister and that really doesn’t count and I just don’t know how to deal with all this….I needed help.

And I reached out to God.  And He reached out to me.  I got invited to Campus Crusade for Christ meetings (which in the 70s were still legal before the ACLU got involved), and through a series of messages, studies, “signs and wonders” asked Jesus to come into my life one night in early December 1974.

So, there I was….Scared, trying to find my way through the strange new land, with a family hurting in ways I couldn’t even understand let alone fix……And the Calvary Chapel Bible Study is telling me that this new-found faith in Jesus would protect me from the Devil and any further pain.  All of his flaming arrows gone!  Extinguished!  Hits that shield and falls to the ground with less impact than a spitball.

I was exalted!  For probably the first time in my life I felt my spirit soar…..Joy, peace, healing for my family, protection from further harm!  All of these were mine, all MINE!

As I sang the closing songs with unprecedented ecstasy, I felt renewed and genuinely ready for life and the challenges ahead.  All would be well, and I couldn’t wait for tomorrow.  But there was something I had to do first.  Someone I had to talk to.  An old score to settle.

And as I left the Church that evening I was struck by the very vibrancy of the air.  It was one of the “Indian Summer” nights, in the mid 70 degrees even at night, and the moon was high in the sky, shining with beauty and grace upon my new, wonderful world.  

Irvine was one of the new “Planned Communities”, where nothing, absolutely nothing happens by chance.  House-house-park-pool-house-house-shopping center-house-house-school, for mile upon mile.  And newly empowered with my shield of faith, I stopped by a cul-de-sac’s park and climbed a tree.  “Thank you, God.  Thank you, Jesus.  I will never forget you for this.”

Then I turned my thoughts to the other….

“Damn you, Devil.  You’ve caused so much pain.  I hate you for what you did to me and my family.  Well you can’t touch me now, you idiot!  I’m protect by Jesus!”

Then, in my youthful exuberance, I raised my middle finger to the earth.  “Go to hell, Devil.  Fuck you.”

And though I could not hear it, deep in the bowels of Hades itself, there was a chuckle.

Too bad I didn’t have more background, and a stronger foundation….Don’t curse the darkness, light a candle, that type of thing.  Too bad I didn’t understand the difference between faith and belief.  And too bad I hadn’t read the rest of the Book, where in 2nd Corinthians 11:14 Paul also says, “Satan himself masquerades as an angel of light.”

Just a little stronger, just a little wiser, and I never would have followed the Warlock into hell.

3 - Uni High

Even with my trusty new Shield of Faith, life at University High School in Irvine California was a culture shock that challenged me daily.

Academically my private boys school in Pennsylvania had been so far accelerated that, with the exception of one analytic geometry class, the southern California public school system had nothing else to teach me.  Physics, literature, trigonometry, political theory….As a sophomore I’d already studied the material that my new school offered even in the advanced placement college prep courses.

And since nature hates a vacuum, and since I still had 2 full years of credits to accumulate in order to be considered a “graduate”, I embarked upon a new course of study: racquetball, typing, independent study (whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted), drama, and music appreciation.  Which was not exactly taxing to the cerebral cortex, if you get what I mean.

This left plenty of time for what would become my primary endeavor: socialization.  Friends, get-togethers, parties, clubs, and so on.  I had exactly 2 friends in Pittsburgh, and attended exactly that many parties in the 6 years we lived there.  This was, well, different.  Everything was one big party…Drama class was a hoot…racquetball was a game….music was a hang-out party 5 days a week…then there were the Christian meetings, and Church, and the real parties like the fall drama play cast party where, at the age of 16, I had my first taste of alcohol….

And the “cliques.”  In my previous life (for it did, indeed, feel like I had lived in a utterly different life, so complete were the changes) everyone was, more or less, the same.  The “poor” kids at Shady Side Academy were sons of car dealership owners or stock brokers like my dear ole dad.  The rich ones were sons of Senators and Congressmen.  Everyone followed essentially the same academic path, sports were required of all, dating was out and, though of course people will always exhibit individual personalities, it was a very white-upper-class-homogenous group.

Not, uh, exactly so at Uni High.  You had the jocks and the band people and the drama freaks and the stoners and the Hispanics in addition to the college bookworm preppy-types.  And whereas Shady Side had 350 in all 4 grades combined, and everyone really did know everyone else pretty much by name, Uni High had nearly 10 times that many people, and you could walk around campus for days without hardly ever seeing the same face twice.

And girls.  Have I mentioned that Shady Side was boys only?  It was.  Yup.

Now look, I don’t want to get salacious here, but puberty is challenging enough under the best of circumstances, what with the hormones and all, not to mention the confused self identity…..But to take poor Mr. Sam from the brainiac think tank and put him in Southern California party central surrounded by girls….teenage ones at that….very pretty ones at that….in the hot California sun, not wearing much at all (certainly not by Ivy League standards), and it was….Oh, I don’t know….Hemmingway would know how to find exactly the right phrase to not only capture the experience but actually implant a bit of the feeling but he’s dead and all I can say is it was weird.  I mean strange.  I started my 17th year on the planet doing derivatives of trigonometric functions, and find myself a few months later in the school play, holding the class vixen and giving her a kiss…and practicing!  Weird.  That’s my official emotive term for it.

Figuring out who you are and what you want are tough enough during high school in even the most stable environments, and mine was hardly stable.  We had not only changed states, we had changed states of existence.  So I can be forgiven if I was a bit unsettled…And in unstable situations we become open, vulnerable….Susceptible to the winds that blow us where they will.  

That’s why I was so intrigued when I heard talk of this guy named Peter Krenic.  Everybody talks about everybody else almost all of the time, I have found, and in the clique-based drama group I was frequenting that was most certainly true.  And people talked a lot about Peter, though always in oddly hushed tones.  He had his own (very nice) sports car, one of the few in ‘75 who actually parked on campus, sang in the choir, dated (and bedded) the prettiest girl in school, was always plentifully stocked with drugs, wore designer clothes, smoked imported cigars before cigars were fashionable, and was generally the all-around-coolest-guy-on-campus.  I’d really only seen him once or twice from across the campus, or maybe driving away in his coupe.  But he was one of those people who just “had it going on” as we say today.  To the outsider at least he had everything we all thought we wanted.

But most of all was the air of intrigue about him.  As I said, people spoke about him behind his back in a partly reverential, partly jealous, partly “what a freak” way, but mainly in fear.

As a neophyte to the Uni High scene I asked, during one of the endless gab sessions, what the whole deal was with Peter.  

“Hey, man, you just don’t want to go there.  Forget about it.”

But why, I wanted to know?  What’s the big deal?

Oh something about someone who got into a fight with Peter and wound up seriously hurt, in a car crash or sickness or something, I simply cannot remember.  But he had what all “legends” need, and in Uni High Peter Krenic was a legend, one of the people you kind of watched and studied from afar, but no one except for his teenage concubine ever actually befriended.  And the legend was, the reason he had the car and clothes and money and babe and drugs and style and had it all going on and the reason that guy couldn’t even come to school any more even though no one had ever disciplined Peter, oh no, they couldn’t do that because, the rumor was, Peter was a witch.  A Warlock, actually.  Complete with the magic amulet and powers and coven and everything.  Or so they said.

So hey, I grant I was a bit unsettled in my new world, but I was intrigued, and besides, I had my impermeable Shield of Faith, didn’t I?

So, one day I was talking in the library (all of my really great conversations, it seemed, were held in the library) with this girl named Debbie McIntyre.  I was talking with her for two reasons. First, and by far most important, she was talking to me.  Being the awkward, dislocated hope-to-be-reformed-bookworm geek I was, it was very hard to find anyone of the contradictory gender who would even give me the time of day.  I mean, there were over one thousand five hundred other guys at that school, every one of whom had more experience talking (at least) to girls than I did.

Debbie was one of the hippy-type California girls…Sandals, patchouli oil perfume, braids in her hair, peasant dress to her ankles, really the whole “Going to California with an aching in my heart” style.  And of course, she was gorgeous.  Coal black hair, with eyes nearly to match, with a gentleness and….Oh well, it’s a good thing I didn’t have any schoolwork to do, because in the presence of such goddesses I couldn’t have concentrated anyway.

The second reason I was talking to her was because I had heard she was one of the few people who actually knew Peter.

I asked her if that was true.  

“Maybe.  Why?”

“Just wondering.”

“Why?”

“Well, he seems so weird.  I don’t know.  Kind of powerful.  Somebody who seems like he’d be really interesting to get to know.”

She said she’d see what she could do.

But my meeting with Peter would have to wait.  I had to spend the next 6 weeks trying not to die.

4 - Death Bed

The very first arrow the Devil shot at me not only penetrated my “impermeable” shield of faith, it almost killed me. 

It was early February 1975, and I had just landed the lead in the school play.  Wow.  I mean, I was going to be the star.  The play didn’t matter, the role didn’t matter, none of that mattered.  What mattered was that I had won.  Over all of the locals, and the real actors who had been at Uni High for years, even some seniors, I had been chosen by Mrs. Terry the director as the Main Man, a Junior in the Lead Role.  The boys looked at me with respect.  The girls looked at me with awe and desire.  Well, at least I imagined they did.  There were actually no outward signs of any concern whatsoever, but that didn’t matter either.  I felt as though I have been named President, Pope and King all at once.

The problem was, I was sick.  Just a cold, but pretty nasty.  Sore throat, fever, sweating, and very, very tired.  So I stayed home from school on that fateful Monday and slept.  School didn’t matter.  What did matter was me and the play and today was the first day of rehearsals and I had to be there I was the star after all…

“Gee, you don’t look so good” was how Mrs. Terry greeted me at 3:00 when I arrived for rehearsal, having ridden my bicycle the 3 miles from home.

“Oh, I’m fine.  Just a little tired.”  You see, if I let on that I was too sick, then she’d have to give somebody else my role, and I was the star!  And that just couldn’t be.  So somehow, practically sleeping during the tiny breaks, I made it through the rehearsal and rode the bike back home.  

You see, there was another problem, well, not a problem really…actually it was really great except it turned into a real problem…That is, that night I was going to the 3rd rock concert of my entire life!  The first was Yes in February of ’74, followed by Emerson, Lake and Palmer in August, and now, in February of 1975, I had a ticket to see Jethro Tull’s Warchild tour!  And there’s just no way I can describe how excited I was…This was almost as good as sex, which I had never had, and since I was so gawky and geekie and insecure and as a transplanted 16 year old none of the girls liked me anyway, well, this was actually much better than sex.  This was something I could do.  Would do.  No matter what.

My best friend at that time was named Richard.  Another egghead transplant who loved ping pong and chess and the same music and certainly we competed equally well for the ugliest guy on campus award, and we bonded immediately.  As a real plus, he had a car, the Key to the Magic Kingdom when you are a teen, and was able to take it almost anywhere, including down town Los Angeles where Tull was playing the Forum.  I slept in the back seat all the way there, but he didn’t seem to mind since we were really good friends.

Of course the concert was wonderful….Great music, imaginatively presented with colorful stagecraft (hey, I knew about these things, I was a star), and so loud, Loud, LOUD!  I didn’t think such volume was scientifically possible, but it was.

And then someone passed a joint.  That’s right, marijuana.  Mary Jane.  Weed, wacky tobaccy, call it what you will, it was real, it was strong, and it was real strong.

But I was weak.  And I could not resist it.  Didn’t want to.  Saw no reason to.  I’d started smoking weed about a year ago while we were still in Pittsburgh, and indulged whenever I could, which was really not all that often because back in the 70’s it was not all that plentiful, at least for me.

The first time I ever got high I was in my bedroom in Pittsburgh.  I had my own little pipe and stash a friend had given me.  I was wearing headphones, listening to Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon, when I took a very, Very deep drag on the pipe….the world spun….I felt tingling at the ends of my fingers and toes, and as the world faded into fuzzy darkness I passed-out cold, hitting my head on the hardwood floor.  As I “came to” the room was spinning wildly, as the music throbbed through my brain, and I looked to the door to see my dear ole Dad asking if I was OK, which I said I was, I just tripped and he said “silly,” not noticing the smell or the pipe because he was too drunk anyway.

After such an auspicious beginning a smarter person would have reconsidered the entire drug thing, but don’t look for any wisdom here.  This is not a pretty story, these people did not deserve the pain I brought to them, and I am certainly not a hero.  More like an anti-hero, along the lines of Al Bundy or Homer Simpson, only without the cute funniness.  There was nothing funny about this, there was nothing funny about me, and as I sat smoking that joint in the Jethro Tull concert I had no idea whatsoever of how stupid I was being, how much tangible danger I was in, or the demons who were literally biting at my heals.

I saw no problem with marijuana.  Having been a Christian for almost 2 whole months I hadn’t had a chance to go to the Bible study yet where they teach you those types of things could be bad for you….Open up psychic doors in the brain, allowing all types of strange thoughts to come in, along with strange beings who might not be all that well intended….That type of thing.  Nope.  Hadn’t heard that part yet.  All I knew was that I believed in Jesus and that was supposed to mean that nothing bad could ever happen to me again.

The problem was I was wrong.  Way wrong.  And the problem was that my cold had turned into the flu.  And the problem was that our seats were 13 rows from the top of the ceiling and I had to go to the bathroom twice and I had just had to get a program, and repeatedly walking up those stairs in my condition was exactly not what the doctor ordered but with all the drugs in me and the flashing lights and the pounding music I couldn’t feel anything, let alone that the flu was turning into mononucleosis. Or that in my weakened state the weed was actually etching my bronchial tubes and I had no resistance left in my body, or that the bronchitis and the mono slammed into my system like a Mac truck, opening me to a full-blown case of hepatitis.  That, dear friends, was the problem.

When I somehow crawled from Richard’s car back into my bed that night after the concert, I was still too stoned to know I was knocking on death’s door.

I was so sick the next morning I literally could not move.  I was a mass of disease.  Mononucleosis, bronchitis, the flu, along with hepatitis just to make it interesting.  When my poor parents who had to clean up after me could finally get me into the doctor, he said in his 40 years of doctoring he’d never seen such abnormal test results, that my brother and sister and anyone else my age had to stay away from me because I was contagious and could hurt them although my parents were probably healthy enough not to get sick.  “But whatever you do, do not give him any chocolates or sugars because if you do his liver could ‘pop’ from the strain, and he could die.  Seriously.”

I didn’t walk again for 6 weeks.  

Satan 1, Shield of so-called faith 0.

No food.  The sore throat made it impossible.  Drinking any water was hard enough.  No friends.  No school.  No playing.  No play.  No staring role.  Nothing, unless you count coughing and wheezing and spitting and….well, you get the idea.

Nothing except hurt, sorrow, loss and disease.

It was a sign of things to come.

5 - Peter

“Sickness will surely take the mind where minds can’t usually go. Come on the amazing journey and learn all you should know.  A vague haze of delirium creeps up on me.  All at once a tall stranger I suddenly see.  He’s dressed in a silver sparked glittering gown, and his golden beard flows nearly down to the ground.”

-- Tommy, The Who

I wish I had dreams like that.  But all I did for 40 days was lay in bed trying not to die.  Nobody sent any homework for me to do, because there was no homework, and I knew it all anyway, and I was too sick to do any even if there had been some.  No friends, TV hurt my eyes, even reading was impossible because the Darvon painkiller, the father of Darvoset, made my brain really fuzzy.

The only place my sickness took me was in a resolution to live life to the fullest.  Being a new Christian I was up on the whole death and resurrection thing, and vowed to make my 40 days and 40 nights in bed worth it.

About the only “good” thing that resulted was I lost 35 pounds.  At 6’ 1” I had started at a bit chubby 200 lbs, and reappeared as a sickly, emaciated 165.  All the people who talk about that being just about the ideal weight are psychotic, because I have lived on both sides of the weight coin, and I will tell you my butt was so skinny I could not even sit on a chair.  It hurt.  I’ll never advocate obesity, but those doctor charts putting your “ideal weight” at 170 for 6’ 1” are simply wrong.  I think it’s all a conspiracy to keep us buying weight-loss programs and always feeling neurotic, but that’s another story.  Frankly, the only reason I was able to survive was because I had been fat….Just imagine if I’d started at my “ideal” weight of 170 and then spent 40 days not moving or being able to eat.  Lovely.

My first public appearance was, indeed, at the Opening Night of the play I was supposed to star in.  It was, of course, horrible.  The star was all wrong, and had none of the depth I would have brought to the role.  But everyone at least pretended to be happy to see me, and gushed over “how good” I looked, and how glad they were to have me back.

Yeah, right.  I had developed quite an attitude as I lay in my deathbed.  Nothing like gratitude, mind you.  More like being the risen one, having stared death in the face and won, and how none of the small people around me could possibly understand.  Different.  Special.  Stand-out in a crowd.  

These, since my earliest memories, were my primary world-view, either reinforced or created by those around me.  My dearest Mother had this cute little speech, “I see where your sister comes from, she’s just like me.  And your brother is so much like your father.  But Sam, you are the strangest person I ever met in my life, and I have no idea where you came from.”  Heady stuff for a 10 year old to hear at the evening dinner hour, but that’s the way it was….My Dad stopped playing chess with me in 3rd grade because he couldn’t stay even, I was inventing my own systems of mathematics, and even spent a couple years absolutely convinced that I was born on Mars and had been implanted here by mistake.

All of which had become reinforced over the years, and compounded by my little 40 day vacation.  I was resurrected.  I was new, improved.  I had looked death in the face and won.  Of course the rational reader can rightly say “What stupidity.  All you did was get over being sick.”  But this is the essential point here, and in this story this one factor stands as the character flaw which would lead to so much Shakespearian tragedy.  I was always amazed by Hamlet, where the one relatively small character flaw (Hamlet’s indecisiveness) leads to 9 dead bodies on stage in the final scene.

My Shakespearian character flaw was that my life was beginning to take on mythic proportions and significance.  Look, I just got sick, right?  No…For Sam that was Satan’s retribution.  I just got better, right?  No…I was resurrected from the dead.  I was just a gawky teenager, right?  No…I was a survivor of a cosmic battle, which no one around me could hope to understand.  Ego?  Bravura?  It was far beyond that.  I was a superman among sheep.

So life returned, after a fashion, to normalcy.  I attended school, was surprised when the girls didn’t find my new, slender body any more attractive than the previous version, still didn’t have any homework to do, and eventually got another role in the next play.  Not the lead, but a good role.  It was performed in the middle of May.  And the Saturday night of the last performance was the traditional cast party.

High school drama group cast parties are quite an affair.  Children challenged with encroaching adulthood, who tend toward the flamboyant under the most controlled circumstances, go absolutely crazy the night of the Cast Party.  Drugs, alcohol, always held at the house of the parents with the biggest stereo, with the biggest house so people could pair-off to consummate whatever emotions or attractions had been percolating over the previous months.  It was our mission to reanimate every stereotype of the “Drugs, Sex and Rock and Roll” generation.  And as long as we had any two of the three we were ok.  In addition this was the first major party in spring, the seniors could smell the freedom and fright of their post-high school from here, I had just turned 17, and no one was feeling any pain.

And I stood and watched in awe as Peter Krenic entered the room.  Kind of like how people feel when they see the President’s entourage pass by.  Always fashionably late, guys like Peter didn’t just show-up, they made an entrance.  And tonight Peter had his black velvet, purple-lined cape on.  Of course he had to remove it almost as soon as he got in because the night was way too hot for such a costume, but things like that weren’t for comfort, they were for effect.  And it had an effect on me, even if no one else noticed.  I still remembered my chat with Debbie in the library about Peter, and her cryptic statement that she’d “see what she could do.”  Tonight was going to be the night.

So after The Man wandered and mingled for a while, he walked over to me.  Normal people say hello.  Peter said, “I hear you’re looking for me.”  

“Uh, sure.”  Something brilliant like that.  I didn’t want to seem weird, you know.

After some silly chit-chat (the play, music, what he’s doing next year cause Peter was a senior and I was only a Junior and it was great that he was talking to me and stuff like that) he wanted to know if I felt like taking a drive.  I said sure.  The Krenic car!  Me!

The first thing he did when we got in his car was to show me his “resources.”  Seedless marijuana from Hawaii, an exotic blend wrapped around a stick from Thailand, and a tiny vial of extracted hashish oil.  

As he spoke I was in awe.  Enthralled.  Like how the doorman must feel when the company owner asks his opinion.  I felt important and special.  I mean, this stuff was expensive, and exotic like I didn’t even know existed let alone actually smoked.  There was more mind-altering potency in a single puff of this stuff that I’d seen in my entire life combined.  And Peter just had this mannerism about him.  His mouth was the tiniest bit crooked, with a very pronounced jaw.  He was a singer in the school musicals, and had a very lyrical voice, and spoke with an entrancing ever-so-slight lisp.  And the darkest of dark eyes, just like Debbie’s, I thought in passing.  I do wish my literary skills were more adept, that I might be able to actually paint the picture, but it will need to suffice that I found the entire effect amazing…Hypnotic, really.  Peter Krenic Himself, Senior, in his private car, showing me his exotic stash of illegal drugs that held such promise to take the minds where minds can’t usually go…Here comes another cliché, but I probably would have literally followed him anywhere.

He didn’t want to light-up right there, that being a bit conspicuous.  Plus, the powerful stereo (another one of my passions, music, stereos, speakers, the whole male-bonding-look-at-all-this-cool-stuff thing) would drain the battery and it was best to run the car anyway.

We drove around the block a few times.  I sat in Peter Krenic’s car, listened to Led Zeppelin, and smoked Thai stick dipped in Hash oil, and got really, really, really stoned.  We never even discussed weed (other than his little floor-show), and he never even asked if I smoked, the whole thing being quite obvious anyway, and even if the Bible studies I was able to attend now that I was off my deathbed were making it quite clear this was not the best thing well that was for the normal people and I was not one of the normal people and there was no way I was going to blow this chance.  

I mattered.  I was cool.  I was with Peter.

We drove back to the party, listened to the end of the song playing, and got out of the car, when Peter half-shouted “Shit” as he smacked the hood.

“What?”  I managed to somehow articulate.

“Look, idiot!  God, how stupid, I can’t believe I did that!”

The car was locked, the keys were inside, and the engine was running.

Hey, these things happen when you’re stoned.  No big deal.  You just work the problem.

Spare? No.

Key under the bumper?  No.

Coat hanger?  No, the fancy-car security system didn’t allow “normal” windows.

Somebody to give us a ride?  Nope, no one wanted to get involved, and besides, we have this car sitting in the street running while it’s all locked up.

The only one who could fix this was me.  I wanted to.  I had to.  It was a matter of moral necessity and personal survival.  I wanted, needed to show Peter that I could be counted on….He was in a spot, and when The Man is in a fix, helping The Man is the best way to become The Man yourself.

So, the plan was very simple. Actually it was convoluted and stupid, but it seemed simple in my state of mind, whatever that state was and I assure you that state is not on any map.  I would ride my bike the mile home, get my parent’s car, drive back to the party, pick-up Peter, drive him to his house where he would sneak into his mom’s house and grab the spare set of keys and he had to sneak because if she new he locked the keys in the car with the engine on she’d know he was smoking weed again and that would not be good oh no that would not be good at all and then drive Peter back to the party where he could unlock the car and turn it off and we could get back to the drama freaks and enjoy the buzz.  The rational thing of course would have been to call Peter’s Mom, but we were out on a limb here and that was quite out of the question, so as silly as it was we would have to go with my plan.

The only problem, the one teeny, tiny problem in the whole plan was, I could barely walk.  I was not exactly a doper or a stoner, having actually been high only about 10 times in my life, and just barely high at that, smoking just the plain-ole garden variety dirt weed they sold for $10 an ounce in the 70s.  I was quite out of my league here, like a kid who’s had a couple lifetime beers getting into a drinking contest with a fifth-of-gin-a-day barfly.  

But there was no way, no way in hell, that I would ever admit that to myself, let alone Peter.  One of the things substance users look for to bond with are people who can “handle the buzz” and maintain an outward appearance of normalcy while the inner would spins, dips and dives.  And bonding with Peter was the most important thing in the world to me.  So I would maintain.  No matter what.

And I did.  I honestly do not know how, but I did.  It took about an hour, because I had great trouble remembering where I was or where I was going or what I was going to do when I got there, and had to ride the bike very slowly, but as I stood outside my parents house I eventually remembered (come on, I know it’s something very important, focus here!) who I was and what I was doing and what I needed to do.

What I thought would be the hard part, namely thinking up a story that I’d tell my parents about why I needed the car, was very easy.  In one of those revelatory drug-induced moments that just seems to come out of nowhere, I decided I’d just tell them the truth.  I left out the weed part of course, but I said a friend had locked his keys in the car and so on.  My eyes were red I said because it was late and I was tired but my friend (my friend, Peter Krenic my Friend!) needed help and I was going to go help him if that was ok, please?

After that it’s all black.  I know I was somehow able to drive back to the party, get Peter and accomplish the rest of the mission, but for the first time in my young life I experienced a blackout.  The next day, and even to this day, I cannot remember one bit of Sam’s Wild Ride.

And that’s how I met Peter Krenic.

6 - Debbie

“From the depths of a hooded nightmare I saw what could not be.  Mysteries & mayhem, from the pinnacle I see; there’s no answer when there is no question, the mark of Cain bears on me.”

--Kansas, Masque

The following Monday I met Debbie again in the library.

I thanked her for arranging the meeting with Peter.  

“Well, that’s what you said you wanted.  So I just took care of it.”

I told her the cute story about locking the keys in the running car, and said I think we are going to be good friends.

I told her I didn’t know how, but if there was anything I could do to thank her to please let me know.

She looked at me quite somberly.  The room got suddenly very quiet.  It was one of those odd moments that Hollywood portrays with the strange zooming-vertigo camera effect.  “When the time comes, you will do what you are told.”

I almost felt a chill.  This cute, sweet girl was almost creepy.  Something about her tone I really didn’t like.  “You mean like a favor?”

“You will know when the time comes” was all she’d say.

Just what was I supposed to do?  And how would I know?  And when exactly was this going to happen?  Just what did Debbie want, and what was her connection to Peter?

These unspoken questions would have to wait.  Debbie put her unopened book in her backpack and left without another word.

What had I done?

7 - Pool Party

“A seasoned witch could call you from the depths of your disgrace, and rearrange your liver to the solid mental grace.  And achieve it all with music that came quickly from afar, and taste the fruit of man recorded losing all against the hour.”

---Yes, Close to the Edge

The end of the school year passed unceremoniously, except that I got ripping drunk with a Senior friend the night of his graduation.  Spinning, throwing up, the whole thing.  I considered it a rite of passage.

Peter and I had become best friends.  I was flattered that such a cool guy wanted to hang around with me.  I didn’t know why, but I was glad.  And beyond the drugs we did share many similar interests, like music and drugs and hanging out and drugs.

Peter talked a lot about being a male witch, a Warlock.  “Yeah, right,” I thought.  I had been born on Mars, too, I said to myself, though I never, ever argued with Peter since he was still and always The Man, the coolest guy around.  He attributed his good fortune to being a warlock and the powers conferred on him by his coven.  A coven being like a country club for witches and warlocks.  How many are in this coven?  Some.  Who’s in it?  People.  Do I know anyone in it?  It turned out I did….There was one, only one, but I wasn’t all that surprised when Peter told me his “sponsor” was Debbie McIntyre.

I greeted all this information with great skepticism.  Still and all, things were a bit strange.  Talking with Debbie in the library, saying she’d arrange my meeting Peter, and out of the clear-blue-sky this coolest of cool guys wanting to hang out with me and get me high and be my best friend. I filed it under “We’ll just have to see.”

“What kind of powers?”  

“Oh, stuff.”  Peter would offer no further explanation.

He was known as The Laughing One, who always found life a happy, carefree joke.  Debbie, I noticed, was much more somber.  According to Peter she was higher-up in the group, older than him, and he told me I definitely did not want to mess with her.  “Don’t go there, dude.  And whatever you do don’t even think about hitting on her.”  Peter was slowly informing me about the ways and protocols of his witch-thing, but I really thought he was making it all up.  I mean, I was born on Mars!  Peter was just blowing smoke, fabricating stories to keep me intrigued and thinking he was something other than the scared teenager that I knew I certainly was.  But I liked listening.  Even if it was only a story it was a good one, tapping into all my “areas” of power, mystery, being different, special, more than the others.  And while we sat around stoned on the latest shipment it made for great conversation.  

I got my own supply of weed from Peter, and stopped experimenting with drugs and adopted a program of full-blown research.  Somewhere around mid July I realized I couldn’t remember the last day I’d spent totally sober.  I had a cute little pipe, and had learned all the tricks….Like not eating before smoking because that really amplified the effects, and how to take a little puff and immediately put the burning poison in the bowl out so as not to waste one single milligram, no, not one.  

One of my favorite tricks was an original.  You see I still had a major stash of the Darvon painkillers left over from the deathbed back in February.  So my “thing” was to not eat anything all day, take 2 Darvons, and one hour later, as they reach maximum effect in the bloodstream, hit that exotic imported hash-dipped Thai stick, and hit it hard.

And I got stoned.  Really stoned.  Ultimately it didn’t amount to all that much more than feeling light headed, silly, and the whole world being goofy.  There were no voices.  There were no visions.  There was no paranormal activity.  This is important for you to know, because you will probably not believe the rest of this tale.  I still don’t believe it, though I know it to be true.  You must understand that by the time Peter and I had our last meeting at the pool before he went on to become a singing major at USC that I was very well acquainted with marijuana and hashish and Darvon and their effects.  And what happened that night was different.  Very different.

Peter had the coolest job in the world.  The coolest car, the best girlfriend, the best drugs, but also the coolest job.  He was in charge of maintenance at one of the interspersed cul-de-sac swimming poll installations so perfectly placed in the planned community paradise which was Irvine.  Now the official job description meant he had to wash the deck, check the chlorine levels, and keep the bathrooms clean.  That part took about an hour.  The other 7 hours of a normal shift were spent looking at girls, tanning, talking to girls, helping girls with their sun tan lotion, and smoking weed in the massive boiler room that held all the pipes and valves that controlled the pumps, heaters and filters.

Regularly I’d walk over there and just “hang out”, since the pool was only a couple blocks from my house, and if I took the bike that was just one more thing I would have to worry about because the weed was great, it was cool, but it also made me a bit paranoid about getting caught and things being stolen and checking for my house key about twice a minute to make sure it hadn’t fallen out of my pocket and the bike was just one more thing to worry about.  But sitting with Peter in the boiler room of the pool in the Irvine Terrace was just about the closest thing to heaven I could imagine.

Only this night, the night that was to be our “going away party” before Peter moved to Los Angeles as a college student and I stayed a lowly high school senior, Peter was not the laughing one.  He was somber, distant.  “Worried about college?”  

“Nope.”

“Problems at home?”

“Nah.”

“What then?”

“Things.”

“What things?”

“It’s something I’m supposed to do.”

“What?”

“Something to do with you.”

I definitely felt creepy.  He was not acting like himself, and he stared into my eyes without blinking.

 “With me?”

“Yup.  I’m just not sure.  But it’s not like I have a choice.”

“You know I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”

“I know.  But you will.  You will.”

I would.  I would.

8 - Introductions

“And take away the plane in which we move & choose the course you’re running”

--Yes, Close to the Edge

Chapter 8.  The Biblical number of new beginnings.  And my life can be measured in terms of everything before that night, and everything after.

I confess it is nearly useless attempting to write this chapter.  Language, you see, is simply a short-hand form of referring to shared experiences.  “Strawberry” means something only if both parties have had the experience of a strawberry.  And if you haven’t had a strawberry then the best I can do is try to point you in the strawberry direction by analogy, describing things I am fairly certain you have experienced in order to try to piece together a picture of a strawberry.

All of which is to say I don’t think it’s very likely I stand a very good chance of describing this whole thing to you, especially in light of my (at this point) obviously inadequate literary skills.  But it is my task.  I must press on to complete this message that some, even one, might heed my warning.

“You are of course supplied?” Peter said as we got in his car.  That was druggie talk for “You have drugs, right?”  And you must understand, this one thing you must understand if nothing else, it was not the drugs.  These were mine.  They had not been out of my possession.  I was well and intimately familiar with them and their effects at this time as Peter was driving me home and we lit up.

We said our last “See ya around”, doing the macho teenager guy thing.  Girls are able to cry and hug and kiss each other and nobody thinks that’s weird or gay.  But 2 guys who have spent practically the entire summer together are only allowed to say “See ya around.”

Peter took a deep breath, let out a huge sigh, and said “OK.  Here goes.”  I had no idea what he meant, but evidently it had something to do with the uncertainty he had felt back at the pool.

And he started talking to me.  I cannot tell you what he said, I do not remember, and even if I did I would not relay it to you.  But what he was doing was weaving a magic spell on me.  And as he did so I felt stranger and stranger.  Very light headed.  Spinning.  With the sensation of sitting inside my body, no, inside my brain, and watching myself twitch and laugh.

He stopped in front of my house.  “There you go.”

I got out, not saying anything.  Speech was impossible.

As I walked down the sidewalk toward the front door I approached one of the many massive florescent lights that sprout-up every 100 feet or so in planned communities.  And as I approached that light my head was grabbed like a physical, tangible hand grabbing my head and pulling it up and I heard this voice say “Stand sill, for you are standing on Holy Ground.”  As I stared into that light, it seemed as though I could see every single photon spraying from the bulb, and I could count them, and they all had personalities and they were all screaming at me that I had best pay attention.

“I am the ancient.  You have been diligent.  You have sought for me. I am Peter’s god.  I am the power and the glory. I am REAL.  We have such sights to show you,” as my body itself seemed to disappear and become translucent, a transmitter for the light.  The light above my head created a 3-D cone, and I was in the middle of it, surrounded and filled by this talking light.

“You are special, little one.  You have no idea how much.  We need you.  We want you.  And you will do as you are told.”  I neither said yes or no.  There was no “me” left to respond in any way.  I was observing.  That I know.  And I had never seen anything like this, nor ever imagined anything like this.  I had no fear, only awe and wonder, though I did feel that what was happening was very important and I had to be very, very careful.  

Then I felt my eyelids being shut, and that’s when things got weird.  Having been staring at that light for, I don’t know, probably 2 actual clock minutes, I now had a MASSIVE impression of that light on the back of my cornea, and in the dark it was SCREAMING AT ME!  “I am the one who guided you to Peter.  I am the one who guided you to Debbie.  I am the source of Peter’s powers.  I am real.  I am Real.  I am REAL.”

I started walking, my eyes slowly opening.  But the impression of that light on my retina was so strong that I could barely see anything.  And the most powerful sensation was of granularity….Just like I had felt that I could count and name every photon coming from the light, I felt as though every cell in my body was a separate, living being, held together by my invisible will, and if I wasn’t careful or moved too fast the entire structure would fall and I would be reduced to a mass of disconnected cells, flowing down the sidewalk and into the storm drain.

Somehow I got inside the house and into my bedroom.  Everyone was asleep.  I was glad.

I went into my room and turned on the stereo.  I put on “Close to the Edge” by Yes, one of my favorites.  

And then things turned really weird.

I wasn’t listening to the music.  I was inside it.  And every note had size, shape, color, and a specific location inside the matrix floating around my room.  And I was in the center.  And then…God help me….The music started talking to me.

“A seasoned witch could call you from the depths of your disgrace, and rearrange your liver to the solid mental grace.  And achieve it all with music that came quickly from afar, and taste the fruit of man recorded losing all against the hour.”

I had heard and read these lyrics dozens of times.  But now I knew.  Now I knew.  They were really talking about me!
Peter is the seasoned witch.  I was just a normal mortal, but Peter could fix that, rearranging me so that I could get higher than anyone, ever.  I could see god through these drugs and Peter’s power.  And it would all happen by music, sent by The Powers.  The British musicians who wrote this years ago didn’t even know it, but they were being inspired by The Powers to write these lyrics for ME.  They didn’t even know what they all meant, but I did, indeed, and they meant that The Powers had me in their sights.  For what I did not know.  But they were talking to me.  And the music was about me.  And I saw The Power face to face, and that’s all that mattered.

Eventually I fell asleep.

First waking thought: Reality check.

The drugs were, in fact, mine.  They had been in my pocket all the time.  Are you sure, actually, really, positively sure?  This is very important, maybe Peter put something in them.  But nope.  The dope was mine.

OK, did you make the whole thing up?  That was out of the question.

Tried to call Peter, but he was gone, and his mom didn’t have a number and besides he was living in the dorms and I couldn’t reach him.

Debbie wasn’t even in the book.  I couldn’t think of a single person other than Peter who might have her number.

No.  I was left on my own.  I had to figure this out myself.

What I should have figured out was the creeping insanity.  What I should have figured out was the growing megalomania.  What I should have figured out was that I was in trouble here.

No.  I was left on my own.  I had to figure this out myself.

9 - Confirmation

“And no wonder, for Satan himself masquerades as an angel of light.”

---The New Testament, Second Corinthians 11:14

Being the scientist I was, and engaged as I was in full-time drug research, the first thing I needed to do was repeat the experiment, as any capable scientist would.  The next night, same street, same pot, same pipe, same light….and nothing.  No vision, no Voice, no Power, nothing.  I played many records and they were only music.  Even stoned, there was no 3-D matrix of pulsating shapes.  And no songs talked to me.  The Voice was simply not there.  Even listening to the same album as the previous night, where I had been told so clearly that everything was being orchestrated by The Power from beyond, nothing.  Sure, I was stoned, but I had been stoned before.

So what of the experience?  It seemed to boil down to 3 distinct possibilities.  First, that it was just “a thing.”  Call it an alignment of the planets or whatever.  Hey, stuff happens, and maybe mine was just one such occurrence.  The next possibility was that I had conjured the entire thing myself.  The Voice and Power were real only to the extent that they were me talking to myself.  And the third possibility, then, was that The Voice and Power were, indeed, real, agents outside myself, and Peter had something to do with it.

Proof?  As in definable, reliable, repeatable proof?  None was available.  Not that I could tell.  If it was just a “thing”, then I knew with certainty that I had never experienced any “thing” like it.  And certainly couldn’t reproduce it now, no matter how desperately I suckled that marijuana pipe, like an infant hopeful and desperate for life-sustaining nourishment.  And if it was some kind of psychic break within myself, then it seemed most unlikely that I, myself, could even detect that from within myself.

And then there was the whole non-drug “thing.”  Debbie arranging me to meet Peter and him befriending me for no apparent reason and Debbie telling me I would do what I was told even though I still had no idea what that meant and all of Peters talk about being the warlock and all that.  And I was so attracted to the power, the mystery, the “specialness” of it all.  Within the pathetic mythology of Sam’s little brain I had always felt different, wanted to be different, Mommy had told me I was different, and this certainly was different.  Maybe I wanted it to be real.  Maybe that’s what made it real.  There was no way to know for sure.

The only thing I know for certain is that in less than a year I would know absolutely it was real, and beg, plead, and cry for it not to be.  “Please, Dear God!  No!  NO!! NO!!!”

But I would have to wait for hell to come calling.  Even to this day I wish I would have stopped it, assuming I even could have stopped it.  Not for my sake, for indeed I deserved all I got and much more.  But she, my dearest, my sweetheart, my first and only true love, never did anything to merit such terror, except to love me….

--\--

For the here and now there was my Senior year of high school starting, and the challenging schedule of racquetball, typing, drama and music appreciation.  

Yes, I needed to show up, attendance being just about the only thing California’s public school system could actually offer me.  And I had plenty of units and the four classes were just enough and a more motivated student would have opted for early college or something but I was having too much fun, and with no form of support group (family or otherwise) to push or inspire me, it was all too easy to follow the path most traveled, the way of least resistance.  Racquetball, typing, drama and music appreciation.  Monday, Wednesday and Friday.  I had Tuesdays and Thursdays off.  

Tough, I know, but with the great strength of moral character I was developing through devoted application of liberal amounts of Bible Study and drugs, I was able to handle it.

The whole Christian-Dope-Smoker thing had been a bit of a challenge, I’ll admit.  Calvary Chapel and Campus Crusade for Christ made it quite clear, or tried to, that Christians should not smoke weed.  Their argument, however, like so much of their Theology and world view, was quite weak, only able to point to a very few Biblical ideas (like not getting drunk with wine (which I wasn’t) and keeping the temple of the body pure) to help support their position.  Rationalizing these away was no challenge at all for me, and besides, those prohibitions were only for normal people, and I was getting the idea here that maybe I was right and Mommy was right and maybe just maybe Sam wasn’t normal.  I had no idea what that meant, since in October 1975 when Peter and I reunited I hadn’t realized that I was really the Chosen One, The Antichrist Himself, called and ordained by God Almighty to Destroy the World, all in the Name of Love and Peace.  That would be later.

--\--

When Peter called my house that late October I nearly dropped the phone.  “Peter!  Where the hell are you?!?  I’ve tried to reach you so many times.  What’s going on?”

“Look, I’m in town visiting my Mom, only for tonight.  I thought we might get together.”  Absolutely!  I would have to rush through my homework (grin), but I was sure I could manage it.

He showed up about a hour later.  We did the usual chit-chat, school, music, all that meaningless emptiness that constitutes mortal life.  But quickly we found ourselves in his car, driving, smoking, talking about things that really mattered, like The Voice and The Power and witches and warlocks and me and exactly what happened that night.

Of  course, in true occult fashion, Peter would not answer one single question directly.  It was much more important to him to know what I thought about the Night of The Voice than to give me any clarification.  I poured-out my heart, letting him know exactly everything I had felt and experienced.  “What was it?”  No answer.  He was almost mean, somewhat like he was playing a cat and mouse game.  He had the upper hand, he was unquestionably the dominant one here, and he relished the role.

“What do you think it was?” he wanted to know.  I said I wasn’t sure, but that it undeniably seemed real.  The important thing, what Peter (I guessed) was looking for, was an indication that I wanted more.  I gave it to him, willingly.

“Can you do it again?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Very much.  I mean, whatever you want.”

“When the time comes, you will do as you’re told.”  Again, that cryptic mantra, first from Debbie, now from Peter.

“Sure.  Like what?”  I mean, being a warlock was one thing, but he didn’t, like, want me to like, uh, do anything to him, like any homo stuff?

“No, of course not, don’t be stupid.”  He smacked me on the head.

“You mean like a favor?”  the same thing I asked Debbie.

“You will know when the time comes” was all he’d say.

We were already high, having lit up nearly as soon as we got in his car.  And yes, we used my stash, and in the name of scientific exploration I made sure it was impossible for him to put anything into the pipe, and besides we had been driving for half an hour, and there was no Voice, no Power, and yeah, I was a bit stoned but still that’s all.

Until Peter started talking to me.  Weird stuff.  Something about watching the road, and do you ever notice how it, oh, I don’t know, it was all getting fuzzy, and the weird, light-headed feeling was returning, and I noticed we were parked in front of my parents’ house, and I heard him say, quite distinctly, yes I definitely heard him say, “My best performance ever.”  I got out of the car, not knowing I would never see Peter again.

And as I again walked to the fluorescent light I could hear The Voice again, I could see it in the light (whatever that means, but that’s what it was).  The 2 months that had passed between the first meeting and now did not exist.  The only realities were the light, the Voice, the Power, and me.  Space and time did not exist.

The Voice was preparing to talk to me again.  I could feel it, like the power of a hundred-foot wave roaring onto the ocean shore.  But I so much wanted to get into my room and lay down instead of standing out here on the street staring up at the light, yes, there was at least that much of my conscious brain still working, so without thinking and really not having any idea what I was saying or what was really going on or anything, and I could feel the tunnel-vision and the out-of-body sensations gathering steam very, very quickly, I thought, “No, please, not yet.”

The Voice was not pleased.  “No?  NO?!? WHAT DID YOU SAY?!?!?” it screamed.  And instead of dancing in an ocean containing trillions of photons, each with individual names, intoxicating me with visions of transcendence, I started to shake.  Not just a little shiver, I mean a full-cavity, every-muscle-in-my-body trembling like it’s 100 degrees below zero and I’m making my last stand for life itself.  I clutched my sides.  “Sorry.  SORRY!” 

“Sorry?  Sorry?!?  Do you have any idea what is going on here?  Never, EVER TALK THAT WAY TO ME EVER AGAIN IF YOU WANT TO LIVE!!!!!!!”  I fell to my knees, not exactly voluntarily, but most entities care not how you assume the position, only that you do.  And I threw-up into the grass, somehow making a mental note that I’d best come out here tomorrow (if there was going to be a tomorrow) and try to wash it away.

I don’t know how long I was there, or how I eventually stood, or made it inside to bed, but I do know those things happened.  I also know that there were no visions that night, no talking records and no further Voices.  I lay in bed with the covers over my head, convulsing and shivering for at least an hour before sleep mercifully let me pass out.

--\--

“I’m sorry, Peter returned to school early this morning” was all his Mom could tell me when I called her the next day.  And no, she could not give me a number to reach him at.  Yes, she knew it was very important, but that’s just the way it was.  Peter gave strict orders not to give his number to any of the old high school group.

Answers would not be coming from there.  I knew it before I called, but had to complete the exercise, just for the record.

When I saw Debbie in the library again I recounted the entire story to her.  I got no reaction.  No, “Oh, wow!”  or, “How weird.”  

All she said was, “You had to be shown who’s in charge.”  She was so matter-of-fact that I nearly started shaking again.  How could this cute girl be so unimpressed with my story?  How could she be so casual about The Voice?  What was going on here?!?  I mean, I didn’t even know what this Voice was, let alone who it was, and I certainly had no idea what it wanted.  But it definitely had something to do with Peter and Debbie and doing what I was told.

My mind was made up.  Even if this was somehow a psychotic break within myself, it was from a part of me so very foreign that, for all intents and purposes, it was an outside agent.  But pressed to it I really didn’t give the psychosis theory any weight.  I mean, I was the smartest kid in University High School; I used to beat kids playing chess blindfolded.  I knew who and what I was, where I was, all that.  I did independent study calculus in my Junior year!  How could I be crazy?  I had had exactly 2 “episodes”, and both were in the presence of a guy who claimed to be a warlock and in a coven with a girl named Debbie, and both said I would do what I was told.

Part of me started to feel like I had taken money from the mob.  The rational side of me knew that, when they wanted their cash back, the “vig” would not be easy.  But that was for later.  The prevailing, non-rational side of me had enough “evidence” to conclude I was really onto something here, and I’d be damned if I’d let that opportunity go by.

Sure, I’d do what I was told.  But only if they (whoever “they” were) gave me what I wanted first….Whatever that was.

10 - End of The World

“And far away, across the fields, the tolling of the iron bell, draws the faithful to their knees, to hear the softly spoken magic spell.”

--Pink Floyd, Dark Side of the Moon

The end of the world was near.  No, not from some demon-infested attack, this was the Divine Plan of God Himself, as taught by Hal Lindsey, many other “End Times” preachers throughout the world, and Chuck Smith at Calvary Chapel, which I attended at least twice a week.

Some called it Millennium Madness, some called it Bible Prophesy.  It didn’t matter.  This was my Church, the only one I had ever attended in my 17 years on planet earth, and it was absolute Truth.  And it meant that, no matter what happened, I could not possibly live more than 6 years.

It went like this.  The Generation that saw Israel restored to being a nation would see the return of Christ, according to the Bible Prophesies as interpreted by the End-of-the-World-ers.  Israel was reformed in 1948.  A generation, Biblically speaking, was exactly 40 years.  1948 + 40 = 1988.  Now you have to subtract 7 years for the Great Tribulation, the horrid time when all hell would break loose on earth and Satan would rule without constraint.  The Antichrist would be revealed, the great World Leader who would make himself out to be God, appearing to bring peace to the Middle East, but require everyone to take his mark on their forehead.  And 3 ½ years into his reign God’s wrath would be poured out, and practically every living thing would suffer and die before Jesus came floating down out of the sky.

But before those 7 years happened, God would “rapture” all the good Christians out of the earth, meaning that they would suddenly disappear.  God wouldn’t leave them down here while Satan ran rampant through the earth.  No, never.  He just wouldn’t do that, being a loving God.  So, 1988 would see Jesus return, and the Christians would be raptured 7 years before that, and since 1988 – 7 = 1981 and since it was fall of 1975…. I couldn’t possibly live another 6 years.  It was a mathematical certainty of Biblical proportions.

Looking back a quarter century later it all seems so silly.  But at the time, in November of 1975, as a newborn babe in Christ, lacking any type of foundation or discernment or Bible knowledge to appreciate the total abuse the Scripture was being subjected to in order to pervert such a misinterpretation, I bought it, as they say, hook, line and sinker.  

This was truth, I had no doubt, and I was one of the good guys in this silly little mythology anyway, so why worry about anything, why be all that concerned about life or education or growth or college or working or anything?  Sure, we were told over and over “No one knows the hour of his return,” but they meant that literally, as in we don’t know if it will be 9:00 or 6:30, but we do know for sure that December 31, 1981 is guaranteed to be absolutely your last day on this earth.  Get Ready!  In some ways, being quite honest, my Christian conversion and life were not so much religion as fire insurance, since I knew “fer sure” I didn’t want to have the locust eat my eyes out or watch the plague peel the skin off my bones, as they said the book of Revelations indicated was about to happen to those “left behind.”

I am not a victim.  I blame no one for my sin, as I have said before.  But you must understand that, in addition to living in a new state and a new school and a new state of being, I lived each and every day entirely assured that Jesus was coming, and I had at most 6 years to party before suddenly disappearing from the earth and living forever in Heaven with Jesus.  Religious life didn’t really matter, since I was “sealed in the Lord”, which meant I couldn’t “lose my salvation” (aka my one-way ticket up to heaven in the Rapture) because I had said the right magic words by confessing my sins and asking Jesus to be my Savior.  Being good was nice, since it showed my love and thankfulness to Him for not letting the birds lunch on my brains, but getting sealed and saying the magic words were what mattered, which I had, so I was cool , and free to explore, shall we say, other delights.

Not so strange, I guess, that I was fascinated by Peter’s little magic spells.  If only I could remember the words, maybe I could get somewhere….

It was an odd time.  It would get stranger, but these were, indeed, as The Doors called them, “Strange Days.”

I would eventually be awarded the Actor of the Year at Uni High 1975-76 for my role as the lead in the Fall school play.  I stayed healthy enough this time to actually perform the role I had won, and I was, deservedly, the toast of the school, “The World and Beyond,” as Spinal Tap would later say.

And I had even cut-back on the weed.  The play helped that a lot, since the short term and, uh…..oh heck….what was I saying?….Oh, yeah, long term memory were really affected by the ole wacky tobaccy.  So I only partied on weekends.  And besides, with Peter gone there were no Voices and no Powers, and the records didn’t talk to me, and with the play and all (I was the star, did I mention I was the star?) I let the whole “Peter thing” (what else would you call it?) fall away.  

Or so I thought.

True, I might have forgotten it, or them, but they certainly didn’t forget about me.

They were just waiting for the play to get over and The Blue Oyster Cult to come to town to talk to me again.

11 - Opening Night

“And the joke’s on you….”

--Blue Oyster Cult

And now my little tale begins, the previous having been a necessary background to what will be the commencement of my narrative proper.  

We all have grand milestones in our lives; wedding day, the second divorce, death of grandparents, rare and special events that form the primary buttresses upon which the tapestry of our life hangs.

An now, safely distanced from the events described herein by over a quarter century, and having securely found myself in middle age, I can yet relay that the night I took my baby brother to the Blue Oyster Cult concert at the Long Beach Sports Arena in December 1975 stands as one of a handful of absolutely watershed moments in my life.

The year before, almost to the very day, I gave my heart to Jesus.  

Tonight, I would take it back and give it to Satan.

I felt for Bob.  Or at least I should have, if I hadn’t been so utterly self-absorbed.  Being the youngest, the move from Pittsburgh and all the unrest in our house seemed to hit him hardest.  I certainly was no model of stability, but I at least had a few year’s additional growth and experience to help secure me in the midst of the confusion.  And by the grace of God and my generous parents, through the accelerated academics of Shady Side Academy I had essentially completed my education before I decided to begin obliterating brain cells with drugs.  Sorry, Bob.  As being 3 years my junior he had no such fortune.  A more sensitive, loving human would never have spent the night doing drugs with his 14 year old brother.  But as I said at the outset, there is no hero in this story.  Those of you who are looking for the stereotypical “Christian Testimony Story” wherein after a few mistakes the redeemed sees the light and lives happily ever after would be well served to stop reading now.  No such happy ending here.  Sorry.  And one of the casualties along the way was my gifted and bright brother Bob, who’s big brother took him to a Satanic rock concert and did drugs with him.  Sorry, Bob.

Blue Oyster Cult was one of the Dark Lord bands, like Black Sabbath and the Rolling Stones and Kiss that, whether for image or real, made millions of dollars touting its “Devoted to Satan” image.  Occult symbols, vague pledges to The Evil One in their lyrics, backward masking that contained odd incantations, that type of thing.  The usual.

So when bro Bob wanted to know if I’d drive us to see Blue Oyster Cult, a more devout Christian would have emphatically said “No!”  But, hey, I still had my Shield of Faith (or so I thought), and was very intrigued with the whole power / mystery / occult thing, and besides, I only had 6 years to live anyway, so what the Hell?

And Hell it was.

During the second opening band I felt a hand on the front of my face forcefully close my eyes, and another hand physically shove my head down until my chin was pressed hard against my chest.  One of those sensations which remains with you basically forever.  And then and there, in the middle of the Long Beach Arena, with Kansas playing some of their progressive rock, The Voice began talking to me.  

Yes, that Voice, of the light in Irvine, of the warning, of Peter’s odd spells.

THE Voice.  

And its message was oh, so simple, but oh so life changing.  

“You…can…be…like…Peter.”

I.  Me.  Sam the Pittsburgh geek, star of nothing and nowhere.

I could have The Power.

I could command The Voice.

I could be special.

The lights came on.  Time for an immediate test.  Brother Bob, 14, stoned, just trying to enjoy the concert.

“Hey, Bob, wanna try something?”

“Sure.”

“Here, just close your eyes.”

Done.  “OK.”

“Now, think for a moment about….”  And I began to weave a little spell, “do a Peter” on my baby brother, who I should be helping with his homework.  I did not at that time even know what I was saying….It was as though I was on auto-pilot, The Voice speaking through me.  It’s not as though I had a plan here…It was like an energy flowing through me, as I acted like a conductor of an electricity I neither controlled nor understood.

About 30 seconds into “it”, whatever it was or was going to be, Bob stood up, threw open his eyes and said, “Hey, man, knock it off.  That mind game stuff is too much.  Forget it.  You’re messing me up.”

I was dumbfounded.  Evidently something was happening.  “It”, whatever “it” was, worked, or would have worked if Bob hadn’t had the good sense to shake it off.  Actually, I was too stunned to say or do much at that point.  The Voice.  Here.  Now.  No Peter.  ME being Peter.  The thing was, I didn’t even know who Peter was or what he was, let alone what he did to me, and yet here The Voice was telling me I could be just like that, able to do what he did.  And it seemed to be telling the truth.

Halfway through the Blue oyster Cult’s set the hand on the back of my head pushed my chin to my chest again.  Evidently I needed some simple, straight talk.

“The best drugs….

“A life without problems or pain….

“Powers that mortals can’t begin to understand…

“Communion with Me…

“And girls….lots of girls….beautiful girls….just like Peter….

“The coming new world needs you…We need you…

“All you have to do is do what you are told…”

I have read in many cultures stories about humans encountering the Devil.  And the tradition is that when the Devil talks to the targeted human, according to some ancient pact he is required to give “full disclosure,” that the victim might be shown to have volunteered completely, and not been fooled.  Odd how that myth repeats itself through the centuries, across the continents and cultures.

And odd, most odd, how, when I finally “came to”, when the hold on my head was released and I could open my eyes, Blue Oyster Cult had all the lights off except for the stroboscopes, and the pounding drums and guitar and bass created a demonic backdrop to the singer who screamed over and over….

“And the joke’s on you…..

“AND the joke’s on you…..

“And THE joke’s on you…..

“And the JOKE’S on you…..

“And the joke’s ON you…..

“And the joke’s on YOU…..

I had been warned.

Full disclosure had been made.

“Where do I sign?”  I was ready to make the deal.  Power!

The lights came on, and somehow I drove home.

“Great concert.”

Yeah.  Right.  Cool.

We didn’t say much else.

12 - The Curious Time

“In days of old when magic filled the air…”

--Led Zeppelin

Thus began The Curious Time.  

I was caught in a dynamic tension between Communion with Christ and Communion with The Powers.  I did not at that time acknowledge them as evil.  I was not a practicing Satanist, having renounced the Lord, Church and Love.  I never, ever said, meant, or thought, “Evil, be thou my good.”  It was just that I was special.  Gifted.  Touched by Beings and Powers beyond the norm.  I guess that just happens when you are born on Mars, right?

In my own manner I was a Christian, however failingly.  I had celebrated my first birthday as a new Christian.  And so I never thought that the Powers were demonic.  I would never do that.  Heck, I was appalled by Red Devil Fireworks, and wouldn’t even eat Devil’s Food Cake.  

For me, The Voice was God.  THE God, Father of Abraham, Isaac and Jacob.  Why did He only speak to me in That Way when I was stoned?  Well, the weed helped open my mind you see, removed the shackles from my thinking, and let me know the Truth as it really is.  Marijuana was God’s vehicle for focusing my thoughts and letting me hear Him.  Yes, the Church was right that for normal people this was not good, but I was not the norm.

Besides, I had a secret.  One of the many Revelations I would receive.  That was, that the real reason people have problems with drugs is that they misuse them.  They get stoned and eat or talk stupid or do stupid things.  Not me.  In my diary, in faded pencil, I can still read the words of the Revelation: “Think about God while I’m high.  That’s the highest Way.”  

So that’s what I did, being the obedient little servant.  I would smoke weed, and read the Bible, pray, and talk to The Voice, which I knew to be God Almighty.  And whatever thoughts and realizations came to me in that state constituted the New Religion, the New Way, God’s Voice for these, man’s last days on earth.  

I didn’t get stoned, you see.  That was for the normal people.  I got high.  And I called it Communion.  And I continued my habit of only Communing once a week.  That way I could focus on the Bible Studies and organ playing and drama plays during the week, and Commune with The Voice and real Bible Study on Saturday nights.  And the music started talking to me again, wonderful things, about promises and pleasures and how fantastic I was….

That was my new religion, one of many gifts the Powers would bring me.

“Curiouser and Curiouser,” as Alice would say in her Wonderland.

The school bought a new, fancy, state-of-the-art synthesizer.  I immediately took to it, became the darling of the teacher.  I even played concerts with the school band.  What the teacher didn’t know was that The Voice showed me how to get sounds out of that thing that no one had heard in the history of the human race.  That’s why he liked me so much.  And I knew why, even if he didn’t.  Another gift from The Voice.  

Like the time I played the synthesizer at a band concert, and some other poor stoner teenager left his joints on top of an amplifier while he carried equipment around and I slipped them into my pocket because this wasn’t stealing it was a gift from The Voice and besides the drugs would hurt that kid but they wouldn’t hurt me because I was special and even though he didn’t know it I had done him a favor.

Curiouser and Curiouser.

As another gift, in one moment The Voice doubled my entire record collection, and it didn’t even cost me one dollar!  A miracle, so obvious, so plain, everyone should do it, and yet no one did, because they were normal and I wasn’t.  The idea was to record an album onto my reel-to-reel tape recorder.  Then, flip the reels, and with a simple twist of the tape I could listen to a whole new album, by listening to it again, only backwards this time.  The gift was so perfect that I didn’t even have to rewind the tape!  Such was my growing insanity and delusional state that this one realization, that I didn’t even have to rewind the tape in order to be able to listen to it backwards, brought me inexpressible delight for days on end…….

That’s what it was all about, being new, being special, convenience, powers and abilities beyond human mortality, no problems at all.  My 3-day-a-week, 4-class schedule was not a cop-out, you see, not an outgrowth of my laziness and certainly not a byproduct of my drug habit, not the failure of a public school system to stimulate, challenge, or inspire, not an indictment of my fractured home life, no, no, no.  This was a gift from The Powers.  A gift from God.  Giving me more time to explore and have fun and score weed and get ready for my weekly Communion.

Curiouser and Curiouser.

And it was a 2-way dialogue.  My initial insubordination the night of Peter’s second spell in October had been forgotten, and now in January of the year I would graduate from high school I had a very polite, respectful dialogue with The Voice, and was free to make requests.  And early January I requested girls.  

The request was immediately granted, as was the pattern in those days.

We took a long bus ride up to Northern California for a Drama Festival.  Now weed was out of the question, because on a school trip you could really get arrested for stuff like that.  But the seemingly endless supply of Darvon was more than sufficient to keep me buzzed for the trip.  But what was amazing was this girl….She had been hanging around in the drama group for years, and was a Junior and very, very cute, and all of a sudden, one could say out of the middle of nowhere although I knew it was another gift from The Voice because I had requested it and The Voice wanted me to be happy, she wanted to sit by me and hold my hand and kiss me and….Well, we certainly didn’t do it, being a school bus and all and I would remain a virgin until God’s sacrificial Lamb cured me of witchcraft months later, but this was amazing since I had barely even been on a date in the year and a half since we moved to California.  This was major news.  Major News.

So too was the fact that the next day at the Drama Festival I would meet another girl, even cuter and sexier that the one on the bus, who let me kiss her even more, and was even more fond of me and, wow.  WOW.  

It would be wrong to give these girls’ names here, only because it would lend more of an impression that I really cared about them than was the case.  These were not people.  Simply put, they were objects that I would fondle and play with, sent by The Voice because I was becoming a Witch.

Oh yes, I used that word a lot.  That’s what Peter was, and that’s what I was becoming, just like Peter, and I even promised the second girl at the Drama Festival that she would have a great life because she had let me make out with her and I was a witch and I could do those things.  It was ego and puffed-up and wrong, oh so wrong and hurtful and I would redo it all if I could but we can’t and that’s why it’s so important to get it right the first time and to worship and practice forgiveness for ourselves and others…but I did put in a good word for her at next Communion.

Curiouser and Curiouser.

Again, I never really thought about the inconsistencies.  I was a Christian Witch.  That’s all there was to it.  And the small people wouldn’t understand, and they couldn’t understand, but that didn’t matter, just like I never tried to teach George the family dog calculus.  Exactly what a “witch” was (beyond the simple fact of someone who smoked weed once a week and read the Bible and called it Communion with The Voice, all the theological implications and all that) simply never came up.

I had drugs.  I had girls.  I had doubled my record collection and would listen to entire 90 minute albums backwards.  I listened to The Voice while stoned, it answered my prayers, and God really loved me because I was so cool and special and was a year-old Christian and went to Church twice a week.

What Sam’s parents, hard-working Mr. & Mrs. America,  did not realize was that, while they were out laboring to pay the rent, dealing with their own fears and trying to reconstruct the dreams of their lives, a Satan-worshipping demon was growing in their house.

Curiouser and Curiouser.

So, too, when I decided I actually wanted to meet the Dark One Himself.

13 - Summit Meeting

“I was tired, so tired of running / I had to turn and look around / I saw eyes that looked right through me / And a voice that made no sound / My body froze and I stood and stared, unearthly face before me / From the depths of a hooded Nightmare / I saw what could not be.”

--Kansas, Mysteries and Mayhem

It was time to get serious.

I remembered clearly the night a year ago in the park when I told the Devil to go to Hell.

Now, I was working on becoming a Christian Witch, Communing with The Voice, and playing all sorts of psychological games with people.

I never made the connection between the two.

I needed a Summit Meeting.  I wanted to meet the Devil face-to-face.

Now, don’t look for a rational explanation here.  This idea, like most that I lived by those days, came to me clearly by The Voice during a Communion.  The rationalization I had (not, dear friends, to be confused with rationality) was that meeting the Devil was one of the things I could handle, now that I was special and powerful, it sounded interesting, and I got what I wanted.

And I wanted to meet the Devil.

I didn’t know what I’d say to him, and didn’t have an agenda, but it seemed like the thing to do.

So I put in a request with Debbie, who I always turned to in times like this.  She was available on a very infrequent basis, she let me know, as long as the issue was pressing and significant.  She wouldn’t chit chat, didn’t like answering questions, and certainly wasn’t going to be one of my little girly playthings.  But when something of sufficient import came along, she was available.  Queens of Covens did that type of thing, you know.

I met David at the same cast party where I met Peter Krenic.  He is such a wonderful person, warm, philosophical, always ready to laugh.  He would become one of a trio of lifelong friends I met during this insane period, the others being the guy I got drunk with the night of his senior graduation and another one I haven’t even mentioned and don’t plan to.

The perceptive reader will notice that few of my “friends” even have last names in this little writing, and their character development is certainly lacking.  That’s what we professional authors call a device.  You see, in that self-absorbed period I was the only reality.  Everyone else played only bit parts.  Parents, siblings (yes, I have a sister too but I won’t tell you about her), girlfriends, none of them mattered.  They were for me exactly as sketchy and shadowy as I have portrayed them here….extras in the High Drama which was my self-indulgent narcissism.  

So it would be wrong for me to paint David’s picture too clearly.  A better author, telling a nicer story, would spend many pages relaying the chess tournaments and the long walks through the desert and the ping pong Olympics we used to engage in and how David was the one and only “real” person I knew, who I tried to keep free from The Voice and all that.  But I’m not that better author, and this is not a nice story.  

David encountered The Powers only twice.  

The first time we were listening to a record in my bedroom, stoned of course.  Or, more properly, he was stoned and I was high.  Such pathetic word games were the basis of my twisted life, you see.  He was just a plain, dumb doper.  I was a Christian, imbued with special abilities, Transmitter of The Power when I chose to do so.

Anyway, while listening to that record that particular day the music started talking to me.  Weird, obscure stuff about the human race and my destiny, and I didn’t understand it, and wouldn’t understand it for months, but I knew, just knew there was a message here, just beyond, just past the grasp of my consciousness, and all I needed to do was get a little higher, a little more attentive to The Voice, and all would be revealed.

And as the music talked to me “The Power” picked me up off the bed where I was sitting and physically slammed me against the wall.  My head hit the wall hard, and my arms were outstretched in a mock-crucifixion pose.  Now it’s not like I was suspended in the middle of the wall without support.  No, I was still sitting on the bed, but the movement from just sitting on the bed to being “crucified against the wall” was quite sudden and, evidently, dramatic.

David saw the whole thing.  And when the song was done a couple minutes later and I opened my eyes, he asked “What the hell was that?”

“Oh, nothing…Just tripping.”

“Are you sure?  I mean, you were acting so freaky, head thrashing back and forth, what was all that?”

“I don’t know.  Nothing, really.  Forget it.”

“Whatever.”

Another clue, it seemed, in my continuing scientific investigation as to just exactly what was going on in my life.  This certainly could not prove that The Voice was real, but it did prove that someone outside me had seen something very odd.  And brother Bob definitely had not liked the “mind-game” I tried to pull on him at the concert, though I still had no idea what I said.  It was kind of like what I guess being a savant is all about: able to do things and perform tasks that have no basis in rational comprehension.  I was the idiot-savant of witchcraft.  Thank you.

The second time was….Oh, how I even loathe to relate the story.  Remembering it is bad enough, describing it worse, and subjecting the delicate soul of my dear reader to such psychic abuse nearly more than I can stand.  But I am still convinced this story must be heard….My warning is real, the danger is real, as you must understand.

One day we were driving down the long straight road between my house and his.  David was driving.  He was not stoned, and I was not high.  That’s the really scary part, as The Powers and Voice began to creep their way into my sober, waking consciousness.

All of a sudden, David made a hard right turn, for no apparent reason at all.  We were now headed in a direction completely opposite from where we needed to go, moving toward the middle of absolutely nowhere.

“Yo, Dude, what the heck are you doing?”

No answer.

“Hello?  Idiot?  Anybody in there?”

No answer.

Then I noticed that his hands were not on the steering wheel.  He was rubbing them together like some poor imitation of the villain Snidely Whiplash in some cheesy melodrama.

He turned his head toward me.

His face was changed.  It was not him.  It was dark, evil, malevolent.

And this face was floating 2 inches in front of his face.

 “We are going to the place where your family’s bones will be kept.”

But it was not David’s voice.  Much darker, distorted, again like a cheap sound effect from a B-movie.  But as he spoke I felt a laser beam of hatred and misery shoot into my soul.

I immediately jumped back against the passenger door and covered my face.  I would see the exact same gesture from the Love of My Life, directed at me, in only a few months.

“That’s enough!!  I GIVE!!!!!!”

For instantly I knew….I asked to meet the Devil, and once again, wish granted.  Sam always got what he wanted.  Sam was special.  Sam wants drugs, Sam gets drugs.  Sam wants girls, Sam gets girls.  Sam wants to meet the Devil, Sam gets to meet the Devil.  Next request?

Only there was no dialogue, no confrontation.  I had nothing to say to this malicious darkness except “Leave me ALONE!!!!!”

David looked forward.  Put his hands on the wheel.  Made a U-turn.  Then said softly, “Just kidding.”  I had never been more relieved in my life than when I heard his own voice.

My heart was beating faster than I’d thought possible.  To say I was stunned is like calling the Grand Canyon a big hole in the ground, but I lack the linguistic facility to communicate the effect any better.

“Why did you DO that?!?  What’s wrong with you?!?”  That’s what I felt like saying.  But I didn’t.  That would have been the natural, normal reaction.  But there was nothing natural or normal about this situation.  Nothing.  And I knew it.

What I didn’t know was the subtle profundity of the lie embodied in the entire episode.  I wanted to see the Devil, and I did.  And I didn’t like it, not one bit, thank you very much.  So that meant that I had no attraction to evil, right?  That The Voice and The Powers were, in fact, from God, because if they were from the Devil I would hate them because I saw the Devil and I hated him and since I didn’t hate the Voice or the Powers they couldn’t be from the Devil, could they.

Could they?

14 - Worship

“Worship!” Cried the clown, “I am a T.V.  Making bandsmen go clockwork, See the slinky seal Cirkus policeman; Bareback ladies have fish.”  Strongmen by his feet, plate-spinning statesmen, Acrobatically juggling – Bids his tamers go quiet the tumblers Lest the mirror stop turning…”

--King Crimson, Cirkus

Worship.  “The act of acknowledging worth.”

There was much more sanity in King Crimson’s Cirkus than in the First Inter-Zonal Church of Sam, where I was Prophet, Priest and King.

That much I can now see.

What did I worship, and how did I worship it?

The word usually brings with it ideas of high cathedral ceilings, glorious music, inspiring messages as hearts unite in love….

It was not so for me.

The Saturday night ritual….

Wait for Mom and Dad to go to bed.

Look around the house, closing the bedroom door furtively behind me.

Slowly, ever so slowly, open the window, lest it make a noise.

Light incense.  Place in Buddha incense burner.

Remove the pipe from its secret storage place, and fill it with my Sacrament.

Say a prayer of thankfulness, like the Hebrews have from of old, pronouncing the Sabbath Blessing over the wine, as I place lit match to dried weed.

Inhale deeply.

Hold.

Wait.

The goal is to exhale absolutely nothing, that every spec of precious sacrament might be absorbed.

Exhale out the window.  

Check for absorbency index.

Repeat.

Close window.

Start record.  Place headphones over ears.  Turn up loud.

Turn on multi-colored strobe lights.  

Stare at Buddha and watch how his silver body changes color as the lights flicker.

Wait for The Voice to come through the fog and give me a new revelation.

Write that revelation down, lest I forget one Holy, Sacred Word.

Review these words.  Live by them.

Thank God that I was special.

The problem, the only real problem, was that it was working…This was not idle, childish activity.  This was life-changing ritual.

It was worship.

It was my Church.

And the sermon…The sermon series…strange and wonderful…Wonderful to me, horrific to any sane man.

These are, indeed, the end times, The Voice agreed.  The voice agreed with everything in the Bible and the Bible studies and Church and everything, of course, because God never contradicts Himself, and The Voice was God Himself.

The End Times….Very little time left….

Just one more thing…

Fulfillment of The Plan….

The One foretold of old…

Something to be done…..

Someone to be revealed….

Having to do with me.  And the Grand Plan, and everything.

Stay tuned, little one.  Be faithful with your worship, listen carefully, and learn well.  Return next week, by the light of the full moon, and we will speak again.

15 - Richard

“No time now for contrition, the time for that’s long past, the walls are thin as tissue, and if I talk I’ll crack the glass…”

--Van Der Graff Generator, A Plague of Lighthouse Keepers

It was going to be a great weekend.  No homework, of course.  No job, no chores, no responsibilities. 

I didn’t even have any lines to learn for the new school play, mainly because I didn’t even audition.  Physical sickness had stolen my starring role from me the previous February, and a spiritual sickness of sorts prevented me from having any joy in this February’s production.  You see, it was not a real play, not the way actors-of-the-year like yours truly demand.  It was three one-act plays, and even though I would have (of course) played whatever single role I wanted, the one-act format was not a proper vehicle for an anointed artist such as myself.

Plus, there was ping pong to play, and chess to play, and records to play, and I guess you could say I was just too busy playing to be in a play.  Ha ha.  The joke’s on me.

I hope my epistle has not given the misimpression that all I did was talk to The Voice.  No, not at all.  I also kicked-back, watched TV, played chess, played ping pong….Yeah, I was a real testimony…Again, I will not place blame on anyone but myself, and I primarily blame myself for having bought into the entire end-of-the-world-6-years-to-live-why-bother theology that was packing people by the thousands into Calvary Chapel 3 times on Sundays and 4 times for midweek services.  

The agony and ecstasy of youth has been immortalized by the truth that it is wasted on the very young.  And I certainly was a living example.  I was wasted, both literally and figuratively.  A simple waste of human space.  Really special, yeah.  Cool.  Righteous, Dude!

And besides, this weekend Richard was coming over, my best friend except for the demons, who drove me to the Jethro Tull concert a year ago.

Yup, we hung together like brothers, except I thought I was nicer to Richard than I was my own brother, which I wasn’t, which you will shortly see.

We had basically everything in common.  We liked the same records, played chess at about the same level, and played ping pong.  Please don’t be looking for anything deeper.  You won’t find it.

Lights.  Cameras. Swell music.  “Yes, Mr. Sam!  This is YOUR LIFE: Records, chess, ping pong, and of course the weekly communion with The Voice that Richard doesn’t know anything about and that can hardly be called his fault and he certainly didn’t deserve this or do anything wrong….”

He came over Saturday midday.  We played ping pong and played chess while listening to records.  Sure, we would talk, mainly about chess and ping pong and records.  The only real place we had any disagreement on hardly anything was when it came to religion, which Richard thought was a whole bunch of hogwash, being really into science as he was.  This, of course, kept him out of the end-of-the-world cult that was helping fuel my delinquency, and enabled him to stay highly motivated in his studies.  He had ambitions, had filled out many college applications, was taking the SAT prep course that was pretty much guaranteed to increase your math and verbal scores by at least 50 points each.

You know, he really was a great person.  When I was sick no one was allowed to come over since I was considered so contagious, but he was the one person on the earth who called, just wanting to know how I was.  When he wasn’t working hard at his academics he was a fun and humorous guy.  He was kind, intelligent, and the classic embodiment of all it means to be a friend.

His one problem, his one and only problem, he didn’t even know about.  His one problem was that the sun was setting and the full moon was only an hour away and trust me I knew those things because being a Witch didn’t mean I was into demons just really, really close to Mother Nature and Her cycles, and I had already taken my 1500 milligrams of Darvon and 2 No-Doze and I had to get out to the field because I had to get high and Richard wouldn’t understand and this was really important because last week The Voice had promised me great things I mean Great Things about tonight and I had to Commune and Richard was in the way.

Asking him to leave was out of the question.  We were friends, best friends, really the only non-drug-infested, non-demon-infested, all round nice guy friend who could stand to be around me.  I couldn’t ask him to leave.  That would have been wrong.

But the sun was dipping below the fence in the back yard and Richard was still showing no signs of leaving, and since I couldn’t ask him to leave because that would have been wrong, I…I…

Oh, God, forgive me.  I guess I didn’t even know if anything like that would work but….I….I….

It was so unfair, but since I didn’t even learn that word until a couple decades later it didn’t come into play, and besides, so what if he was a nice guy, he was worthless anyway.  He didn’t even believe in God or Jesus, which was bad enough and barely tolerable, but he also didn’t smoke weed and knew nothing about The Voice or Powers or Mysteries Beyond the Pale and so he had to go, I was important and Communion could not be stopped for anyone and so I….I….

Prayer asks the Powers.  Magic commands.  “Hocus Pocus” comes from the Latin “Hoc Est Corpus Meus”, which is what the Catholic priests would say during Communion before Vatican II said it was ok to start having Church in the native language of the people, and at that exact moment the bread turned into the Body of Christ Himself.  Commanded.  Ordered.  Hocus Pocus.  And act….of magic.

And I looked at Richard and….I….I….did something.  

Even if I could tell you exactly what I did I wouldn’t, (the truth being that at this time 25 years later I do not actually know if I know what I did, not wanting to “go there” in my review of this sordid past which I called a life, but I fear that if pushed to it I would be able to remember, and, really, really, best not go there…) but suffice it to say it was not a prayer, it was an order….A demand….An act of magic aimed at my best friend intended to injure him severely.  Whatever exactly it was, since I had learned with Brother Bob at Blue Oyster Cult that I was capable of transmitting signals that I neither understood nor fully controlled, I do not know, and it does not matter, because I….I…..

I watched my dear friend Richard, the only one outside my immediate family who even cared if I lived or died a year ago while I was on my death bed….I….I…..

I watched Richard almost immediately fall to his knees, clutching his head.  “Oh no.  Oh no!!!  Not now!!!!”  He had a long history of debilitating migraine headaches, and he had a regular Tsunami coming on now.  And what was he really bothered most about?  “We were having so much fun!!  Damn, I didn’t want it to stop.  Damn!!!”  

Sorry, Richard, ole pal ole buddy o’ mine.  You have to go.

I would have my first migraine 5 years later.  I was cleaning Lola Nassar’s toilet in her master bedroom, because she and her family of 7 were one of my largest housecleaning customers, that being my chosen profession at the time, when all of a sudden I looked down and realized I could not see anything out of my right eye.  And the fuzziness had a sparkling golden glow to it, which got brighter as time went on.  And as this glow expanded and slowly oozed its way up and right out of my field of vision this massive, SCREAMING headache like no pain I had even imagined came upon me like U.S. bombs on women and their babies in the Iraqi desert during George Bush’s War.  I later learned the glow was what we call an aura, and the headache was a migraine, and a migraine was a different beast altogether, not at all just a “regular headache albeit a little strong” like I had thought before.  Professional football players have a saying when they get seriously hurt: “I thought I was going to die, and afraid I wouldn’t.”  I learned the meaning of that saying that day in Lola Nassar’s bathroom, and the pain reminded me of my friend….dear Richard….

Laying on my bedroom floor where he had asked me to please turn the record off turn it off now he couldn’t stand the noise, oh no, this is horrible, it hurts so much….

Sorry, Richard.  Anything I can do?

Yeah, you’re going to have to call my mom.  There’s no way I can drive.

No problem.  The bitch lived just a couple miles down the road and would be here in 5 for her baby boy and I would still be in the field as the moon was rising.

“You’ve never seen me during one of these,” he said.

And you’ve never seen me during one of these I thought to myself, as the Darvon was making things goopy and the caffeine gave it a sharp edge, all in preparation for the Main Event which was going to be quite something I was certain because I had not eaten anything that day as per instructions, intensifying the combined effects of the pharmacy I was brewing in my system….

Baby’s Mommy came to get him.  “Sorry, dude” he said.

Yeah, right.

“See you later.”

Yeah, right.  “Get well soon” I said with all of the actor-of-the-year honesty I could fake.

They drove off.

Fine.  Dead wood gone.

Time for the Main Event.

I put my Sacrament into my pocket and headed out the door to Commune with my Lord and God.

16 - Communion

“I am a traveler of both time and space,  To be where I have been.  To sit with elders of a gentle race,  This world has seldom seen,  With talk of days for which they sit and wait…When all will be revealed….

--Led Zeppelin, Kashmir

Perfect…..So Perfect….Just as I knew it would be.  

Full moon rising above the elementary school yard where I was to Commune.

Not too hot.  Not too cold.  No one around.  Sharp-edged gooiness stirring the cerebral synapses….

Perfect.  Perfect as always.

Hoc Est Corpus Meus….

This is My Body…

Into my body…

This is My Blood…

Into my blood…

as the Sacrament begins to transform mortal flesh into immortal Divinity….As the drug beginz to phwizzell mi brane…..

Speak, Oh Lord, your servant heareth…

Welcome, My Son.  Well done.  We have much to discuss this eve.  You have done well.

Thank you, Lord.

Too bad about Richard.

I know.

But he was in the way.

I know.

We cannot let anything get in the way, of course.

I know.  Get in the way of what?

The Promise.  The Destiny.  As it has been foretold.

I do not understand.

All will be revealed.

I believe.

A passing thought…just one thing would be even more perfect.  If only I had a stereo out here.

Silly boy.  Of course.  Of course.  Perfection, true absolute perfection.  That is my gift for you, my Special Chosen One.  If you had that stereo out here, what would you like to hear?

Oh, let’s see….something special…something perfect…Like Yes, Close to the Edge, the last movement, when the purpose of the whole human race is revealed.

Perfect.  Just like we’re talking about your purpose and destiny tonight.

Are we?  I mean, Yes.  That would be wonderful.

So what’s stopping you?

There’s no way.  I don’t have a stereo out here, and there’s no way I could drag mine out here.

Silly boy.  Have I been with you so long and yet you have learned nothing?  Look at the moon.

Done.

Don’t blink.  Promise.

Promised.

Listen.

And like that night so many months ago when Peter Krenic first introduced me to The Voice and I stood transfixed under the fluorescent light, the world changed….Only this time it was a much bigger game, a much larger revelation…The pyramid of light with the trillions of individually named photons was no longer a shock, it was as familiar as a lifelong friend, albeit still wondrous, and the light-cone was not a puny 15 feet above my head, but a quarter-million miles above my head, and the light was from the moon, and in my mind’s eye I watched it fly from the surface of the sun 93,000,000 miles away and travel 186,000 miles a second, every second, for eight minutes until it careened off the surface of the moon, each atom and molecule destined from the beginning of time to make that journey just so it could enter my eye….

And then the music started.

That was a shock.  Duh-duh-duh-Duh-DAY-uh, Duh-duh-duh-Duh-DAY-uh.  Clear.  Crystal.  Perfect.  The highs radiated from the moon, the trees sang the words, and the very earth itself shook with thunderous bass, every drum-kick pounding into my chest.  Amazing!  Unbelievable!!!  Why had I never thought of this before?  It was so clear, so perfect….All the Music Is In ME!!!!  All I had to do was turn it on……And listen….

“Then according to the man who showed his outstretched arms to space… He turned around and pointed revealing all the human race…I shook my head and smiled a whisper knowing all about the place.” 
Duh-duh-duh-Duh-DAY-uh, Duh-duh-duh-Duh-DAY-uh.  

After the song “ended” I closed my eyes… “Thank you.  Thank you.”  Such beauty I had never known….the entire cosmos, all of creation, was now my swirling stereo system.  Pythagoras and his music of the spheres had nothing on me…..I was….so blessed….so special….If anyone in the history of the human race had ever experienced this they certainly had not spoken of it or written of it anywhere I knew…God loved me so much……I actually wept…. 

The Voice spoke from within the impression the moon had made on the back of my eye….

You are pleased?

Yes….YES….And the Name of the Song and the Name of the Group and the “Stereo” I was listening to and the Bible and the drugs and everything all seemed to cry out with one Voice…..YES!!!!!  I knew myself to be the “One” in “Uni”-verse.  I was not only standing on Holy Ground, but riding the nexus wave of all perpetuity wherein the destiny and fruition of Creation Itself was eaten by all the Gods and Goddesses there ever was or would be.  

Of course.  You are special.  You deserve the best.  But you must play your part.  You will do what you are told?

Yes! Anything!!

How could I fear, why would I fear, anything or anyone bringing me such incalculable treasure?

The time is near.  The prophesy.  The Bible.  The Lord is Coming.

I believe.

They don’t understand everything, though.  They have something very, very wrong.

Who?

Chuck.  Hal.  Calvary Chapel,  Saint John, the Book of Revelations, the whole lot of them, they just got one tiny thing wrong.  One teeny, tiny thing wrong.  Something very important.

About what?

About the prophesy.  About the Chosen one.  About the forerunner.

I don’t understand.

Who was John the Baptist?

The one who came before Christ.

He paved the way.

Got everyone ready.

For The One Who Was To Come.

Yes.

The One Who Was To Come was Christ, the Son of God.

Yes.

And Christ is coming again.

Yes.

Soon.  The signs are here, the Church declares it, the end is near.

I know that.

And Christ needs a forerunner.

Forerunner?

One who comes before.  Just like John the Baptist.  Someone special, to prepare the entire world for the Second Coming.

Yes.  The Antichrist.

What they got wrong.  Not Anti, but Ante…Not against, but before!!!

Before?

The AnteChrist.  Yes.

He who comes before.  Prepare Ye The Way of The Lord.

Yes.  He Who Must Be Revealed.  With special powers, wonders and miracles, gaining the attention of the entire world.  Injured, miraculously resurrected, bringing the Kingdom of Universal Peace to the Earth, as all the Holy Church and Scripture and Prophesy and History agree.

Yes.

Soon.

Yes.

He must already be here.  Must already be alive.

Yes.

Do you know who he is?

No.

Yes you do…Think.  Breathe…KNOW!!!!!

And… there it was.  Just like that.  Like the door had finally been thrown open.  The secret.  The promised revelation, the “thing” that had been nipping at the back of my mind all these months.  

All will be revealed.

Yes.

It’s true.

Yes.

I AM THE ANTICHRIST!!!!!!

AnteChrist.

The Voice….The Powers….Communion…Richard not being able to get in my way….Facing the Devil and rejecting Him…nothing being able to get in my way….The Bible, Church, Peter, The End Times, all in one, neat, complete package.

Perfect.

It was all so clear.  My destiny revealed, my life fulfilled, my path made clear.

Good Boy.

AntiChrist.  AnteChrist.  But, how?  I mean, what to do next?  How can I handle such vast responsibility?

Your powers must become full.  Complete.

But how?

You will do what you are told.

Yes.  YES!!  Oh yes.  But what?  Just tell me!  WHAT!!?!?!?

Good boy.

But….I don’t understand.

All will be revealed…

Please?

Now may the Lord bless you and keep you, the Lord make His face shine on you and be gracious to you, the Lord lift up His countenance upon you, and give you peace.

Amen.

Good boy.

The Communicant may depart.

Good Boy.

17 - Drex #1

“Can you see me, do you know my position, how quick is your eye?  I hear them moan, I hear them weep, because they feel I belong to the devil.  They feel the pain, they will again, till they stop reaching up for this level.  No one will defeat me, no one can; I command the lightning’s hand.”

--Kansas, The Lightning’s Hand

The “morning after” is always a special time for substance abusers.  The glow of the night before is gone, and one is left to deal only with the afterburn.  

And of course, each lovely substance has its own pleasures…Headaches, emptiness, sorrow, diarrhea, itchy nose, vomiting, you name it.  All pleasant and lovely in their own way, but my problem was different.

Reality.  That was my problem.  Who am I?  What is real?  What exactly is going on here?!?

I needed a reality check.

Do you really think, Sam, that you “did something” to Richard?  I mean, come on.  The guy has had migraines his whole life.  

Yeah, but the timing…I “shot” that “thing” at him, whatever that was (what was that? Where did it come from?) and immediately he fell to his knees.

Forget it.  Timing.  Chance.  Coincidence.

Yeah, OK, but why would I do such a thing?  He really is a good guy.  What part of me would make me want to do something like that to a friend?

Forget about it.  You had stuff to do, and it was easier than telling him to leave, and maybe he got your subconscious message, ESP and all that.  Probably just coincidence.  Forget about it.

Yeah, but, it was so creepy…And later in the field The Voice…

What Voice?  OK, let’s deal with this here and now.  There is no voice.  There is NO VOICE.  It’s only me, talking to myself.  I mean, like now.  Right?

That was the question.  The Essential Question Number 1: Was The Voice just me talking to myself, or not?

For the prosecution:  It sure seems real when it’s happening.

Defense: Yeah, but you’re stoned, dude.

Prosecution: High.  I’m high, not stoned. 

Defense: And you’re lying to yourself.  You’re a doper, nothing more.

Prosecution: But….in the books, movies, heck, my own friends….they NEVER talk about ANYTHING like that stuff….they get silly, goofy, relax and laugh a lot, but they never hear Voices telling them they are….

Defense: What?  Say it!

Prosecution: The AntiChrist.

Defense: AnteChrist.

Prosecution: Yeah, that’s it.  The AnteChrist.

That was the Essential Question Number 2: Did I, Sam, high school student, born-again Christian, member of Calvary Chapel Costa Mesa, really, actually think I was the Anti, oops, sorry, I mean AnteChrist?

The alcoholic knows that he only needs to stop drinking to sober up.  Wait a few hours and the hangover will go away.  You can count on it.  And thousands upon thousands do so every day.

But this was different.  Chillingly different.  There were no biological hangovers, at least none worth mentioning.  I was young, relatively healthy, and the actual amount of substances I was taking was really fairly small.  A couple pills, a couple No-Doze which didn’t even count since it was just there to help keep me awake, and I had only had 4 hits of weed.  4 were enough, true, but there was just not all that much stuff.  So, OK, no hangover here, at least not biologically.  So I can think straight and deal with this.  I think.

But there was a different “hangover” here, one that would not go away, I knew, after a couple hours or with a greasy ham & cheese omelet.  And I had to get a handle on this.  One way or the other it was absolutely imperative I deal with this.  My sanity depended on it.

So, start again.

Fact: I had the experience of a voice telling me I am the AntiChrist.

Option 1: The voice was inside my own head.  The whole thing was made-up, a silly though dangerous game I was playing with myself, and under the influence of the drugs I was doing all kinds of drug-induced stupidity, one of which was actually listening to the ramblings of a pothead.

Option 2: The “Voice” came from outside.  It was either some type of angel or demon, or maybe just the spirit of a dead person, or whatever.  

In the light of day, looking at this as soberly and sanely as I could, I honestly didn’t like either option.  Psychotic break or voices from beyond.  What a choice.  Maybe I should lay-off the weed.  Maybe this whole “witch-thing” wasn’t such a good idea after all.

The door was open.  Like Rael in Genesis’ Lamb Lies Down on Broadway, I saw an open window above my head, offering exit from the madness back to the safety and sanctuary of home.  Had I walked away then and there, renouncing the whole craziness, I would have been free.  Could have started living a real life.  Could have saved myself from the confrontation that would regrettably reveal which option embodied truth.  Could have saved sweet, precious Lori from the unspeakable abominations I would ultimately subject her to.

Could have.

Should have.

Would have, if I had even a fractional clue of what I was really dealing with….what I was becoming….Yes, Dear God, I swear with all that I know and am that I would have….

Should have.

Could have.

But didn’t.

And the window slammed shut like a mousetrap having missed its prey, “Back to the void where it came from….” as Rael sang.  But unlike the hero of that story, who turned from the gate in order to save his drowning brother, I turned aside from hope and peace and salvation and sanctuary for another purpose….another issue….An answer to my Essential Question Number 2:

Am I really the AntiChrist, He who has been prophesied of old?  The forerunner of the return of The Son?

AntiChrist or AnteChrist, could I be him?  Forget about the nature of the voice or Voice that told it to me….More important, Much more important, was….Is it true?

Oh, come on now.  You cannot be seriously thinking that you, little ole you, Sam the geek, is the World Leader to usher in the Great Tribulation as the prelude to the return of Christ?

Well, it was at least possible.  Moses, Abraham, Paul, Peter….these were normal, job-holding guys before The Lord Almighty decided to send them on a mission.  And every one of them expressed initial incredulity at the message.  Just like I was now.  Another thing I had in common with the Prophets of Old.

But come on, now.  I’m just a kid.  Except…I wasn’t.  It’s 1975, I’m turning 18 in 3 months.  The Rapture isn’t scheduled until 1981, six years from now, making me 24.  So, OK, age-wise it is at least possible.  Sure, a stretch, but possible.

But come on, now.  World leader?  Just how was this supposed to happen?  I had the education and the religion and the brains and The Shield of Faith and all that, my hyper-inflated ego sought to remind me, and maybe Mom had been right all along that I was fundamentally different….But still, how in the world was this going to happen?

Well, if God wanted it done He would have to make it happen…..Certainly He could do that…And…

Wait.  Just wait one minute here.  There’s something very wrong….something very suspicious….What is it the voice or Voice kept telling me?  Over and over?  For months now…Heck, starting almost a year ago with Debbie McIntyre in the library….I had repeatedly been told I would do what I was told.  
Just what did that mean?  Just what in the world did that mean?  Every time I turned around some one or some thing was telling me I would “do what I was told.”  

And think clearly here, Sam.  Listen up.  

If that’s coming from in me, if that voice is just my own drug-addled brain talking to me, just why exactly didn’t I tell myself what I meant when I told myself I was going to do what I told myself to do?!!?!?

And since that seemed sooooo impossible, maybe The Voice was really not me….leaving, of course, only the question of ….Just Who was it?  Is it?

Just what was going on here?

My morning-after self examination had left me with two extremes.  Either The Voice was True, and from God, and I was called to be The Forerunner of Christ, or I was in deep trouble here.

But then I remembered the Gifts.  Sure, maybe I wasn’t exactly nice to my best friend as I shot my psychic arrow at him, (whether or not I could convince myself the apparent effects were coincidental, that is what I had done), but there were so many good things.  Blessings.  The celestial music playing on the stereo of the Cosmos, the girls who loved me or at least let me play with them, the Cone of Light where I could actually name each particle of light…I mean, I had seen the Devil, remember that, and it was horrible!  Certainly if there were any forces of darkness at work here I would know.  Wouldn’t I?

But even assuming that God Himself was calling the shots, there were soooo many questions, like just how this was supposed to happen?  What exactly was I supposed to do to get on the world stage?  And would someone, anyone, please tell me exactly what I was supposed to do?!?

Oh, too much, too much.  I can’t deal with all this.  Got to get out and clear my mind.  Take a bike ride in the open air.  All will be revealed….

So I headed out on my trusty bicycle to get a breath of fresh air and clear my head.  Fast, pedal, up hill, down, breathe hard, get the heart pumping, flush out any traces of substances from my system, start afresh….Except…Except…

Except it wasn’t going to be like that.  It quickly became evident that I was caught-up in something that in all probability I could not have extricated myself from, even if I had wanted to.

I became inexorably trapped inside this web of my own making when I rode my bicycle past the schoolyard where I had Communed the previous evening, to see Drex playing paddleball with a friend.

Racquetball, handball, paddleball.  All had the same basic idea and were played on the same court, but the things you used to smack the little ball were different.  In the California public schools the courts were all outside and had three walls.  It’s played a lot like tennis, only on a half-court against a wall.  And Drex was playing.

Drex was one of the techie drama guys, preferring to work on lights and sound systems helping stars like me to look cool.  A nice guy, I had seen him around school often, at the rehearsals, and at all the drama parties.

Drex was also a jock.  Big muscles, strong legs, very coordinated, and much more popular with the ladies, at least until I got help from wherever I was getting help from.

And I hated him.  Oh, not for Drex himself.  I doubt he would ever hurt a fly.  And really I barely knew him.  But he touched one of my deepest, most raw and exposed nerves: the popular, able athlete who was attractive to girls.

My father was a 4-letter all-star jock in high school, and actually went on to be a professional baseball player.  And like so many parents wanted a son who would not just follow in his steps but be a companion, have things in common.  He certainly cannot be blamed for that.  His curse, though, was that he gave birth to me instead of Tiger Woods or Mark Maguire or any number of able-bodied athlete-types.

He tried to teach me to play baseball, football, even sent me to a private golf academy, anything, anything at all, but to no avail.  I was to be an egghead, genetically engineered (no one knows how, as Mommy so often reminded me) to be a chess whiz at 8 and invent my own system of mathematics at 13 and score nearly 1600 on my SATs after 2 years of being a bum.

Sorry, Dad.

And every year at Shady Side Academy the first 3 days of the school year were dedicated to simple, rudimentary physical tests like push-ups and throwing a softball and the like, and while my 6th grade friends were throwing the ball 50 yards I was really lucky if it went 15, and my 2 push-ups were hardly any match for their 100, and the school always took the 12 worst, most inept kids and put them in a special remedial program called Physical Education.  The “Phys Ed Flunkies” (as we were universally known) were the bottom of the bottom of the all-boys totem pole, and I was a charter member 5 years in a row until the move to California mercifully saved me from the public humiliation, and getting sick in my junior year saved me from having to do athletics at all, until my senior year when I started each day playing racquetball because it was the easiest thing I could find or think of to do.

And paddleball was just like it, except that one used a solid paddle instead of the tennis-racquet-like thing I was used to, and here was Drex playing paddleball.

“Hey!  Mind if I give it a try?”  

I could literally hear Drex laugh.  This was going to be a joke.  Drex was practically a pro.  He almost had to wipe the drool off his chin, thinking about the thorough pounding and humiliation he was about to give this pathetically scrawny looser.  Not to mention the fact that I had never played paddleball in my life, since either the paddles were relatively new to California or I had just never seen one or whatever the reason, and I told Drex and I guess he believed me and I knew it was true, that I was a novice.

What he didn’t know was that I had a secret weapon.  I was The Chosen One.  I had a Voice that promised me that I was special, that I could have what I wanted, had demonstrated that in remarkable ways quite beyond my expectations, like making this very schoolyard act as my soundstage just last night.  

So it was time for a test.  The scientific approach.  What voice, from where, what’s truth, what’s going on here, all of my morning-after confusion offered-up upon the Altar of one paddleball game.

I wanted to beat Drex.  Pound him.  Humiliate him.  

I grabbed the paddle, holding one in my hand for the very first time.  Thick.  A bit heavier than the racquets.  Shorter, but broader.

Take a swing.  Hmmm…No holes, so the wind resistance was greater.

Knock it around a bit.  A bit odd, but OK.

“Ready?”

Sure, let’s give it a go.

And then, just before my first serve, an old tradition says the worst player always has the first serve, I did “it,” whatever “it” was, the psychic arrow I tried to use on my brother and shot into Richard and this time I shot it not into Drex but into myself.  A prayer of sorts, though since this was much more along the lines of an order it should properly be called a magic spell.

And I ordered The Voice and The Powers to come into me, prove themselves in one, real, tangible way.

“Can you see me, do you know my position, how quick is your eye?  I hear them moan, I hear them weep, because they feel I belong to the devil.  They feel the pain, they will again, till they stop reaching up for this level.  No one will defeat me, no one can; I command the lightning’s hand.”

“Serve.”

I beat him 21-4.

Oh, I wasn’t perfect, as measuring mathematical perfection, since I did miss a few shots and he scored a couple points, but for all intents and purposes I was perfection incarnate.

“Ilste Manifestoir.”  Meaningless syllables that kept ringing through my brain almost like an incantation, as I saw stroke after stroke as a manifestation of my energy, and the ball did not go where I wanted it to, because I didn’t know exactly where that was, but it did go exactly where it should.  I mindlessly swung with all the power I had and the shots were perfect.

Serves that could not be returned, nicking the thinnest edge of the side wall at the last tenth-second and completely changing course…over-the-head-backhand-shots I would catch as I ran as fast as I could away from the front wall, only to land on the front wall 2 inches from the floor…Mad stabs at Drex’s incredibly fast serves that miraculously, yes it did appear to be a part-the-Red-Sea-type-miracle, flew across the court and practically died in the corner, physically un-returnable.

What was happening was impossible.  I had never seen anything like it, let alone actually done anything like it.  I did not even feel in control of my body, and tried not to look jaw-dropping-amazed as shot after shot landed perfectly as though it had been placed, so it seemed to me, by the Hand of God Himself.

I think Drex scored about 10 points in each of the next two games, but the overall effect was stunning.

“I had no idea you could play like that!  Wow!  That’s amazing!  Where did you learn to do that?  Can you give me some pointers?”  Drex was a champ, all around.  Really, another great person who happened to unfortunately cross my path.  The competition was fun, a true game to him, and he delighted to see such a performance, and the fact that he had “lost” was completely irrelevant.  To him, that is.

But not to me.  I had played Sam Versus The Universe for Signs He Really Is The AntiChrist, and I had won.  Or so I thought.  Not to mention the fact that I was much more astounded by what had happened than Drex, since only I knew that I did not know how to play that way, and the only explanation was supernatural at best.

Add to that having vindicated years of less-than-able-bodied-frustration, and my gentlemanly response was only “Bite me, Drex,” as I ceremoniously tossed the paddle onto the ground and rode my bike away without a look back.

Game, set, and match to….To Whom?  It certainly wasn’t me.  But, again….Who?  

I was back where I started, confused, mystified, full of more questions than answers, and yet….Something….Nagging…That this wasn’t just chance, that “it” really worked, and I had asked for (or was it commanded?) a sign, and certainly had seen enough signs in the last 24 hours for one life, and that meant….though I could hardly say it or admit it…That I was beginning to think that The Voice really was God, and He was right…I am special…The Holy One Foretold.

The madness that enveloped me was so complete, so perfect, that I could find no possible proof that I was not The AntiChrist.  The AnteChrist.

But….wow….I mean, if that’s true….

So, OK, granted all that, just what am I supposed to do?

I needed a break.

Too bad the upcoming Spring Break would not provide it.

18 - Spring Break

“All I know can be shown by your acceptance of the facts as shown before you; take what I say in a different way and it’s easy to see that this is all confusion; as I see a new day in me I can also show if you, and you may, follow.”

-- Yes, The Yes Album

During the spring break in mid-March 1976 I just wanted to have fun during the spring break in mid-March 1976 I just wanted to have fun.

I just wanted to have fun.

Hey, I was just a kid, not even 18, and I just wanted to have fun.  Play some chess, some ping pong, ride the bike, watch TV, that kind of thing.  No Church, no Bible Studies, no talk of the end of the world, and I certainly did not want the records to talk to me.  No Communion, not for this week, please.  And no talk of AntiChrists or AnteChrists or voices or Voices or anything like that.

I just wanted to have fun.

And that’s what I was doing while I played the synthesizer that was plugged-into the stereo in my room.  It was the fancy new synth that the school’s music department had bought a few months ago, the one I played at choir and band concerts, remember?  Yeah, that one, and since I was Teacher’s Favorite it was real easy to get him to not break but bend a little the rule that said students could not be in possession of school property overnight.  Heck, he liked me, I loved that machine, and he knew I would take care of it.

So, when I wasn’t hard at work playing chess or ping pong, riding the bike, or watching TV, I experimented with the new-fangled synthesizer I had laying on the carpet in my bedroom.

For a lot of people electronics in general, and music synthesizers in particular, are great mysteries, but broken down into its component parts it really is quite simple.

It’s like this….All sound, yes, each and every single sound ever, has 3 (and only 3) components: Volume (how loud it is), Pitch (is it higher or lower on the piano?), and Tone or Timbre (is it a piano or clarinet playing this?).  That’s it.  Even the most complex sounds can be expressed in these terms.

So, all that a modern synthesizer does it let you control Volume, Pitch and Timbre electronically, using the keys or knobs or whatever.

And as I sat staring at this little thing I really was amazed….It was laid-out so logically left to right, as you selected your “basic” sound, then changed its Pitch, Timbre and finally Volume to create the exact sound you wanted.  And it would do things automatically, letting you setup these amazing rhythms that would run all by themselves…And it was soooo cool, and I was soooo happy, and the only thing that could possibly make it better would be a little herb, a bit-o-the-bud, not to Commune, no, no, not going there at all this week, too much, just too much, need a break, but some herbage would be soooo cool and mind-expansive and so OK….

Light-up….

Wow…

Cool….

Look at (cough) that thing…

It can do, like, anything….

It appeared that I was gazing, through the multi-colored surface of that machine, at the underlying physical substrata of existence itself.

Wow…

Cool…

And just listen to that rhythm…I have never heard anything like it…Amazing…Precise, constant, yet if I just touch this little knob it GoEs aLL pHuNNie…People have just GOT to hear this….If I could just get people to….

To….

If I could just….

Get….

Oh no….

It’s the Voice…

If I could just get people….

Oh No….

The Voice…it’s here….

If I could just get people to hear this then I would be famous and would sell millions of records and do concerts and tour the world and everyone would know me and that would put me on the world stage and….

YES!!!!!

I AM THE ANTICHRIST!!!!

I AM THE ANTECHRIST!!!!!!!!

I AM THE CHOSEN ONE!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

Think…THINK…now….OK…Got to get this recorded, so I can play it for people, and I have to complete my powers, whatever that means, and become a perfected witch, although I am so far beyond Peter’s silly “witch” thing, he was just the forerunner to Me as I am to Christ, and I need to do whatever I’m supposed to do, yes I will, this is all so perfect….

And the lights danced in time with the dun-dun-dhun-dun-sun-sun-dun-sun throb of the synth and the Voice told me I was the One and as the drugs turned my brain into a fruit salad…Somehow….Somewhere…From deep inside…from a place I didn’t even know existed…A moment of what I can only call clarity…because….if all this is true….and I am the Forerunner….and if somehow all this really is true…then before I go on with this music and AnteChrist thing and all this other stuff….what I need….what is Really Important….and from the middle of my being I called out….with the one question, the only real question that mattered…And I asked and called and SCREAMED from the pit of my being….

WHO IS JESUS??!?!?!?!??!?!!?!?

At that moment Sam twitched, kicked the synthesizer that was laying at his feet, and the dun-dun-dhun-dun-sun-sun-dun-sun stopped, and so did the synchronized lights, and the Voice and the fog and the swirling all lifted, like the sun suddenly breaking through a cloud-covered day.

I sat up.

It felt, somehow, like I had passed a test.

The answer was quite clear.  The way, the Way, the only Way to answer all these issues, the only way to get my life into focus and establish sanity, to deal with all the questions about the Voice and Anti vs. Ante and music and the end of the world and all that, was to find-out who Jesus really is.

I hadn’t hurt the synth when I kicked it.  But its silence in the middle of the room seemed ominous.  

Something had happened here.  I didn’t exactly know what, but something had definitely happened here.

Who is Jesus?

That was the only way I could answer all the other questions.

19 - Lori 

“Loneliness is a power that we possess to give or take away forever…”

--Yes, Starship Trooper

School started again.  And I was grateful, because I needed a break from my break.

The first week back was all about dress rehearsals for the three one-act plays that would constitute the Spring Drama Festival.  They were fine, I guess.  I don’t know, because I wasn’t in them and I didn’t watch them.

Back stage at a high school play is an amazing microcosm of the human race…Actors and actresses prancing around seeking to be catered to, or else doing last minute cramming for the lines they got wrong the night before…The director, oops, I mean Director, surveying the kingdom and barking-out orders to the slaves, makeup girls (and the occasional guy, though there weren’t many ‘cause that was really not cool to be a boy makeup girl in high school) and costume seamstresses trying to help everyone look gorgeous, while the lights-sound-camera technicians quietly hold the entire thing together.  And everyone talking about who likes who, and who’s going with whom, or used-to-be-going-with-who-until-you-know-who-did you-know-what and Oh My God I can’t believe he would do that…

The usual.

And, of course, stars-of-other-plays-actors-of-the-year hanging around.  No, I didn’t take a job like lights or anything else that might actually help.  I just stood around, being cool, thinking about the last 2 months of my life in high school, thinking about Voices and Communing and being the next Rock God and the Forerunners and Anti-this and Ante-that.

Mrs. Terry the drama teacher thought I was going through a “Senior-thing.”  Yeah.  Right.

At that point something had changed in me.  It wasn’t all wow-I’m-so-special-and-you-are-all-such-losers.  I had moved past that, if that’s the term, primarily because I was really, really beginning to think this was all true…And the responsibilities…And Who is Jesus…And what do I do next…that’s what filled my life and thoughts and time.  Perhaps if I’d had massive amounts of work I would never have had the time-luxury to get involved in all this silly seriousness…I thought about the old “Idle hands do the Devil’s work,” but it didn’t seem funny and I wasn’t doing the Devil’s work anyway, was I?  Was I?

And as I wandered through the back stage area I kept noticing all the girls, of course, boys do that, but this one girl in particular.  Standing around me, just being there, but kind of a little bit more than just by chance…And she was really, really cute…about 5 foot 3, blond, with the sweetest, angelic face, as perfectly proportioned as the rest of her, and…she started every now and then talking to me.

I had met her for the first time last November when I gave my actor-of-the-year-winning-performance in a real play, not these one-acts that were just for kids.  She was a makeup girl, not for me personally but for one of the other kids in the play.  And when I drove to the cast party she got a ride with me and another of her girlfriends.  I was quite arrogant and appropriately petulant, treating the girls to a 10 minute diatribe on the director and how she had let me and the rest of the entire cast down…Ho Hum, the usual.

Well, it has often been said that a boy chases a girl until she catches him, and that certainly was the case here.  I learned later as we grew closer and fell in love and I cherished her more than life itself that Lori had decided on that night, four months ago in November, that she really liked me and some day we would be boyfriend and girlfriend.  She had just waited until now to let me know it.  Oh, not in any direct way; that wasn’t necessary.  When a high school boy wants to impress a high school girl and get her attention he joins the football team and lifts weights and wears muscle shirts and stars in plays and all kinds of other silliness.  But when a girl wants to get a boy’s attention all she has to do is say “Hi,” and his total devotion and adoration belong to her forever.

So, for reasons I could not understand, but was incredibly flattered anyway, Lori started saying “Hi” to me.  She had my undivided attention the first time she said, “How are you, Sam?”

Despite my ego and Forerunner-of-Christ and all that, I was still incredibly shy, and if Lori hadn’t initiated that contact I probably would never have talked to her.

But she did.

And I was entranced by not only her looks but by her lilting voice, and when she told me she was a Christian and played the piano and lived just down the street from me, well, even being the genius I was I finally got the hint, and gathered the courage to ask her out.

She said yes.

The rest would soon be history.

20 - I’m Speial

“Still waiting for my savior, storms tear me limb from limb”

--Van Der Graff Generator, A Plague of Lighthouse Keepers

thank you god wow this is so reel so speial I reely am holi the holi one of isreal  IS-REAL IS-RAEL (NOTE: MUST relate all this to TLLDOB (the lamb lies down on brodway) I am REAL I am RAEL the special one holy called frum god)

it is oh so clear now that yes (NOTE: MUST relat all this to YES because the word is YES and YES if the WORD and the WORD is the LAMB and 

Oh 

my 

GOD!!!!!!

No one will understand but that ok cause god is in control let god do it ------ must 

NEVER 

Worry about 

ANTHING 

Ever again………..overcome money………

The Highest Revelation: Cannot think about God while High----(Still true.

THE GREATEST HIGHEST GREAT TRUTH:

Humpty Dumpty sat out in space

Humpty Dumpty exploded his face

Amassing his forces

Uniting all men

Put Humpty Dumpty together again

Agan frum the start:

I am speial.  I am holy.  I am the antichrist.

Music will take me to the worl stage, the 


WHIRL STAGE



OH MY GOD!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

All that is left is for my soul to leaf my body and travl thru the heavens, getting dipped in the river of cosmos and when it is put back in body then powers will be complete and I will be the ANTICHRIST.

---From Sam’s Diary, Saturday March 23, 1976.  All quotations [sic]

The one problem, the one and only infinitesimal oversight in Sam’s little “revelation,” was exactly how Sam’s soul was supposed to “leaf” his body and get put back in.

How, exactly, does something like that happen?

Not to worry.

God is in control.

All will be revealed….

Good Boy.

21 - Love

“Got a little hideaway we go to, place we go on special days…”

--Leon Russell, Will o’ the Wisp

Of course you never do forget your first love.

How could you?

The happiness, the wonder, the warmth, as hope and expectation swell to disbelief and then unimagined joy…Oh no, I could never forget Lori the little makeup girl who would win my heart and change my life.

I remember…Our first date, going to the Straw Hat Pizza Parlor across from the South Coast Plaza in Costa Mesa…being most surprised not by how ravishingly beautiful Lori was, nor the astounding miracle that she was actually sitting here wanting to talk to me and even liking it, but being most surprised at how cool she was, just like a guy friend, not at all like the airhead girl-toys I had amused myself with in the past.  I could talk to her, and she understood me, could relate to my strange family life and being relocated, and she liked the same records and had many of them and had been going to Church for years and even Calvary Chapel and considered herself a Born Again Christian just like me…She had some reservations about the whole end-of-the-world-thing, but basically believed it, just like me…and she played the piano, had taken lessons for years…and…wow.

Who knows what true love is?  Where does the narcissistic projection of one’s self stop and genuine love and concern for the other begin?  I don’t know, and I certainly didn’t know then, but I did know that we had soooo much in common, I had never even imagined anything like it.  

And I remember hugging her and kissing her after our first date, and everything was so different, because it wasn’t at all like the other times I just wanted to grope the girls, I really really liked her and thought she was just about the neatest person I had ever met in my life.

And she liked me…That was so amazing…She would make sure we had lunch together at school and would call me at night and told me she missed me and I missed her too I really did I wasn’t just saying that it was true, because when I was with her I felt different, different about myself and the world and everyone around me.  The silly games like acting-star-of-the-year and yes-I-have-5-pencils-in-my-pocket-but-no-you-can’t-borrow-one-because-these-are-mine seemed so pointless and stupid.

And I remember…she didn’t need to have me say goodbye to my friend Richard, was happy to hang around the two of us and just talk or play ping pong or whatever.

I remember…Going over to her house for dinner, and having a front-row-center seat for what she said was pretty much a nightly show, where her brother or sister would do something wrong or say something wrong like they don’t want any more stinking peas they’re gross, and her dad getting really mad and yelling and they would yell back until somebody would throw something or hit somebody…I remember like it was yesterday, no, today, even now the way we walked out onto the front porch together as it was time for me to ride my bike home, and she hugged me, and cried, because it was all so sad, and she whispered into my ear “Please love me, I need your strength,” and I cried too, and I think she thought it was because I was sad for her about her family, which I was, but more so I was completely overwhelmed by the intimacy of it all…It wasn’t about bodies or hair or high school games, it was about a person, a person, with a soul and thoughts and feelings and hurts and wanting, needing someone to share her life with.

She wanted me in her life.

Needed me.

And I remember standing there on her parents’ porch with our arms around each other, thanking God silently for this incredible miracle, and swearing with all the resolution I had that I would never forget the incredible gift He gave me.

I remember...When she played the piano for me and sang “Morning Has Broken” so sweetly that I actually wept.

I remember…One night I visited her while she was babysitting.  I asked her what she felt about me.  “Well, if I just wanted somebody to make out with I wouldn’t have picked you.”  And yes it was a backhanded compliment and yes I knew I wasn’t the most handsome or muscular guy in the school, but it also meant she saw me as more than just a body, that she valued our conversations and fellowship and friendship.  And liked kissing me.

And I remember…When she was house sitting for some friends, and she invited me over, and Leon Russell played on auto-repeat all night long, and no we didn’t do “it” but I remember like it was yesterday that night, that precious night, the first night I ever spent sleeping, yes, sleeping with a girl, hugging her so tight, never, ever wanting this to end.

And the time she gave me a card that said, “There is a place reserved for you in my heart, where no one else may enter.”  And I cried again.  Crusty, tough-exterior, I-don’t-care-what-you-think-of-me walls crumbling down with the tender acknowledgement of this one, precious, darling human being.

And the conversations about getting married, partly because the world was about to end anyway, but also because the feeling and experience was so wonderful that I never ever wanted it to end, and when you are young and silly and in high school, talking about getting married is just one of those ways you say “Wow, I never want this to end…”

It’s almost beyond memory, so vivid is my recollection of the night she first said that because she liked spending all of her time with me and thought about me when we weren’t together and how much we had in common, that she figured that meant she really did love me.  “I love you, Sam.”  “I love you, too, Lori.  So much.”  And I cried, I mean really deep, shoulder-heaving-gasping-for-breath sobs, because that was the first time anyone other than my Mom, Dad or Grandparents had ever told me they loved me in my entire life.  And it was so perfect.  And I did love her so much.  “More than word can wield the matter,” as Shakespeare said.

Sometimes I thought, really had the uncanny feeling, that I had met my literal soul-mate, the other half of me that had been torn from me before the world was made, and was looking at and talking to my other half, the rest of me.

I remember…helping give her bedroom a fresh coat of paint, helping-out just like a part of the family, and yes it was hot and no there was no air conditioning because Irvine was only 10 miles from the beach and you didn’t really need it but still it was hot, and I slept on the floor so we could get a really early start the next morning before it got too unbearable, and she spent the night next to me, and her parents knew and it was OK because I was like a 4th kid and yes, sure, OK their family was a bit dysfunctional but who’s wasn’t and they loved me, yeah, even her parents, because they saw how happy she was and how perfect we were together.

So perfect.

And I painted all 12 paint-by-numbers Signs of The Zodiac and gave them to her…Not astrology, that was wrong, we knew that, but the Zodiac, the 12 constellations in the sky that symbolize Christ’s life and ministry and we had read The Witness of The Stars together and the paintings were on wood and each one took about 5 hours but that was OK because I loved her really LOVED her and would have done anything, anything at all for her, and those 12 beautiful paintings were so perfect on her new wall and she loved them so much…

I remember the time I had to play the organ at my cousin’s wedding, and I had to make the 50 mile drive early so I could practice and all that, and she went with me, wanted to go with me, even though a lot of the time she would just be sitting there not doing anything but we were together and I played for this wedding and it was so romantic and she sat on the organ bench with me and we kissed each other as the bride and groom kissed for the first time…

And I remember the day one week before my 18th birthday when we gave our virginity to each other, and I didn’t bring it up, she did, because she said she didn’t want me to be 18 and still a virgin and besides we loved each other so much and it was not about bodies, it was about souls uniting, getting as intertwined and close as humanly possible, and as I was in her I  prayed out loud thanking God for the unnamable beauty and grace who was Lori, just like in the movies but even better because this was real and so beautiful and so perfect.

And the dinners and the Bible studies and the Leon Russell concert and the Senior Prom and my Grad Night at Disneyland and making love as the sun came up on the new day when Sam was an inaugurated Graduate, and it was so loving and a gift of God and so perfect…

So perfect…

Except…

Except…

Except that she didn’t know the whole story….

Didn’t know she was giving herself to the Future AntiChrist…

Didn’t know about Real Communion, not the silly thing the sheep do in Church, but the Actual, Genuine Communion that the Voice used to teach me about leaving my body to complete my Powers, oh sure I smoked weed with God’s gift, did it all the time, but I was in control by this time and the Voice never showed up ‘cause I didn’t want it to…

And in my own way I thought I loved her and in a manner I guess I did except that my own way was not perfect, oh no, it was not perfect at all, it was wrong…

so very wrong…

as Sam the 18-year-old college-bound adult male continued to commit statutory rape with his 15-year-old sophomore girlfriend, Thanking God as he abused the Sacred Trust which was her heart and soul and body, looking and watching and waiting for…

exactly the right time to… 

show her… 

something… 

wonderful he thought was wonderful but it was really wrong…

oh so wrong…

and let her hear a Voice…

And take Communion for Real, 

for the first time…

All will be revealed.

Good Boy.

22 - Something Wonderful  

“Marching to the promised land

Where the honey flows and takes you by the hand,

Pulls you down on your knees,

While you’re down a pool appears.

The face in the water looks up,

And she shakes her head as if to say

That it’s the last time you’ll look like today.

Sail away, away…

Ripples never come back.

Gone to the other side.

Sail away, away…”

--Genesis, A Trick of the Tail

Perfect.

So perfect.

The full moon rising, Lori in the car, taking a drive.

Tonight was the night.

I did not know why.  Instinct, delusion, Voice From Beyond, self-indulgent b.s….Who could tell under such conditions?

But tonight was, indeed, going to be the night.

“Say, love, want to do some weed?”

“Oh, ok,” she said, not having any idea who she was riding with, or at least not having any idea who she was riding with really thought he was, or how excited I was to finally be able to share with her this, my most precious secret.  We had shared so much, and now our relationship was about to go to an entirely new level.

Get pipe from under seat.  Light.  Inhale.  Pass.  Exhale.  Get pipe back.  Inhale.  Repeat.

“You know, dearest, I love you so much.”

“Me too.”

“You make me feel so special.”

“Me too.”

“I want to share my whole life with you.”

“Me too.”

“I want to show you something.”

“OK.  What?”

“Something wonderful…”

“Like?”

And I remembered Peter’s words, “Consider it my finest performance” as he worked his magic or whatever it was on me.  And now, with over a half-year’s practice in Communion and listening to The Voice and thinking I was a warlock and the Chosen One and all, I wanted to really impress Lori my Soul-Mate, my one and only true love, and give MY finest performance ever…

And I reached inside….found the “thing” that I had first felt fire through me the night I frightened my brother at the Blue Oyster Satanic Cult concert, and with all the force of will I could assemble began to aim it at my Dearest.

“Like, just look at the road…look at how the headlights hit the pavement as we drive along…now look at the light…see how it is starting to…”

“OH MY GOD!!!!”

I heard a thud.

I heard crying.

Somehow I snapped out of it, the spell I was starting to weave having affected both of us.

I turned to the passenger seat and there was Lori with the most terrified look of abject horror I had ever seen, in or out of any Hollywood zombie movie.  And that look of terror was aimed at me.  Her head was against the window, the thud I’d heard evidently being the sound of it hitting the glass as she recoiled from me in fright.

She was crying.

“What’s the matter?” I asked as I reached a hand out to touch her shoulder.

“Don’t TOUCH ME!!!!” she screamed, not merely shouting or yelling but SCREAMING…

MY love, SCREAMING at me to not touch her……

And then…the strangest thing…hard to believe even now, but true…I scrunched-up my face, lowered my skull, pulled my lips up and over my teeth, and stared at her from just below my eyebrows, and gave her the most demonic, Satan-in-the-flesh grimace I could humanly create.  

And then, as though in a dream or on another plane 

(take away the plane in which we move…)

I watched myself talk, or rather I watched the words come out of my mouth because it most definitely was not “me” (whoever I was or was becoming or had become), and what I said was, “You hate this, don’t you?”

It was The Voice.

The Voice of Communion, only this time, for the first time, I could recognize it also

(why, WHY had I never seen this before??!?)

as the voice of Satan, the very same voice that I heard from my friend Dave’s mouth when he told me we were going to where my family’s bones would be kept. Only it wasn’t Dave’s mouth it was mine, and yes it was The Voice but it was also Satan’s voice and it was also

(dear God no)

my voice.  MY voice.

Lori was too terrified to speak.

“You hate this, don’t you?” he or He or it or It or I repeated.

“Yes.  Oh, please, God, Save ME!!!” she screamed again.

“And you never want anything to do with this do you?”

“No.  NO!!!!!!”

And that final “NO” was enough, somehow, for something, though I did not know what, to get through to me, and all of a sudden I was back in my body, and I was me again, and I stopped scowling my Satan Grimace at the only person I really loved in the world, and turned my eyes back to the road

(face disappeared and turned back to the road just like Dave did at the Summit Meeting oh my GOD!!!!)

to keep driving because the entire thing took maybe 30 seconds tops but neither of our lives would ever be the same.

Lori, my dear sweet Lori, who had played Morning Has Broken while she sang it to me, and had a place reserved for me in her heart where no one else could ever enter, and who had given herself to me in every way a woman 

(girl, she was only a little girl)

can give herself to a man, Lori was crying.  She had stopped screaming but the crying

(Lori is crying)

was worse, much worse, because the spell was wearing off and I was stoned but no longer high and I was almost starting to realize that something was wrong very wrong here.

I tried to touch her shoulder again.  She shoved my hand away and once again threw herself against the passenger window and cover her face with her hands 

(just like I had when I met Satan in David’s face)

and I was starting to think that maybe Lori had thought she had just seen Satan

(Satan?)

in MY face.

But, that couldn’t be, could it?  I mean, I was The Chosen One, God’s Forerunner to the Second Coming.

Something was wrong here.

“Take me home.  Just TAKE ME HOME GODDAMN YOU!!!! NOW!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”
Lori was screaming again.

Something was wrong here.

23 - Drytime 

“Lori, I…”

“Shut UP!!  Don’t TALK to me.”

After a couple more futile attempts I gave up.  She just wouldn’t communicate.  She would glance briefly at me a couple of times, as though checking for further signs of The Face.  But it was gone.  

I was me again.  All safe.

I dropped her off at her house.  No kiss goodbye, no nothing.  She got out, closed the door, and without even a glance over her shoulder half-ran into the house.

I drove home and went to bed.  No Communion, no Voice, no nothing, really.  Not even any thought.  As was regularly happening in those days, the purple haze of confusion had become so great that I would have to wait for the sobriety of morning light to help me understand my insanity.

And that night I had this dream, a most horrid dream.  Really horrid.  Dear reader you might not to read this part, and I am not kidding, but you can tell by now this is not such a pleasant story.  So don’t say I didn’t warn you if you choose you continue to read about how I dreamt that…

It was my turn to cook dinner for Mom and Dad, and I took the Shake-N-Bake out of the oven and hmmm, it tastes strange, but good, but in a strange way, when Mom noticed a little stain under the kitchen sink, and it was red too red and opened the cabinet under the kitchen sink and there he was oh no what was left of him oh no just his skin because I had butchered George the family dog and stuffed his skin under the sink and served George for dinner…

And I woke-up crying, literally eyes wet and sobbing and the feeling, the feeling of what I had done in the dream seemed somehow to be related, not that I had actually done anything to George, but the feeling of what that would be like seemed to parallel the feeling of the horror I saw in Lori’s eyes.

I lay in bed for quite some time that morning, waiting for a socially acceptable time to be able to call My Love.  I figured she wouldn’t talk to me again, but that I could tell her mom it was really important and please please put her on.  I had to talk to her, explain, really.

At 8:30 or so I figured it wasn’t too early to be calling on a Saturday and rang her house.  Amazingly, although nothing further would be likely to ever amaze me again, she picked-up the phone.

“Hi.  It’s me.”

“I know.  I knew you’d call.”

“Look, about last night….I want to explain.”

“Yes.  I think you better.”

And I told her the story.  The whole story, really, although some of the more minor details I have related here I omitted, but basically I told her the whole thing.  About this guy named Peter who said he was a witch and how I was told I could be like him, and how I was doing these things I called Communion, smoking dope and thinking about God and reading the Bible and I would hear this Voice, and I can like do things, and I think I can control people’s minds.  No, I didn’t tell her about being the Anti or Ante Christ

(Oh no, must not mention that too much cannot tell her everything she can’t handle it wouldn’t understand that would be wrong Good Boy)

but I did tell her everything just short of that.

She was silent for the nearly 20 minutes I talked.   

When I was done, saying something like “Please talk to me.  I really need to know what you are thinking,” the first words out of her mouth was,

“I’m scared, Sam.”

“About what?”

“About YOU!!  This just isn’t right.  I don’t understand everything you are saying, but God can’t talk to you when you are stoned, and you looked like the Devil last night.”

“But that’s just the thing, I…”

She cut me off.  “No.  Don’t say anything else.  I’ve had enough.  I’m sick.  I have to go now.  Bye.”

Click.

Alone again.

And the feeling of panic was growing.  I didn’t like it when Lori was even irritated with me, and she was more than irritated.  We had never even had what you could legitimately call a fight.  I remember when we went to the senior prom, and even though I was a vegetarian at the time (not eating meat helped to open the psychic centers in the brain, I had read somewhere and every little thing helps when you are Communing with The Voice) I had some chicken for dinner, and she was upset with me because I was being inconsistent and she wanted and needed me to be reliable and I apologized and told her it would never happen again and it didn’t and….

And….

And this girl who I had apologized to when I had eaten some chicken because I was unreliable and I didn’t want to upset her at all about anything, no matter how trivial, had just told me I had looked like the Devil Himself.

I think I better think it out again…

OK…So I hadn’t exactly been completely honest with her these past 4 months.  I mean, you can’t go on a first date and say, “By the way, I’m a witch, training to be the AntiChrist and I can control your brain when I feel like it.  What’s your name?”  Not exactly the best way to start a relationship.  So I didn’t tell her everything all at once, what was the harm in that?  I would let her fall in love with the normal, mortal me, and then start to let her know there was more to the story, that’s all.

But last night’s introduction had been less than warmly received.

Think about that…Come on, Sam, LOOK!  Regardless of anything else, something is happening here.  I mean, this “stuff” is real.  She saw the road start to glow!  Can you believe it?!?

Yes, I did believe it.  Heck, I had moved beyond belief and knew it to be true.  My brother Bob, Richard, my impossible paddleball performance with Drex after I “shot” myself with the voice, and now Lori.  OK, fine, skeptics will always remain skeptics, but at a certain point coincidences add up to fact, and I was, in my own mind, at that point here.  I could affect people’s minds.  Period.  The “spells” were real, or at least worked.  

But where did the Power come from?  This was the key point I kept returning to regularly over the past months.  Granting the Power as real, what was it?  My own, untapped psychic energy?  Certainly not to be discounted.  The scientists say we use about 10% of our brains…Maybe between the drugs and a gift of nature I was able to use 12% or 15%, and that was enough of an edge to let me implant powerful enough thoughts that it looked like I was controlling people’s brains.  Maybe it wasn’t God after all.  Maybe it was just me.  I had read Huxley’s Doors of Perception, and the purpose of the physical body is more to filter things out than let things in, I knew that, and the drugs just helped to open windows in the soul a teeny, tiny bit, and perhaps I was tapping into forces in the Greater-Universe-At-Large, just like energy or something…

But…But…

The deciding factor…The ONE overriding element, that tipped the scales and outweighed everything else combined, was not a Bible reference or a thought or word or anything of the sort.  It was an image, a picture in my mind’s eye so vivid that I fear to this day it will indeed be my last coherent memory, should the rest of my mind be eaten away by Alzheimer’s Disease…

The vision of Lori’s precious face contorted in revulsion as she pressed herself against the passenger door of the car, trying to get as far away from the visage of evil before her as the physics of the confined space would allow. 

Her sweet, loving face, that had looked at me with such openness and adoration during moments of intimacy…That face I loved more than any on the planet, covered with her hands, as she could no longer endure the countenance of the Devil she saw before her.

In me.

ME!!

Christian.

Born again.

The forerunner of Christ.

How could this be?

Maybe the Power wasn’t me after all…and maybe it wasn’t from God, either.  Maybe, just maybe….

Maybe the power was…

Oh God.  I couldn’t even think it, let alone say it out loud.  But still, the data, the evidence…

But hey, I remembered quite clearly doing that…I did it myself…Contorting my face that way on purpose, though what that purpose was and why I did it and what my motives were (motives?  What could possibly be my motive for concocting the most hideously demonic scowl I could, let alone aiming it at her of all people?!?!) I could not begin to understand…Something in me wanted to help her and protect her, but it sure appeared like “I” (or something from me or in me or moving through me) was trying to scare her away from me!!!!!
What the Hell?!?!?

I suddenly realized how tired I was of all this.  Voices and drugs and Communions and full moons (why did all the weird stuff seem to need the full moon to happen?) and records that talked to me and listening to mental music concerts and…geez…Give me a break.

Give myself a break.

I mean, I’m a high school graduate…I have an OK job, helping companies get refunds on the FICA taxes they had erroneously withheld on their employees’ sick pay, sometimes adding up to hundreds of thousands of dollars for large enough companies…$7 an hour is not all that much, but it’s a lot more than most guys my age I know…and I’m going to attend the University of California at Irvine as a math major, and I can play the organ and I am a Christian and God loves me and Lori loves me and maybe after she graduates from high school we really can get married…

Who needs all this craziness?

And without any bells or fanfares, just as simply as I had picked what shirt to wear the day before, I decided to stop smoking weed.  Oh, not to change my life or renounce the Devil and all his ways, because I couldn’t be sure and wasn’t sure that the Devil really had anything to do with this, but that wasn’t the point.

I would quit smoking weed.

I would practice Communion 

(the Voice what about the Voice the Voice might go away we need to watch that closely)

sober.

My mind would be clearer.  I could do Bible study 

(Revelations, must look into the Book of Revelations about everything it says about the AntiChrist must look into that) 

and further my Christian education during the next 2 months before I started college.

And Lori would be pleased.  Yes, most important, far above and beyond all else, Lori would be pleased.  I would call her and tell her she was right and I was sorry and God was using her loving influence to minister to me and show me the errors of my way and I was listening to her and growing and sorry, oh so sorry, it will never happen again, and she would be happy and kiss me again and no longer see Satan in me now or ever again.

Yes.  That is what I would do.

--\--

Thus began what I would later refer to as the Drytime.

Sobriety.

Well, there were no physical withdrawal symptoms, since I was pretty-much only smoking weed once or twice a week.

And Lori was glad to hear the news.  A bit skeptical, but glad I was going to lay-off the evil weed.  She said she would quit, too.  Yet another thing we had in common.

And I went to work and swam at the local pool and Lori and I went to dinner and went to Church and all kinds of normal, regular, mortal things.

Life in Drytime was hard.

Things were not well.  I can fairly state that Lori was never the same after she saw Satan staring at her through my eyes.  We didn’t even talk about it.  It’s not like we spent hours and hours examining the whole Voice thing and all.  It happened, she was stoned too, and it was far from pleasant, but we did not dwell on it.  Out of sight, out of mind, right?

Yeah, right.

And the sad truth, the saddest truth of all, was that I wasn’t the same either.  The Voice went away.  Even staring at the moon and trying to listen to mental music had no effect whatsoever.  Before, the Bible had glowed, the words living and breathing, whispering and screaming glorious revelations one after another.  Now, they seemed only like dead words on a static page written about an ancient, bygone era.  

Pointless.

Empty.

The whole AntiChrist / AnteChrist thing seemed, well, high.  Stoned.  Which should have, honestly should have been a relief, as sobriety helped me to see the sickness that had crept into my soul.  But that’s not how it was.

Have you ever been to an airport and been on one of those really, really, long moving walkways?  If you walk quickly on that moving walkway, your speed is added to the automatic platform beneath you, and your “normal” gait is amplified greatly.  You rush along the ground, under your own power, and yet each step is good for two or three.  You are, on that walkway, moving with super-human speed.

But when you reach the end of the horizontal “escalator” that has whisked you along, you step onto the plain, flat, dull earth, and experience this most unpleasant s-l-o-w-i-n-g effect, as your Superman steps decay into just-plain-walking, and the exhilarating rush of ground and wind settles back to normalcy.

That’s what I was going through now, only worse, much worse, because it wasn’t my body but my soul that was trying to downshift to Drytime.  The Voice and the Powers and Communion were like a 40 mile an hour walkway, and yes I was the one walking and yes I was the one moving but wow I was not normal, no, I was more than Superman, I was…

was…

The Forerunner of Christ Himself.

And now in Drytime I was just a regular, boring person.  Not all that handsome, not really all that smart, and yes Lori still loved me at least she seemed to, although she was more distant, she said she wasn’t but I could feel it, I knew it, and not really knowing what to do with my life and heading to college for what reason I had no idea….Well, Drytime sucked.

“Sobriety is the punishment God uses on those who can’t handle drugs.”  Cute.  Real cute.

But all too close to the way I in actuality felt…

Physical withdrawal was a joke.  A non-issue, really.

But we are more than chemistry, more than body, more than flesh.  And the psychological effects of withdrawal, becoming mortal and (how the despised word causes me to choke) normal, well, that was a hell I had not imagined and was not prepared for.

Not ready for.

Not Ready.

Good Boy. 

24 - Drex #2 

“When your savior lets you down, who will mind?”

--Chris Squire, A Fish out of Water

Left, not right.

Right was so wrong.

Perhaps there would have been a different ending had I decided to turn left out of my parent’s house instead of right that fateful morning a month into my Drytime as I rode-out on my bike.  Perhaps I could have saved someone, if not myself, at least someone very sweet and precious who I loved so much, from the ordeal she would experience the next day.  Perhaps not.  Perhaps all the cards had been dealt, and the endgame would have resolved itself as it did regardless of any further involvement on my part.  I do not know, and can never know.

It is all bridge under the water anyway.

But I did turn to the right out of the driveway.

And right again at the stop sign…No…NO Sam, go left, turn LEFT, because Drex is there and something very bad will happen which you will not like at all and something very bad is going to happen after that and then something horrible probably the single worst thing of your entire life

(“Please, Dear God!  No!  NO!! NO!!!”)

after that…..

Left, turn left, not right, Sam.  It is not too late.

But of course, of the course

(The Course lay down long before)

my journey would take me to the right…past the open racquetball courts where Drex was yet again playing paddleball…and he would see me, even though I tried really tried to peddle fast and keep my head down and pretend I did not see him but he yelled out

“Hey SAAAM!!”

so loud that I would have looked like even a bigger idiot if I pretended I did not hear him.

So I thought I wanted to live without The Power, eh?  Go it alone, so to speak?  Don’t need no more help, ready to be a big boy, Shield of Faith all I need?

I was about to get a reminder of what the normal, mortal me was really like.  And how much I hated him.

So why drag it out with endless pages of prose?  The insightful reader has no doubt already correctly guessed that Sam stops, Drex’s friend puts down his paddle, Drex almost begging Sam for a game, Drex being such really a genuinely great guy just interested in the thrill of competition and finding it way cool that he has another chance to play with the Greatest Paddleball Player He Has Ever Known, and Sam being caught here like the proverbial Deer in the Headlights…Unable to run…Unable to face the truth of what Sam knows to be the stark inevitability of his defeat, regrettably taking the paddle in his hand, as he fights Sam Versus The Universe for Signs He Really Is The AntiChrist – The Rematch.

“Wow.  Cool, dude.  Thanks for stopping.  I’ll serve.” Drex said with the enthusiasm of a bona fide champ.

Losers always serve.

Except what Drex didn’t know was that he was the only winner here.  I should have served, should spend the rest of my entire miserable life serving because losers always serve and without the Power and the Voice and Communion I was such a poor excuse for a human being not to mention an athlete, just ask Dear Ole Dad who’s heart I had broken and disappointed so many times, just ask Mom who found me soooo weird…Just ask me.

This one part of the story is great made-for-TV-movie-stuff.  Very visual.  Very comic.

Very sad.

Sam’s shots went soooo wild, we spent half the time chasing the lost ball.  If I served with any power at all the ball went wide, and if I wanted to make sure the stupid thing was actually in the legal court then I had to hit with such finesse that Drex was easily able to smash the rubber sphere into the corner.  Not to mention, of course, that after having spent so much time laying around talking to the Voice and smoking weed I was in no shape at all, certainly not compared to Drex, and that’s taking into consideration that I played racquetball 3 times a week, or at least pretended to, or at least until I had graduated from high school….

666.  The Mark of the Beast.  Subconscious?  Coincidence?  Who knows, but the truth-is-stranger-than-fiction fact is that I lost 21-6, 21-6, 21-6.  I scored less points in all three games combined than I had in just one of the butt-kickings I and the Lightning’s Hand had decimated Drex with just a few months previous.

Actually, a very fair, honest, representative performance.  Today was the reality; it was the previous performance that was the aberration, as out of place in the continuity of the space-time matrix as Alice was in the Rabbit Hole.

Of course Drex didn’t know about any of that.  Had no idea of the super-human walkway that had previously propelled me to victory, or of the face of Satan my girlfriend had seen in me causing me to renounce my secret ways and drug-induced Communions which were somehow the source of my now-lost athleticism..…No.  All Drex could see was the outside, and the Greatest Paddleball Player He Has Ever Known could barely even hit the ball.  

“Geez.  What’s with you?  You sick?”

Yeah, I was sick alright.  Sick and tired of being sick and tired, and tired and sick of being me again.

“It’s like you are not even the same person.”  

“Bite me, Drex.”

What else could I say?  There was nothing to say.  

Drex’s words would haunt me all day.  “Not even the same person.”

And this “me” I was all too familiar with.  Whoever the other me was, how he got that way and whatever his secrets were and exactly what or who the Power was, I did not know, wasn’t able or willing to try to really figure out.  All I did know was that I missed him.  Missed the New And Improved Me.

I wanted Me back.

Yes, Drytime was tough.  Tougher than I thought it would be, mainly because I wasn’t ready for it, mainly because I didn’t really want it.  Drytime sucked.

My defeat at the paddleball court had left me as deflated as the previous victory had exalted me.  This loser on the court was the real me, truly a different person, a person I remembered but never felt comfortable with and never, ever liked.  So different from the photon-naming, Voice Communing AnteChrist-In-Training Warlock I had become.

And…

so sorry…

(“Please, Dear God!  No!  NO!! NO!!!”)

forgive me, Lord, but I missed the old New me sooooo much, you just have no idea.  The paddleball defeat had utterly deflated me, and erased any trace of resolve I had left to remain….in Drytime…to remain….straight.

I wanted, needed, to Commune again.

But, but WAIT!!!  What about Lori?  What about your promise…What about the face of Satan?  What about all that?!?
Well, just what about it?  The truth is that Lori doesn’t have to know, first of all.  Obviously she is just not ready and can’t handle life beyond the pale.  So I don’t have to tell her everything.  “Let there be spaces in your togetherness,” said the book by Kalil Gibran that Lori gave me for my birthday.

And the deeper issue…The Voice of Power, Satan that Lori had seen?  Do you really think you want to go back to that?

In my desperate state, empty, feeling so exposed, small and hating the normal me, it was all too easy to explain away and rationalize the whole thing.  I knew I had been the one who pulled the whole Devil Face.  Probably some weird display of weirdness, wanting to impress her in some weird way, who knows.  It doesn’t matter.  What matters is that I do not have to do that, don’t have to pull my lips over my teeth and do the Devil grin.  

I will be in control.

And maintain.

That’s it!!  I need to maintain, that’s all, I have not been maintaining!

And pray, yes, that is the key, I have not been praying enough, I must get back onto the real path, the God Path, because the Voice is Specialness, opening me to the next world, the Astral World, where both angels and demons tread, and I lowered my guard a little that’s all this time I’ll pray and stay focused and only commune with the angels and that way I can be special again and have the Power and no one will get hurt and it will all be good, so good, perfect even, just the way it is supposed to be.

I will Commune again.

Now.

Today, erasing the memory of the pathetic loser on the paddleball court, and if I move fast and go NOW then maybe I can catch Drex at the court and show him the New and Improved REAL Me.

Good Boy.

25 - Stolen Communion  

“Floating on the clouds of amber, searching for the rainbow’s end, earth so far below me, I’m here alone & I won’t come down no more.”

--Kansas, Masque

I realized I was nervous as I stood on the elementary school playground, marijuana pipe in hand, preparing for what would be my final Communion.  Or, more properly, the final Communion that would occur at my behest. 

A prayer of protection…that is what I needed…that is where I had gone wrong before, opening myself to the Astral Plane without having properly bound the forces of darkness.  Today would be different.

“Dearest God, Father of Abraham, Isaac, Jacob and Jesus, please hear me.  You are everywhere, and have blessed me with so many wonderful gifts.  I have given my life to you, and wish to renew that vow right here and now.  I give you my life, to be all that you want me to be.  And I pray that you talk to me, and reveal the full truth of Your Will to me here and now.  I love you.

“And in the Name of Jesus Christ I bind all evil forces, you must stay away, you have no power here.

“In the Name of Jesus Christ, Amen.”

There.  I was safe.

Or so I thought.

There are none so blind as those who…oh, I don’t know…There are just none so blind as I was then and there.

Strike match…pipe in mouth…heart beating a little fast, it had been nearly a month since I had Communed last as I stood on that schoolyard in late June…match to dried weed…inhale…suppress cough…repeat…

Wow…almost immediate…the drug shot through my brain like a poisoned crystal arrow…Pray…that’s it…must pray at all times, in all things giving thanks, and I am so thankful for everything, including this very moment, so perfect, so perfect, the living embodiment of all things perfect…Thank you God!!

Good Boy.  We have so much to show you. 

The Voice, clear, strong, so strong, not the Devil can’t be the Devil I bound the Devil…

Welcome back.  We knew you’d come.

Me too.  I always knew I’d be back.  There was destiny and purpose in the air.  “Speak Oh Lord your servant hears!”

You are so important.  You are needed.  So many need you.

Yes, I want to serve, to help, to make a difference in these last days.

The Last Days.  Yes.  The Prophesied One.  The Forerunner.  The AnteChrist.

Guessing problems only to deceive the mention…My only problem is that sometimes I think there are problems, but there aren’t!  I see that so clearly now!

Others must know…There are so many for you to teach.  But your powers must become complete…the marijuana is only a key, an aid, it is not real…It is only here to show you what is possible.

Yes, of course!!  God would never want His New Church to center around weed.

No, never.  But we have to get you to where your Powers are even stronger, and so that you do not need weed any more.  Do you understand?

Yes.  Of course.

Your soul must dip into the River of Life that flows from the Throne of God, and be washed, and become perfect, and then you will have all the powers all of the time, and even more, the miracles and gifts of the Spirit yours all yours now right NOW today are you ready?

Yes, oh Lord, YES!

Stand, My Beloved.

I stood up, as though a puppet on an unseen string.  My gaze was directed to the ground, as the blazing California June sun cast my razor-sharp shadow on the pavement.  And following unspoken directions I began to stare at that shadow, without blinking, eyes not flickering, when sooner-than-all-of-a-sudden I realized I was in The Pyramid of Light, Part 3…

only this time it wasn’t 15 feet as the first time with the florescent light above my head the night Peter Krenic cast a spell or hypnosis or whatever it was on me…

and this time it wasn’t 250,000 miles above me like the second time I stood in the Pyramid on the night I shot or did nothing-at-all to my best friend Richard…

No, no, the others were the precursors, the Forerunners

(Yes, Oh YES!!)

and this was the FULFILLMENT, the REALEST of the REAL THING, as I stood in the Sun Pyramid 93,000,000 miles high, and every photon DID have size, shape, dimension, location in time and space, and had flown to reach me, and each had a name trillions upon TRILLIONS of names, and they were beings from another plane and personalities and they all Sang as one, the Song of the AnteChrist, “Hail to The Lord’s Anointed!”

Me!!!

And the earth and the sky and the sun all as one sang and danced and celebrated the Crowning of the New King.

And as I continued to stare at the ground my eyes acclimated to the scene before me

(The time between the notes relates the color to the scenes)

and the border between the dark shadow and the bright sun began to blur, as the sharp-edge

(Close to the Edge)

began to disappear, when I recognized I could no longer see light or shadow, all was one undifferentiated field of vision, and I knew

(I shook my head and smiled a whisper knowing all about the place)

the meaning of the vision, able to interpret the living waking dream, another gift of the Spirit as even now my Powers continued to grow and expand, and the truth of the vision was that the light and dark are one, no different, just as God and Man 

(He turned around and pointed revealing all the human race)

appeared to the ignorant to be different but are really one, ONE, NO DIFFERENCE!

And I closed my eyes, and my soul gently slipped out of my body, rising out of the top of my head, and as I did so the “field of vision” (beyond sight, but I know no other words to use) expanded.  No longer was the sunlight visible in the narrow strip where my eyes were

(used to be)

but the light was shining from above and all around and below, in a perfectly continuous sphere, 360 degrees latitude and 360 degrees longitude, and the best analogy I can come up with was that it was like having 12 eyes in my skull, a pair pointing east, west, north, south, up and down, pure vision, pure consciousness, unbounded by anything so coarse as a body.

(A constant vogue of triumphs dislocates man so it seems)

I was weightless, utterly weightless, and I realized I was home.  The seasoned witch had indeed taken away the earth-plane in which I moved, and my soul and spirit and whatever words you want to use were free, completely freed from my body.

And The Voice spoke.  No more message.  Words being only excess at this point.

The Voice only had a question…The Question, the One Question I had been being prepared for this entire past year.

The Voice wanted to know…

Are you ready to do what you are told?

Yes, Lord.  Anything.

Such beauty, such perfection.  God’s Perfect Plan.

Good Boy.  You must dip into the River of Life.

Yes Lord.

You must do it now.

Yes Lord.

You must leave your body behind.

Yes Lord.

You cannot travel that far while you are still attached to your body.

Yes Lord.

I will watch it for you.

What, Lord?

When you are done you will come back.  It is Promised.

What, Lord?

You must kill yourself. 

What, Lord?

You must kill yourself.  Now!

But…

You will do what you are told!!

I…

Do it!!

How?

Good Boy.

How?

Then, as though again being guided by an unseen hand, I lay down on the pavement.  Hot.  Very hot.  But I was too stoned to have that register in any way that I would take action on.

Roll over.  Put your face in the pavement and stop breathing.

I can’t.

YOU WILL DO WHAT YOU ARE TOLD!!!!!

I’m scared.  I’m sorry.  I can’t do it.  But…

but…

but I believe you…I want to go…Take me, Please!!  I want to die, but you will have to do it for me.

Please.

Take me.

Kill me.

And Sam, who always felt weird and out of place, who had a Mommy and Daddy who loved him the best ways they knew how, who had an adoring girlfriend who really would do anything for him, who had brains and talent and friends and a ministry and a purpose and gifts to share with the world, that Sam, lay on the hot pavement of the Irvine Terrace Elementary School stoned out of his mind, praying that the Demons would kill him. 

26 - Final Communion 

“And in one gleaming moment I saw beyond the tomb…”

--Kansas, Mysteries and Mayhem

I realize I dread having to write this chapter.  Have dreaded it since before I began to arrange the electrically-charged silicon in my computer into the formations which I would call my story.

Electrons, bytes in a processor, lines on a page, formed into words and sentences for the reader, only hint at the nightmare which was me, and what I had done, and what would happen the day after I had asked the demons to kill me at my stolen Communion. 

I hate that it happened.  I hate that I did it.  I hate the memory.

But you must listen, you must learn, you must believe me.  Failure to do so brings you inch-by-inch closer to the Edge, the edge of madness, the edge of this world, the edge of evil.  Denying it or doubting it makes it just the tiniest little bit possible.

And you do not want that.

No you don’t.  You want anything else at all but that.

You never want to happen to you anything like the events of the day I am about to relate, for they will create memories a thousand times more haunting than any silly walking-dead zombie in a cheesy Hollywood horror-flick.  You would realize that those memories are the genuine living dead, gone, lifeless, unable grow or to be changed in any way, yet somehow reanimated within you, as their visage lives forever burnt into your memory, images you cannot shake no matter how much penance you do, or repentance you do, or booze you do, or anything else you might do.

Sam did not die on the school playground, of course.  Elsewise I could not be here to tell this story.  But I did lay there for nearly an hour wanting to die, hoping to die, trying to die.  I would exhale as far as possible and try to hold my breath and actually hope I would pass out and slip out of my body again, but to no avail.  The only reason I am here to relate this sordid tale is because I would not, somehow could not, take more drastic measures, measures which the Voice became increasingly insistent that I must do

(You will do what you are told!)

or else…or else…or else the Voice would make me very, very sorry, as promises of unimagined Divine blessing turned to threats of retribution for disobedience.

As the drug wore-off and some semblance of sanity returned I experienced none of the confusion or ambivalence I had before.  As the psychosis-inducing intoxicants worked their way through my system I realized what I had done, was doing, and had almost done!

I had been laying on the pavement of the elementary school actually praying that demons or the Devil would kill me.

That they were evil was no longer in question.  All doubt had been removed.  Somehow, by some unmerited favor I could never comprehend, as the magic of my own spell cast upon myself began to fade, I saw the unspeakable sickness of what I was doing.  It was all so drastic that as sobriety crept in, so did my revulsion with myself.

God does not ask people to kill themselves.  It just doesn’t happen.  And yet, right here, just a few minutes ago, I had been not only thinking about it but praying to Evil that it might happen.

The Voice was the Devil.  Plain and simple.

The “gifts” and the powers and the delusions of grandeur were all temptations, enticements, and I saw for the first time that the entire year-long process had been a Satanic plot to get me to kill myself.

And as I lay on the ground I began to shake, physically ill at the gravity I had been engaged in…and…and how close I had come.  Just a little more trust, just the smallest bit of more faith (though it pains me to use that word in this context) in the promise of empowered resurrection after my suicide, and I would have done it.  

Listen to me.

Heed my warning.

I would have done it.

Almost did.

Tried to, in my own cowardly way, but it is hard to actually kill yourself by just holding your breath.

No question…My God, I had actually been laying here praying for it to happen!
The drugs were wrong, the Communion was wrong, listening to the Voice was wrong, all of it so very, very wrong.

And Lori had been right.  All my rationalizations were just delusions…when she saw Satan’s grimace on my face it was because that’s who it was…in some ways, who I was, and what I was becoming.

Eventually I stood, brushed myself off and returned home.  I don’t remember much of that day, except for a feeling, an impression, of wanting a new life, a REAL new life, full of health and sobriety and raising my spirit in praise to the Lord and learning and growing and being safe, and loving my girlfriend, the Love of my Life, who had been right, oh so right about the danger and the evil and I am sorry oh so sorry I will never ever go near that again…

Please forgive me, Lord.

Please forgive me, Lori.

I did not want to talk to Lori that day, lest any trace of the drugs come through my voice, and she be able to tell, or 

(worse much worse) 

that there be any sliver of a window left open even a crack in my soul, allowing anything 

(dark, evil, horrible)

to get through and affect her in any way.  No, that could not happen, must not happen, I really would rather die

(not to get any kind of demonic power or fantasize I would wash my soul in the River of Life or any other such foolishness)

than let anything harm or hurt her in any way.

All she had ever done wrong was love me.  And she had suffered enough.

And I vowed, beyond vowing which can be just words but from the absolute essential and candid depths of my soul I knew that I would spend the rest of my life trying to be 

(no, not try, only DO!)

the best, most honest and lovingly perfect Christian I possibly could.

That’s why I didn’t want to talk to her that day, wouldn’t talk to her that day, and spent the rest of the day in remorse and resolve to live differently, really differently.

No more drugs.  No more Voice.  No more Communion.  No more Light Pyramid.  No more talking records.  Do more death wish, and no more stupid AntiChrist

(The Desolation of Abomination, the Devil from of Old, Oh Lord forgive me, how could I have been so blinded?)

thoughts or prophesies or anything.

Just peace.  Sweet sobriety.  The warmth of Christian fellowship.  Being nice to my parents and brother and sister.  All was going to be beautiful from now on.

(Right.  Yeah.  Just like that.  Luigi wakes-up one morning and decides it wasn’t so good that he borrowed that money from the Mob and he’ll just explain it was all a mistake and all will be well.  Yeah.  Right.)

And call Richard, maybe I can somehow make it up to him for what I had done.

But oddly the New Me, the Real, Christian New Me, not the evil “washed in powers” me that I thought I was going to be, slept fitfully that night.

(Satan I had used Satan’s powers and decided I didn’t want them and Satan was not pleased oh no because I did not do what I was told oh no someone would have to pay oh yes but not Sam…oh no…Sam would not have to pay…that would be all too easy…maybe we’ll just have to find someone you do care about…we will touch…the other…we will touch…the lamb…)

--\--

The next morning my overriding thought was how much, how very desperately I wanted to see sweet Lori and begin my new life with her.  No, I wouldn’t and couldn’t tell her about the tragic mistake I made yesterday, Calvary Chapel called it backsliding, but I would do everything I could to reinforce my commitment and love for her, and renew my pledge to live a loving life with her.

Of course I still wanted to make love with her.  That hadn’t changed.  The New Me was dedicated to love, and making love was an expression of that love.  How could it be wrong?  It never crossed my mind there could be anything wrong with being with my 15 year old girlfriend.  It’s not like it was rape or anything.

When I appeared at her house we were alone.  Everyone else was at Church and a family picnic.  So Lori and I had the place to ourselves, perfect, so perfect, so that we could share our love with each other.

She was a bit distant.  That’s all I noticed.  Perhaps there were other signs (signs?), but I couldn’t see any.  Girls are, after all, girls.  Moody, strange creatures.  Who can predict them?

So I didn’t pay any particular notice when I greeted her with a hug and she kept her arms down by her sides and felt just a little bit cold.  Besides, I was here on a mission of love

(pathetic fool even now didn’t know the first meaning of the word)

and with her parents gone it looked like I’d be able to accomplish that mission.

As we sat and chatted on the couch I talked in generalities, without going into specifics,

(oh no cannot do that must not do that…love and openness have their limits, spaces in your togetherness just like the trees in the forest)

about how glad I was for her, how much she meant in my life, how God was using her to make me a stronger, better Christian.

Lori was silent.  Wouldn’t even look at me, kind of staring into space.  You could say cold and distant, but those are just words and something was wrong here.

“Are you OK Honey?” I really wanted to know.

“Yeah.  Sure.  I’m just on my period.”

Oh.  I see.  That explains everything.

“I’m going to go take a shower,” she said quite deadpan.

Lightbulb!  “Say, how about if I join you?”

“Sure.”  Hardly any response at all.  A more sensitive or at least halfway caring person would have backed-off and realized this person was hurting.  But like I said before, don’t look for any heroes here.

We got in the shower.  Somewhere I realized Lori had not once made eye contact with me since I’d been there, but I failed to notice that it didn’t really matter to me.

“You know, Dearest, since your cycle just started we don’t need a condom.”  Real romantic.  One of the great, all-time classic lines.

“Oh.  Right.  Sure”

And without any ceremony, or hardly even a kiss, we united on the floor of the shower, as her blood flowed down the drain…and yet…strange…Lori’s breathing is strange, labored, thicker than it should be, thicker than it ever had been on any of those nights or movies or long car rides when she’d rest her head on my shoulder, feeling safe when she should have been running, running in panic for fear of…of…for fear of now.

“Are you really OK?”

No.  Lori was most definitely not OK, as I could clearly see when I actually took the time to look at her face…pale…eyes rolled back in her head…almost lifeless, going through the motions…I’d seen her tired and with low blood sugar and many ways, but never like this.

“Look, maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

Ya think, Romeo? And just what was your first clue?  That she hasn’t looked at you? The blood on the floor of the shower?  Or perhaps the fact that she is only 15 years old, and you shouldn’t even be here?  No?  Oh, wait, I think I’ve got it…It’s that just yesterday right about this time you were praying to the demons to kill you and make you the AntiChrist and now Luigi is tired and wants out but the Mob wants its money you cannot run oh no you cannot run…

We disengaged, and I stood up, practically dragging her to her feet.  But now, yes now, 

(something is wrong here)

oh why now is Lori staring at me like that?  Head tilted back, not blinking, a “lights-are-on-but-nobody’s-home” stare that put a chill through me.

“Honey?  Here, dry-off, you’ll be OK.  Do you want some juice or something?”

No response except for a half-mumbled “nah.”

“Alright, well I’ll get dressed and wait for you.”

I quickly dabbed-off the water from the shower, grabbed my clothes and went out to sit on the floor at the top of the stairs, just outside her bedroom that I had helped paint.  What’s going on here?  Uggh, I hated this, I felt like I was caught in some slow-motion dream, unable to free myself from the inevitability unfolding before me.

I turned my head toward the bathroom, ready to call out again if she was alright, and Lori was standing there still staring at me.  She had not bothered to dry-off, but had just thrown her clothes back on in as sloppy and disheveled manner as you could imagine.

“Lori…”  But before I could utter another syllable my voice was stopped in my throat as I noticed Lori was chuckling, a deep, slow, demonic chuckle.  “Lori?”  Something was very wrong here.

“You pathetic fool” she more hissed than spoke.  And as she said this she walked past me, down the first 4 steps that were at the very top of the stairway, sitting on the landing just a few feet from me.  She really didn’t sit so much as flop down, back to the wall, still staring at me.

“We need you down here.”  Her eyes were bloodshot, actually bloodshot, and her face was oh so pale.

And I was sober here.  No drugs of any kind this time.  Nothing.  I had sworn off them, really I had.  So what was this?

“A teacher.  That’s what you are, a teacher.  And there are so many who need to learn.”

Oh no.  I did not like this one bit.  I was getting a very bad feeling here.  “Lori, please, knock it off.  Stop it.”  But it was no longer Lori in front of me.  I knew that, either below or beyond consciousness, but I knew it.

“Just one little thing.  You just had to do one little thing yesterday and it all could have been yours.  Communion.  SECRET COMMUNION!!  Didn’t think anyone would know!!”  Again that laugh.

She knew.  I do not know how, but she knew.  I hadn’t told her and I hadn’t told anyone about the Stolen Communion but she knew!!

“Coward.  You ruined everything…….” she or he or it hissed at me.

But I had rebuked the Devil, bound the darkness…or at least I thought so….Evidently it had bound me, and was now rebuking me…

“Lori” I said again.

“Can’t have her not now…she’s ours….There’s so much for you to do down here.”

I know that I was not a good person.  I know that I had caused much pain.  But with whatever limited capacity I had I did, indeed, love Lori with all of me, such as it was.  She had told me she loved me and she went to my cousin’s wedding when I played the organ and we kissed when the bride and groom kissed and we went to Church together and, and I knew that I would, indeed, have died for her if it would have helped.

“Oh God, Please!!”

And Lori, sweet Lori, who had played Morning Has Broken and loved George the family dog and hugged me so sweetly when she was sad, Lori stared at me and screamed, yes screamed, “FUCK GOD!!!!!!” But it wasn’t her.  It really wasn’t.  It was my old friend The Voice, who had promised me so much and only wanted one thing and I had made it mad, very mad.

The Devil, the face I had seen in David and had shown to Lori and what the hell had I been thinking and oh no…..Please……Please…….

Lori’s eyes slammed shut and she started smashing the back of her head against the wall…over…over…over…pound….pound…

“Please, Dear God!  No!  NO!! NO!!!”

Please Dear GOD!!!!!

The last magic spell I ever cast in my life came from a “place” deeper in my soul, and with more intensity, than I ever imagined possible.  Only it wasn’t a spell for power, it wasn’t a spell for a Voice or vision or anything, and I only call it a spell because I did not ask I ordered, I commanded, but I did not order nature or drugs or Voices or the Devil or anything else, no…

…pound…pound…

The last “magic spell” I ever cast in my life I aimed at myself, and I ordered and commanded myself to really, actually, truly repent, renounce the Devil and Powers and magic and only love people, now and forever more, and God please Oh God if you can hear me not for my sake I know how wrong I am and how evil but for Lori’s sake she doesn’t deserve this….Please…Please Dear GOD SAVE US!!!!!!!!!!!
And if this was a movie then there would be floating and an exorcism and foul smells and all kinds of special effects, but this was not a movie and this is not a story and this was real and none of that happened…But as I cast my last “spell”, ordering myself to finally get my life together and start living like a decent person, and simultaneously prayed and begged and pledged my life over and over to the Holy One of Israel…Lori stopped thrashing around, stopped hitting her head, opened her eyes…and began to cry.

I hugged her, squeezing hard, maybe too hard, and cried like I had never cried in my life.

“I’m sorry.  So sorry.  Dear Lori, please forgive me.”

All she had ever done wrong was love me.

Sorry.  So sorry.

Please forgive me, Lord.

Please forgive me, Lori.

27 - Cleaning House

“I wonder what you’d think if all the changes didn’t come, for growing old is only going back to where you’re from.”

--Kansas, Hymn to the Atman

Home again.  Mommy and Daddy’s house.  Safe.  No voices.  No powers.  Lori was safe too.  I had held her for hours and we talked openly, completely, not like before.  About what I had done, and what had happened.  And of course about how sorry I was, but at a certain point the words became empty, since there is a limit to what words alone can do.

She was fully aware of everything, albeit quite shaken, and showed no signs of any lingering effects.  So when her family got home I felt it was OK for me to leave her….And I wanted, needed to get away, because I had some things to do, some things to get rid of, and I couldn’t stand looking at her mom and dad, knowing what I had brought into their daughter’s life.

I kissed her cheek, and with a final hug said goodbye.

I needed to take action, and it was not a challenge to know where to start.  My bedroom was ground zero for my attack on myself and decency, and I had plenty of work to do.

First, the stash box.  I snuck it into the bathroom, and flushed the marijuana and Thai stick and hashish down the toilet, to join the rest of the sewage where it belonged.

Funny how even after yesterday I hadn’t done that.

Funny.

But I wasn’t laughing.

The truth, the realest real truth, was that even “finding myself” laying on a school playground asking demons to kill me was not enough motivation to get rid of the drugs.  I was still, in the back of my mind, in echoes of my mind I did not even know existed, thinking I could somehow control and adjust and fine-tune the experience.

Only Lori’s possession (what else to call it?) had actually touched me.  Mere psychology?  I couldn’t possibly see how.  She knew things that she could not possibly have known.  And there is no video, and I cannot show or prove it to you, but I knew beyond doubt that the thing that talked to me was not Lori.  Period.

My experiments with drugs and the powers and all had subjected her to an invasion by a foreign spirit.  A very unfriendly one.  

I was only grateful that she had not been more seriously hurt.

Grateful to the core.

It was only that glassy, red-eyed stare, seeing my sweetheart so not herself, that finally broke-down my walls of delusion and allowed me to escape.

The Lamb of God, who takes away the sins of the world.

All she had ever done was love me.  Yes, with all of her, including her body, and that was not good for her.  God does not punish us for our sins.  Our sins are their own punishment, the very thing God’s corrective guidance is meant to save us from.  And with the drugs and premature intimacy and occultism we were in a hell on earth that only sought to destroy us, I could see so clearly as I purged my room of all traces of the spiral into madness.

But what would I use to purge my memory?

And yes, perhaps it is another cliché, but it is also the truth, that in that one moment I was totally and completely changed forever, that moment when I looked at her and…

Best not think of it.

But couldn’t forget it either, couldn’t get it out of my mind…

Nor could I forget that it was I who took her down that road.

So as I threw away the drugs… and the Satanic rock albums… and the pipes and the screens and the pipe-cleaners and the old baggies…and the blasphemous drawings I had made of myself as ruler of the world, empowered by forces that should not exist in the life of a 15 year old Christian girl…I also knew with certainty that in order for my commitment to be real, to give Lori and myself and perhaps, just perhaps our relationship, a legitimate chance to heal…I knew that I had made love to precious, gorgeous Lori for the last time.

And I went to bed and covered my head with the blanket, and continued to cry, a crying that had not seemed to stop but only take a small pause from earlier when I had experienced such relief when I saw her eyes open and realized it was her, and not…not…not whatever that unspeakable thing had been…I did not know exactly what it had been, and did not want to know, and never would know with mathematical certainty…but I did know I wanted it gone forever and would do anything and every single thing in my power (oops don’t use that word, too close, too soon, let’s just say ability) to make sure it never came back, ever.

And I cried…I cried for sorrow…I cried for relief…I cried for my stupidity and recklessness and I cried in shock for how close I had come to doing something irreparably harmful to myself, and I cried in anguish and begging and pleading that I please Dear God, Please, that I hadn’t allowed irreparable harm come to Lori.

I didn’t know hurt like that was possible.

28 - New Life

This is the chapter in the book where, according to formula, Jesus takes over and the newly redeemed finds life a joy and relief and never has another problem and everyone lives happily ever after.

Sorry.

But I’ve warned you not to look for heroes and happy endings here.

Sorry.  Wrong book.  Wrong story.  Wrong author.

Part of me, a very tiny part, has come to hate Easter Sunday services.  Oh, don’t get me wrong, Easter and Resurrection are the absolute cornerstones of my personal and religious life.  They are not something I believe, but something I have done, something I am.  But the trumpets and choirs and cherubic children running around hunting for colored eggs…oh, it is all so wrong, so commercial, so Hollywood…Drama and pageantry, all show and adornment, the Disneyland of genuine life-transforming experience.  

If you have ever been through your own symbolic death and resurrection you know how fake and shallow and misleading the whole thing is.

Resurrection, real resurrection, the changes that come from the resolve and effort to substantially change one’s life, simply doesn’t happen like that.  There is no fanfare.  No dramatic soundtrack.  And certainly it doesn’t happen overnight.

And working on my new life as a normal mortal was hard.  Very challenging.

No more voices or communion or the sparkle from secret liaisons with powers from beyond.

Just life.  Work.  Getting ready for a college life I struggled to find personal motivation for.

And there were unexpected casualties along the way.  Attending Calvary Chapel, for example, was a nasty affair.  The promises and doing what I was told were all too intertwined with the AntiChrist delusion and the end of the world.  Listening to the endless sermons and Bible studies about the impending rapture proved torturous.  So I started attending a local Methodist church.  Not much to say, except it was one of the many changes.

And I was glad when we moved, still in Irvine, just down the road a few miles, but now everyone had their own bedroom, and most importantly I would not have to look at that streetlight ever again.  Grateful, oddly grateful.

I started eating meat again.  I had become a vegetarian for none of the “normal” reasons people do so; I wasn’t concerned with animal rights, or diet, or health factors, or the effect of animal husbandry on the earth’s starving poor.  No, for Sam vegetarianism was a way of lightening the psychic centers.  So, along with a resolve to change my religion came a new diet.

And decorations.  The silver Buddha statue had survived my initial purging, but on closer inspection I realized I had heard too many voices tell me too many things, and several of them seemed to come from that shiny statue as it danced to the lights that flickered in time with the music.  Gone.  Bye, Buddha.

I certainly was reinventing myself, an experience that I can honestly say remained as a part of my daily consciousness for about 2 years.  Like surviving abuse or a disease, I was daily a “reformed witch.”  Not that I would say that or express myself in that way to anyone.  Oh no.  Alcoholics can find their support groups, so too survivors of child abuse and cancer and many, many other evils in this life.  But not so for me.  

Cut to circle of chairs.  Weekly meeting.  Stand.

“My name is Sam, and I am a recovering warlock.”

“Hello, Sam” all say in unison.

Uh, yeah.  Right.

It is a remarkable milestone in the life of the reformed addict when they no longer identify themselves in terms of what they no longer do.  It would take poor Sam years to get to that point.  

Years.

And the outside changes were easy, really.  The hard part was realizing, and confessing to myself, that the world now looked dull and gray.  I looked dull and gray.  The AnteChrist and the Greatest Paddleball Player and the million-mile pyramid of light and oh, so many other delights, illicit and dangerous and wrong as they were, the Communions and Voices which had been my constant companions….Gone…all gone…And that was ok…What was not ok was how bad I felt about myself in recognizing how badly I missed them.

The new world, the new me, sobriety, my future, all of it one endlessly gray hollowness, stretching as far as I could imagine, where once such….Stop.  Please stop.

New Church, clothes (the old tie-dyed shirts seeming just a little too drug-induced), new music (Christian radio only, nothing else), decorations, school, new room in a new house, diet… 

The only significant element that remained from the previous me, Sam the wannabe AntiChrist, was my relationship with Lori.

And, of course, that could not survive either.

29 - The End  

“Twas in the Darkest depths of Mordor I met a girl so fair, but Golem and the Evil One, crept up and slipped away with her…”

--Led Zeppelin, Ramble On

The end came at a Church retreat.

Twenty or so kids, a handful of counselors.

Lori had been growing ever more distant.  Not, of course, like that day in the shower, but cold.  Removed.  We never discussed the events of that day, for what, indeed, could one say?  I was sorry, it was scary, and we both made many adjustments to our new lives.

But things would have been challenged for us under any circumstances.  I was going on to college, she was facing her Junior year at Uni High, and was excited because she had just gotten her driver’s learning permit.

Add to that memories and experiences and, well, I blame no one but myself.  I couldn’t blame her for not really wanting to be around me.  At times I didn’t want to be around myself, but she at least had a choice in the matter.

So, in July we went on this Church youth group retreat, trying to be normal kids, fun and fellowship and food, but there was nothing normal about it, and I no longer belonged, if for no other reason than I had graduated, graduated from high school, graduated from Voice lessons and how-to-be-the-AntiChrist-lessons and…

And every time I looked at her I had flashbacks.  What was done was done, and I had done the best I could in reinventing myself, but still…A lot had happened.  A lot of bridge under the water, you know?

And she was just a kid, after all, and I couldn’t blame her even then…

At the retreat she didn’t want to hang around me much.  

She disappeared for a few hours with another kid named Kerry.  

When I saw her again she said she knew she and Kerry were going to be good friends.

She said she hoped we could be too.

The worst, more painful word in the English language for any male is the word “friend” when it comes from the lips of a female, especially one he loves and cherishes and adores…

And on the way home the car stopped for gas and I didn’t have any money and I didn’t care and I stole some Sominex sleeping pills and took about 10 of them but I was so charged-up and angry and hurt and confused watching her hug this guy and kiss him that the pills didn’t do any good even though I pretended they did and pretended to sleep in the back of the car on the way home and listen to her talk to Kerry about what a jerk and idiot I was and how glad she was to get rid of me and I couldn’t disagree with her.

Yet another sign of how much we really did have in common.

30 - Aftermath 

“I prophesy disaster and then I count the cost...

I shine but, shining, dying,

I know that I am almost lost

On the table lies blank paper / my tower is built on stone /

I only have blunt scissors / I only have the bluntest home...

I’ve been the witness, and the seal of death

Lingers in the molten wax that is my head

When you see the wrecks of sailing ship spars sinking low

You’ll begin to wonder if the points of all the ancient myths

are solemnly directed straight at you...”

----Van Der Graff Generator, A Plague of Lighthouse Keepers

“Text here.”

That is my note to myself that this is where my chapter begins.  And the story ends.

Though, of course, no story ever ends.  Life is the endless and eternal parade, without beginning or end, and all we as authors and artists do is decide when to turn the cameras on and off.  But the parade continues.

Drex became a Hollywood special effects man.  We’ve never spoken of the two very odd and oh, so very different paddleball games.

Richard and I drifted apart.  I heard a rumor that he was some rich engineer, and it wouldn’t surprise me, but after my resurrection and Richard was so adamant that God doesn’t exist, well, the truth is we didn’t drift apart, I told him I never wanted to talk to him again.

David, the first to wear the Face, remembers nothing of that day.  The few times I’ve brought it up he thinks I’m kidding.  We remain best of friends.

If Peter Krenic even ever existed, Sam could find no trace of him anywhere.

Lori and Sam met for a reunion of sorts nine years after the Final Communion.  They talked of marriages and divorces, Lori’s son, and music and pianos and God and many things.  But none of the events of the summer of 76 were ever mentioned.

Sam called Debbie McIntyre shortly after the shower incident.  She refused to talk, and hung-up after less than a minute.  “Take what I say in a different way, and it’s easy to say that this is all confusion.”  

And sometimes, just every now and then, in a moment of weakness, when the world seems particularly sad or gray or empty, I wonder, just in passing, if for only the briefest time, just what really would have happened if I had believed the Voice, and had done what I was told…

But no…best not even think it…

For surely that way madness lies.

31 - Epilogue

“Don’t take the Devil dare, don’t gamble when the game ain’t fair, lock and bolt the doors, don’t let the Devil use you anymore.”

--Kansas, The Devil Game
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Lori with AntiChrist wannabe Sam,

Disneyland Grad Night, June 1976
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