INTRODUCTION

Magic was m first passion, obsession, or love
g 3 P bl 3

Y turned marriage for over]corty six years, but

B now | have straged and taken magick as my mis-~

-ﬁﬁ,;%u;. ,

tress. [Jer abilitﬂ to take strong stories and ef-
fects and create interesting entertainment makes her an enc]ﬁanting temptress few can resist. |t is fair
to say that some People cannot see the forest througlﬂ the trees, others cannot see the Magick
tl‘xrough the magic. Wl‘xat a Pitﬂ that being consumed }35 magic does not qualhcg one as a magijcian, for
that is the title | still strive to attain ... better yet, a Bizarrist.

| am indebted to Larrg White for sPonsoring me so | might applg for acceptance into the 5hadow
Network, and to Brother Shadow, Carl Herron for accepting me into their rather exclusive ranks. |t
is a close]y knit Familg of PerForming artists, historians, writers, dream weavers and story tellers. Jaci(s
of all trades who are often masters of them as well. ] have been inspirecl and encouraged, nurtured
and influenced }33 many over the years, to name them all would be to create a veritable who's - who of

magic.

Atrisk of being accused of name dropping, two of the most recent mentors are (Gene Poinc and [ d
f}domaniinijﬁaWSt]hwchadthegood?oﬁunetoknowishﬁ/hcrownPemongauﬂquchaﬁ
these days. | think magick demands that they be. |ndividuality is often proportionate to creativity and
vice versa. | he shadow Network is a caring, s]ﬂaring community. |f sources or suggestions are
needed, theﬂ are found; brain storming and threads to be followed up are common Place things‘
Some are wary of Pizarre Magick, they assume it consists of dark and sinister trappings, evil and
the occult. T hey are misinformed. FeoPIe tend to fear what they do not understand. Cast your

fears aside, open your minds to a new adventure ...to a whole new world! Ferhaps n A Darker Light"
will lead the way. As a dear friend told me, it is time to unleash your dreams.

Many stories in this volume are true, others have crept onto the page from some twisted recess of my
mind. Words and their power have alwags intriguec{ me; | can onlg hoPe that you will be as caPtivatec{
by the possibilitics, driven to hone your own performing persona and bring the stories to life. Now
and againin a given aPProach you may find a new Principle at the heart of the method. Begin secking
Jekyll only to encounter Hyde.
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A DARKER LIGHT

A 5/’/75/6 candle is a /onc[g //g/n‘ [ts 5/0/76’/‘6 of influence /s

limited, its very [ife 5raa/ua/{g consumed. | he wax of even
the Ar{'g/n‘cst evcm‘ua/{g trickles down ..,rcturmhg us to

C]Bf)éﬂCSS.

A t/;ou‘g/ﬁ is like a candle’s )[/amc, iF it is shared. if it s

Passec;/ a/ong /oer/mps others can bencﬁtj and /oer/m/:)s
the or{g/na/ //g/n‘ may

never ifu//ﬂ dre.

777656 pasges are my
candle. / pass them

on to gou.

Ronalcl J Dagton

4-11-00
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W1 COME

T here are dark corners in the recess of every mind my friends— and from these sPring forth horrible
wonderful tl‘xings‘

]ggou are new to the world of the bizarre, no doubt the format of this book will strike you as odd-
almost more literature than the “Pu” the rags from the box” faire of most magicians, but THAT is
trulg the evil that must be destroyec{.

Within this crypt of rants and hallucinations you will find the poems, the stories, and effects of
Brother K otah. T he methods are imPliecl, assumed and sometimes as hidden as the effects them-
selves, but in this niche of legerc{emain we are more about theatre than worrying about which Piece of
thread to use or what method will be best. Doubtless you will have your OWN ideas of method
when you read these dark inspirations, and imagine a piece of performance theatre where the effects

themselves are Punctuated 53 the eerie recitals of these magnhcicent]y dark couPIets.

If] may add to the list of Brothcr K otah’s Memorials:

//7 Lovfng /\//cmorﬂ O,[ Mask/ﬂn Ye /\//agc,— mentor and friend.

[tisa Pleasurablﬂ somber task ec{iting and commenting upon such words as these... Mag tl—xeg haunt

5OU as we”

K othchild T 51‘3/7&6
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COLD SPIRIT

Decaclcs ago, my aunt and uncle lived in a farm house. | ate one cold winter night around
1939, a thick blanket of new]y fallen snow covered the ground. T he air had a distinct arctic
bite to it but the presence of wind was almost non existent. My aunt was relaxing at the
kitchen table, siPPing acup of coffee. [er husband Stanley had alreacly retired for the
evening, Suddcnlg someone Poundcd loucﬂg at the back door, |t was much more than a sim-
Ple knock, it was a loud and forceful Poun&ing sound. There was no doubt at all that some-
one wanted in. Vio!et was unc{erstanclab!g shaken. Stan!eg, who was in the habit of removing
his hcaring aid before going to bed, was unmoved and of little l’mclp. Violet turned on the
back 3arc1 ]ight and cautiouslg looked out the window.

No one. Nothing was there, no Footprints were in the undisturbed blanket of snow. Violet
squin’ced to see better all the way out to the barn. With a back clroP of faded red, a Pale

white wisp of a form circled slow]g around an old abandoned well down near the stock pens.
Several more evenings during that cold and lomclg winter, the vapor~li1<c form circled s!owlg

around the well ... never touching the ground,just seeming to float a foot or so above.

The Fo”owing summer, my relatives risked aPPearing foolish by asking the local sheriff to in-
ves’cigate the mystery. W!’xen the boards which covered the open, ground level we”, were re~
move&; the skeletal remains of what the sheriff assumed to be a vagrant or hobo who had
fallen into the well years ago were discovered. He must have been headed toward the barn
in the dark — iooking fora Place to sleep. Once again, | cannot vcrhcg its authcnticitg but |
am told that this Piece of wood was part of that which covered the well, and had fallen inside

with the remains.

SI‘IOW a weathered board on both sides (Padc”c move) [1and it to a spectator and ask — "
Do you think it rea“y was?" When the spectator turns the board over.. The words HE_LF
MI are scratched onto it.

KOTAH
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( / would do the move before tc//lhg the story, then have the 8uest hold the wood between
her hands re vca/ing the wordss at the end of the tale.... A bit of blood in the Pa/m, ala the old
ash trick, would also make this more Powcn[u[ ....... 5tanéc)

Amanda was a silver haired Pixie of a woman, and al-
thoug!ﬁ she mig}'xt be termed ’e]derlg’, she continued her / _ 5
years in the nursing home with a warm dignitg and spirit _’ -
which belied each decade. | was working at the Facilitg
as an aid during the fall of 1 984 Tha’c's where we first
met. Nursing homes are, iFyou spcnd enough time

in them, like a microcosm of life itself. |t

is a school of hard knocks in whic}‘l, if

you take the time to lis’cen, you will

learn lessons in love and heartbreak,
hopc and shattered dreams. Fcople there deal with issues l’lealthg Peoplc rarelg consider. [t
is an existence of enduring Sometimes en&uring Pain, Ioneliness) boredom and fears. \/\/lwen
we were young we were not wise enough to treasure cach claﬂ, cach Frienclship orlove as

Fu”g as it should be. Ferhaps thatis why so many old Pcople seem to live in the past. | think it

is their way to hold on to treasures theg have known.

Amanda's mind was very keen. Some afternoons when | would bring her a dinner tray, we
would find time to talk. Looking back on it now | believe | enjogc& it every bit as much as she
did. ] have often thought about our conversations, and the way her eyes would ]ight up when
she spokc of her children and her l’musband, Gcorgc. Tlﬂcy met at a USO dance and it was
love at first sight. Ti‘ncg married after the war and settled down in a (leveland suburb to be-
gin raising their Familg.
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] can see it all as if it were onb gesterdag. Now, years la’cer] still miss those talks. Yes,
Amandais gone, but she lives on as a dearfriend in my memories. | remember the dag |
walked into her room and she was not there. T!nc bed had been striPPch but her mirror,
brush set and a bottle of her favorite PerFume sat on the &ressing table as if awaiting her re-
turn. ] walked over to the table and Pici(ecl up the brush she had used so many times. ] dis-
covered a long silver white strand and pu“ccl itfree. Torme it sgmbolized the common thread
which connects us all. ( Begin your gypsy thread routine with the Fo“owing patter )... There
are times in life when our hearts will or may be ]:)roken, but with love and Faitlﬁ, all will be made
whole again. ( Show thread Fu“g restored). | he eyes it is said are the windows to our soul.
]F that is true, ] wonder what Amanda saw as she gazed inside? Did she think of George
who has Preceded herin cleath, and tell him so with her final breath? (E_xha]e on the mirror

and show that the words “] M]SS YOU” appcar.>

(Casua”3 clean the mirror with your Pocket handkerchief and continue.) Looking out the
window of her room that b]ustcrg fall afternoon, | couldn't hclp thinking as the clging leaves
fell to the ground that their season had ended. Put in the larger scheme of ’chings it was ac-
tua”g all a part of an unending Promise of life. As ] stcPPed outside to return home, the
brisk cool air did not carry the aroma of dccaging leaves. ] detected onlg the !ingcring scent
of Amanda’s PerFume. (This haunting gragrance is the last thing left in the mind oFgour au-

dience).

THESET UP/METHQOD: T he strand of hair found in the brush is actua”g a
lengtlﬁ of thread Prepare& as per the standard Ggpsy Thread effect. lee mirror is pre-

Parecl by Iightlg Printiﬂg the words “l M]SS YOU” onitusinga light coat of rubber ce-
ment and a fine brush. A”ow it to cirg complctcly. Tlﬂc l’lanc{kcrchicxcgou use to clean the
mirror has a bit of scented oil on it. The mirror is oPenlﬁ cleaned, and the rubber cement
residue removed as we”, leaviﬂg the li]ting Fragrance in the air. This aPProach of using a

scented cloth was suggestcd bg Brotlﬂcr Slﬂadow.

KOTAH
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"DREAM TURNED UNWELCOME NIGHT MARE

REM sleep aclwievecl, my boéy tossed and turned.

]n my subconscious, the unresolved still burned.

The visions, visitations conjured) and savage]g clivinecl;
f’]aunting thoughts to demonizc, spccters of my mind.
Taunting whirling spirits, Prancing , dancing in my skull.
Theg merciless]y torment me in the evening's silent lull.

As if summoned }33 a mystic, sometlﬂing dcep within me swarmed.
Ghostly recollections omcgou and |, the Pictures that they formed.
Somewhere in the distance of my dream, l hear ]augl’ﬂ:er‘

[t is you, demcaning me, relcusing the affection | am after.

A dark dream filled with anger, a darker realitg found when | awaken.
Not in my bed but in hers, where her life l‘ve taken.

Mg dream turned nigl’mtmarc, and 9ct ] am not shaken
T his is a rite the Devil's willed. T he chosen are the killers, the others to be killed.

KOTAH
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NAVAJO NIGHT

Silhouetted against the glow of a setting southwestern sun, a solitarg form struggles to
reach the mesas' summit. Stripped of c]othing, save a loin c]oth, without food or water, not
even a blanket to Protcct him from the elements. Exhaustcd he s!umps to the ground and
falls into a deeP sleeP. This is the first m’glﬁt of many he will SPend on this desolate stretch
of land, encluring natures ravages, the relentless scorching heat of the dag and the bruta”g
numbing cold of the night. Morning found him chilled and shaking uncontro”ab!y, his bod9
filled with Pain. The break of clag offered the false promisc of relicmc, but like a bing lover, it
brought onlg torment. The hunger and thirst weakened himJ but it was the sun, the b]azing
sun that very ncar]y broke him. ]’c carried him to the very brink of death itself. Draincd and in
a clelusion, almost trance-like state, this Native American was closer to his goal than he was
to death. He had chosen to make thisjoumeg, to endure these hardships as part of his
qucst.

He was a dream seeker in search of his destin& [e awaited a dream in which he would be
visited }33 an animal sPirit guicle who would give him a sign. ]t was Power‘Ful medicine. As he
slippe& in and out of consciousness the first sPirit guicle made his presence known. |t was a
wollc, and in his mouth he carried an arrowhead) but what did that signi{:y, a hunter or a war-
rior? Tl’]c arrival of a second sPirit helper, afalcon Circling high over head did little to offer a
solution. [eld tightlg inits Powcrgu] talon he clutched a sing]c unspent bullet. Ferlﬂaps this
vision foreshadowed the slaughter and near extinction of the bwc]caio, or did it warn of the
massacres at Wouncled K nee or Litt]e Big [Hormn? Was itjust such a bullet in the hands of
just such a man, destined to kil Gcorge Armstrong (Custer?

We may never imow, but ] find a sad iron9 in the fact that these Prouc{ People would repay
ourgrced, our deceit and our irjusticcs bg serving as US Marine radiomen during \/\/W”
The Navajo, speaking their native tongue, created a code the Japanesc were never able to

break. Dreams and their interPretations were, and continue to bc, imPor’can’c to the Native
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American, as is the symbolism and power of this authentic dream catcher. What magic does
it hold?

FERFORMANCE T he dream catcheris held and displaged in the left hand. With a

sweePing motion of the left arm, the rig%t arm and hand come up to meet it. As you begin the
sweep you say, ”Tl’le Wo]]c.“ Tlﬁe right hand which has stolen an arrowhead from the rear
edgc of your table, where it has been held bg adab of poster putty, secminglg P]ucks it from
within the web of the catcher. The feather and unspent bullet are also secured to the table
edge with Puttg. On the second sweep of the left arm the righ’c hand steals the bullet and
the feather as you say, ”T}wc ]:alcon.“ Tl’lC right hand Pretends to P]uck both the feather
and bullet from the dream catcher web. The arrowhead had been Placed on a folded Navajo
blanket you have used as a makeshift close~uP mat. The feather and bullet are now P]aced
along~siclc it. A velveteen clisplag box is in you rightjacket sleeve. On the third and final
sweep of the ca’cclﬁer, your eyes, as bClCOFC, follow its Patl‘x. (/lnc}er cover of the Iargcr mo-

tion, the right arm lowers to your side and allows the box —

to slip into your right hand. The box is then scemiﬂglg
Plucked from the catcher as well. [tis immecliatclg P]aced
along~siée the other arti]cacts, then opened to reveal A

POURFLE HEART.

KOTAH

NIGHT TAKES OUFEN

Jacob PBremowitz had worked in the New York
clothing district Fomcor’cg seven years. An eternity

ago it seemed. Amid the sick and weary deluge of

emigrants at E”is |slands seéming!g safe lﬂarbor, he
and his parents were but a grain of sand enguhcec] in this seething tide of humam’tg. The in-

credible Problem of communication and documentation brought its own element of frustra-
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tion, a | ower of Pabble you migh’c say, driving a weclge of doubt into the dream of building
anew life in America. A dream Fo”owirxg the nightmare tkeg fed. Bu’c build theg did, and the
strength and sense of purpose in the infrastructure of the community thcg raised was strong,.

Strcngtln was cvcrgwlﬁere. Work Ct!’liCS, honestg, Familg and faith.

When he was eighteen, Jacob met and married the love of his life Marda Sussman When

allis right in the world,}'og is found in simP]e things. Marda had l’\crgardening and bridge
club, Jacob the chess games with a handful of cronies in the Park e would often leave in
the morning to try out a new strategy without waking his beloved Marda. LiFe had been
good and their fiftieth armivcrsarg was very close. ]t seemed Oﬂlg 9estcrclag that the heel of

his shoe Ceremoniouslg smashed their wedding toast goblet

Jacob sat at his customary spot, chess board before him, his fedora iying brim down to one
side of the board. T he cha”enger sitting oPPositC him chose the white Picces, Jacob ar-
ranged the black. A]bert 5chwar‘cs, afriend for many years aPProachecl their table. Jacob
never noticed Al‘s oclc”g sombcr, almost hesitant gate. ]t was the wcight of the news he bore
that held his head down in sorrow. [Je put his hands tenclcr]g on Jacob's shoulders as he
looked into his friends eyes, leaned forward and tear‘Fu“y whisPered, " Jacob... Marda died
in the night."

How macabre that the Night should take his deen Jbutlifeisa sPin of the &reic}el, and
nothing is as it seems. (With these words the brim down fedora into which the Pieces of a

shattered gobiet have been Place& on is lifted to reveal the gob]et is now restored. | he
white king is Pickcd up and broken in two between the hands. thn the Pieces are droPPe&

to the tab]e, cach half has become a Pawn) Fawns we all.

METHOD Agoblet is sitting mouth down under the fedora. The cloth in which the first
goblet is wraPPecl is a Devils Hani(, into which the broken Pieces are Placecl. The base of
the inverted gob!ct is graspcd throug}n the top of the hat. Wa’cching your ang!cs the hat is
raised then lowered to table brim down once again. T he make shift bag formed from the
Devi]s [Hank then clroPPed open to vanish the broken Pieces‘ The i(ing which is broken in
halfis actua”g a solid king which has been cut in half tl'xcnjoinccl togctlﬂcr with rubber ce-
ment. When you Pick it up and break it between your hands, one pawn is alrea&g Palmed at
the fork of cach hand. As the supposed break is made, your left fist moves forward and over
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the chess board as if you are going to clrop the Piccc in that hand, simultaneouslg the par-
tia”g closed right hand moves back to the rear ecige of the table and ]aPs its half of the king.
T he motions are now reversed. Right hand moves forward to the board and clrops its pawn.
(nder that misdirection the left hand ]aps its half, then moves forward to open Palm up re-
vealing a second pawn. The pawns are obtained and thumb Pa]med, one in each hand as you

goto Hourjacket Pockets for the gob]et and Devi]s Hank.

KOTAH

"DARKVOYEURINTHE MIRROR *

Does our reflected image in a mirror, vanish when the lights are out?
Or does it remain like some silent shadow voyeur to watch us in the darkness of
the niglﬁt?
Docs it morph and changc to a strange bcast; released to roam our home?
Fi”ed with demented lust, incubus/succubus to be dread, or demonic lover to
welcome to our bed?
Dark entity, devil's spawn; unseen Phantasms.

Come to me quietlg) and bring unho]g orgasms.
And with the sun, the deed is done.

me the devil's whore?

KOTAH
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