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Prologue

The cause was not quite lost.
Joe knew his best chance was to kill as much time as he could.  He had to stall to give Strike Force enough time to arrive.  So he began telling the longest story he knew.  It was the story of his life as a sorcerer.  With the future of two worlds at stake, he began telling his story:

Chapter 1--Getting Started

I woke up one morning and realized something was going on.
My dreams were getting more and more vivid, while my waking life seemed less and less real.  I turned over in bed and looked at my alarm clock.  The time was 10:00 AM.  It looked like it was going to be another unproductive day.  I got up, used the restroom, splashed water on my face, brushed my teeth, and headed out to find something to eat.
I didn’t have much money left.  I had been unemployed for almost four months with no prospects on the horizon.  I knew I would have to do something, anything, soon.  The thing is, I lived in an awfully small town.  Maybe it was time to move on.  But I didn’t want to.  I loved living there.  Life was simple and people were friendly, or had been until recently.
I saw in the paper that there were a lot of places looking for help in the town of Henryville.  That was where I needed to go.  Henryville was sixty miles away.  A round trip would be one hundred and twenty miles.  I could do it for a while, but I would have to get an apartment and move there soon.
I got into my car and drove to the convenience store.  I bought a bottle of pop and a beef and potato burrito.  I heated up the burrito in the microwave oven.  I used the last of my money to fill the gas tank.  Then I headed out to the grand town of Henryville to find work.  An hour later I arrived at a cafe’ on the edge of Henryville.  I went in to ask them if they needed any help.
I said, “I would be willing to do just about anything.”
The man I spoke to said, “We need a dishwasher five days a week at minimum wage, meals included.  Are you interested?”
I asked, “Can I get my first three days pay at the end of each day before I go on payroll?”
The owner said, “I can oblige you. When can you start?”
I said, “I can start right now.”
They threw some forms at me to fill out.  After I filled everything out, they started me.  My first shift went fairly well.  Everyone treated me pretty well.  I figured they were all just tickled to death to have a dishwasher that day.  I’d heard that the former dishwasher had just quit the day before.
Over the next few weeks I found a small, modest apartment and I was set. It felt good to have some money coming in again and not have to worry about where my next meal or next rent payment was coming from.  I made friends at the cafe’ and among the other tenants of the apartment complex.  But still something was missing.

2.  One day I was talking to one of the waitresses at work.
We got to talking about dreams and stuff.  I told her about some of the dreams that I had been having.
She told me, “You should talk to an acquaintance of mine.”  She wrote down the name and telephone number on a napkin and handed it to me.
I held up my hands and said, “I don’t have the kind of money it takes to pay for psycho analysis.”
She said, “That’s okay.  My friend is not a psycho analyst.  She just helps people.”
“I still don’t have any money,” I said.
“She doesn’t want any money,” said Nancy.  “She is independently wealthy.  Everything she does is for free.”
“That’s highly irregular,” I said.
“Yes it is.  Will you give her a try?” asked Nancy.
“I’ll call her,” I sighed.  “It’s worth a try.”

3.  The next day was Tuesday.
Tuesday and Wednesday were my days off.  I picked up the napkin which was next to my phone.  Then I punched out Veronica’s telephone number.
I could hear her answering on the other end.  She said, “Hello?”
I said, “Is this Veronica?”
She said, “Yes it is.”
I said, “Listen, I have a friend named Nancy that I work with at the Townside Cafe’.  She recommended that I call you because of my dreams.  She said that you would be able to help me.”
Veronica said, “No promises, but when can you see me?”
I said, “Well, I have today and tomorrow off.  When would be a good time?”
Veronica said, “How about this afternoon?  Does 2:00 sound alright?”
“It works for me,” I said.  “See you then.”

4.  It was a few minutes before 2:00 when I arrived at Veronica’s house.
She let me in.  Her place was tastefully decorated.  She had beaded curtains in all the doorways except for her bathroom.  Her furniture was mostly wicker, but she also had a bean bag and a well padded couch.  The room was dim because she had all her curtains drawn.  But she had candles burning here and there.  There was a sweet smell in the air that I couldn’t identify.  I figured that it was coming from the stick of incense that was smoking on the coffee table.  All in all, it was weird, but nice.
She said, “Would you like some herbal tea?”
I asked, “What kinds do you have?”
She listed off a bunch of teas that I had never heard of before.  I still can’t remember what they were.  I said, “I’ve never heard of any of those before.  Which one would you recommend?”
She told me what kind she was having.  I said, “That’ll be fine.”
She brought out a tray that had cups, a tea kettle, and a jar with some powder in it, presumably the tea, and some cookies.  She scooped out some tea into each of our cups.  Then she poured hot water into them.  She said, “Let it steep for a few minutes before you drink it.  That brings all the goodness out of the tea.”
I was sitting on the couch.  She pulled up a wicker chair and sat on the opposite side of the coffee table.  “Let’s get to business,” she said.  “Can you remember very much of your dreams?”
“Lately, I can remember my dreams better than I remember the events of my daily life,” I replied.
“Good.  Tell them to me,” said Veronica.
“Well,” I said, “To start with, they seem to be continuous from one night to the next.  Mostly, these dreams are about going to school.  At first, they were really frustrating dreams.  I was always showing up late or missing classes because I couldn’t remember my schedule.
“Later, things kind of settled down.  I understood and was able to do the work better.  I was even able to help out other students.  One day I graduated and started other classes all over again.  This time I seemed to advance quicker than I did in the beginning.”
Veronica just sat there for a while and considered this “These aren’t just ordinary dreams,” she said.  “You are being prepared for something.”
“Prepared for what and by whom?” I asked.
“Who knows?  It could be anything,” said Veronica.  “How would you feel about spending the night here?  I could monitor your dreams.”
“You can do that?”  I asked.
“Yes, I can,” she said.  “It’s a lot like astral projection.”
“Oh, so you’re one of those,” I said.
“One of what?” she asked.
“One of those people who think they can throw themselves out of their body,” I replied.
“I guess that means you won’t be staying,” she said.
“Hey, I didn’t mean to offend you.  I’ll try anything once,” I said.
“I’ll fix up a room for you then,” said Veronica.  “Help yourself to some more tea.”

5.  After that, I went back to my apartment to get some of my overnight things.
When I came back, I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening talking with Veronica.  I helped her with dinner.  We ate dinner together and I helped her clean up afterward.  We visited for a while longer until I got sleepy.  I glanced at my watch and noticed that it was 11:00 PM.
“Well, if you’ll excuse me, I think I’ll turn in,” I said.  “Are you sure about this?”
“Just go to sleep and I’ll see you in your dreams,” said Veronica.
I half turned to make a reply and decided against it.  When I got to my room, I stripped down to my underwear and got into bed.  It was surprisingly comfortable.  I dropped right off to sleep.

6.  I got up, brushed my teeth, shaved, took a shower, got dressed, and headed off to class.
I had been looking forward to this day for a couple of weeks.  Today we were going on a field trip.  When we got on the bus, the professor announced that the beginning students were to sit toward the front of the bus and the more advanced students were to sit toward the back of the bus.  I sat right in the middle of the bus, then was told to go to the back of the bus.  When we got to our destination, the bus stopped in the middle of the woods.
We all got out of the bus.  We were instructed to knock down some of the bigger trees and throw them into the trailer of a truck that was parked just down the road.  The other students had trouble knocking down the trees.  But I just walked up to one, shook it some to break it off from its roots and knocked it down.  I picked up the tree and tossed it into the trailer.  I did this to a few trees then moved on to other things.

7.  In the morning I got up.
I cleaned myself up, then went downstairs to the kitchen.  In the kitchen, I found Veronica.  I said, “Hey, I didn’t see you in my dream last night.”
“Oh, I was there,” she said.  “You didn’t see me because I didn’t want you to.  About your dream, we need to talk.”
“So talk,” I said.  “I have nothing more important to do today.”
“No you don’t,” said Veronica.  “We need to start your training right away.”
“What training?” I asked.
“Magickal training,” said Veronica.
“Magical?” I asked.
“Yes,” said Veronica.  “But the magick I’m talking about is real, not mere prestidigitation or illusion.  And it is spelled, M-A-G-I-C-K.”
“I didn’t think anyone believed in that kind of stuff anymore,” I said.
“Oh, people not only believe in ‘that kind of stuff’, they practice it every day,” said Veronica.
“So you’ll train me?” I asked.
“Oh not me, but I can introduce you to a witch’s coven,” she said.  “They can get you started.”
“I don’t want to worship Satan or anything like that,” I said.
“Real witches don’t worship Satan.  Satanists worship Satan,” said Veronica.  “Real witches worship the Lord and Lady God.”
“I don’t know if I want to commit myself to those gods,” I said.
“You won’t have to.  The witches can teach you the non-worship aspects of witchcraft.  They’ll teach you meditation, astral projection, herbal medicine, channeling, and working magick,” said Veronica.
“Like I explained to Nancy, I don’t have the time or money for that kind of thing,” I said.
“As far as money goes, these people will support you during your training.  They’ll provide all your necessities.  All you have to do is move in with them,” said Veronica.
“I don’t have that much stuff to move.  I suppose I can move in some afternoon.  Okay,” I sighed. “I’ll do it, but I have no idea what I’m getting myself into.”
“No, you don’t,” said Veronica.

8.  Later that day, Veronica made a phone call and asked a friend of hers to come over.
He dropped everything and came by within the hour.  The guy’s name was Roland.  He sat down with me and we had a long talk.  At the conclusion of that talk, I called up my boss and quit my job.  Between my car and Roland’s pickup, we were able to move all my stuff to the coven’s monastery in one load.
The monastery provided everything a person needed, but not one thing more.  My room was modest.  I had a bed, a desk with paper, pencils, desk chair, and a chair for relaxing in.  They also provided a floor lamp and overhead light.  For meals, I had a simple cafeteria I could attend that served meals three times a day.  Down the hall was a restroom complete with sinks and a multi-shower stall.
I was given a schedule of what classes I was supposed to take and where and when they were supposed to be held.  I was also given a light schedule of chores I had to perform around my class schedule and how often those chores needed to be performed.

Chapter 2--The Apprenticeship

Over the course of the weeks that followed, I learned the basics of magick and the mystic arts.
I learned the histories of different religions and how they all fit together.  I also learned, slowly at first, how to sit still and relax all my muscles to achieve a meditative state.
During the months that followed, I learned how to energize my chakras, project my astral form, and perform simple magick.  Sometime after I had been there for a couple of years, I was told I had reached a level of proficiency to become an apprentice.
I was assigned to assist a Fifth Degree Master Sorcerer named James in a town a couple hundred miles away.  I drove to that town and met the man.
When I got there, he came out to my car to greet me.  He was an elderly man who looked to be in his late sixties or early seventies, but in really good shape.  I later found out that he was somewhere over two hundred years old.  How much over, I never found out.  He had long silver hair that came down to about the center of his neck.  He was taller than me, standing at about six three or six four.  He was wearing one of his ceremonial robes at the time.  It was white with rune markings all over it in different colors.  When I looked closer, the runes were different types of fine wire sewn into the fabric.  I later found out that this was a method of putting a spell into items.
James stuck his hand through my window and said, “You must be the Joseph that I’ve heard so much about.  I’m pleased to meet you.  I’m James, self-appointed guardian of this town.”  His eyes were a faded brown.  They had a quality that seemed to go right through me.  They made my stomach feel funny.  I later found out that he was testing my will that he said was located just below the stomach.
One of the first things that James drummed into me was that magick does not exist.  He said that, as sorcerers, we use our minds to focus and tap into various energies around us.  With those energies, we can perform seemingly miraculous feats.  But it is not magick, because magick does not exist.  We refer to those energies as magick purely out of convenience, but it is important for all sorcerers to know that real magick does not exist.
He set a good example for me.  During my apprenticeship with James, I performed all kinds of tasks for the man.  I assisted him in setting up for ceremonial magick.  I held books for him when he needed it.  I helped carry some of James’s tools to different locations.  In essence, for the next three years, I was James’s sidekick.

2.  On one mission, we needed to exorcize a demon out of a house.
When we showed up at the house, we got out of the car and went to the trunk.  James opened the trunk and took out two small back packs.  He handed one to me and said, “Here are your tools.  We went into the house.  Immediately, I could feel some kind of a presence.  Apparently, James could also.  He commanded the entity to show itself.  It did. At that time, it was the most gruesome thing I had ever seen in my life.  James shouted some kind of incantation at the thing.  (I can’t remember what it was.)  The demon remained.  I saw something fly past my head, then something else.  There was stuff flying at James, also.  We both erected protective bubbles around ourselves.  Those bubbles weren’t round; they just contoured to the shape of our bodies.  The demon continued to cause knives, scissors, and pieces of glass, anything sharp to come at us.  All the stuff just bounced off out protective bubbles.  Finally, we ran out of the house.  We were able to escape harm temporarily, with the only harm being done to a corner of James’s robe.  I thought that James was awfully spry for such an old man.
Then James knelt down and said to me, “Pray with me, Joseph, pray to God.”  So we held hands and prayed.  I had never prayed so earnestly before that, though I have a few times since then.  We prayed earnestly for three hours.  Finally, the demon gave a loud shriek and left.
“This was a test from the one God Almighty,” said James, exhausted.  “He was testing our faith and I think we passed.”
That was when I learned that James was a Christian.  He had devoted his whole life to Jesus Christ.  He didn’t preach it often, but his faith was obvious.
I asked James, “How can I become a Christian?”
James replied, “You must be born again.”
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“You have to throw away everything you know and start anew by dedicating your life to Jesus Christ,” said James.  “I can show you the way.”
“Okay,” I said.  “I’ll do it.

3.  And so James taught me about the Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.
We started with Genesis in the Old Testament and went through the whole Bible.  It turned out that James was a reverend with a Doctorate in Divinity.
I soaked up the teachings like a sponge soaking up water.  I gained faith with each lesson and each day.  When James had taught me everything he thought he could, he graduated me to the level of journeyman.
“It is time for you to leave,” he said.  “You must renounce your last name.  That was your old life.  This is the new life.  From now on, you will be known to yourself and your fellows simply as, Joe.”
“Where will I go?” I asked.
“Go wherever you feel like,” said James.  “As long as it doesn’t hurt anyone, do whatever you will.”

Chapter 3--The Case of the Crooked Cops

The next day, James sent me off with some bundles of various things I needed.
It filled the trunk of my car.  I knew I had to find work along the way whenever my money got short.  Sometimes, I had to stay in one place for a couple of months and then move on.  The important thing was for me to help and affect as many people as I could.
I had saved a few thousand dollars from my allowance at the monastery and my allowance from James. I drove from town to town, looking at newspapers, talking to people, investigating haunted houses, helping the police, making friends, and unavoidably, enemies.
While a lot of my jobs involved supernatural problems, some of them just dealt with the mundane.  In one such case, I was in a town where I had heard that the police were corrupt.  I was at a point where I needed a job to build up my money supply.  So I stayed at this town and found work.
I got a job as a cook at a local cafe’.  It was a type of work I had grown comfortable with.  It was also a place where the police hung out.  On my first day, I found out the hard way that the police didn’t have to pay for anything.
I was helping out with the cash register, when one of the local finest started to walk out, I said, “That’ll be ten dollars.”
He said, “You don’t want to charge me.”
“Why not,” I said.  “Did you pay in advance or something?”
“Let’s just say I have an arrangement with your boss,” he said.
I thought he was joking, so I joked back.  “I get it.  He provides you with a free meal here.  You provide protection there.  How can I get in on that?”
Then the waitress said, “It’s okay, Joe.  It’s taken care of.”  To the policeman, she said, “See you later.” After he left, she said, “You need to watch yourself around our local police.  He’s one of the worst.”
“What’s that mean?” I asked.
But she acted like she didn’t hear me.
Later that night, after work, I got pulled over on my way home.  It was the same policeman who had been in the diner.  He took his night stick and busted out a bunch of the lights on my car.  Then he cited me for those violations.
As he left, he said, “Better get those fixed, or I’ll hand out some more tickets the next time I see you.”
To me, that sounded like war.

2.  When I wasn’t at work, I projected my astral form and had a look around.
While I was doing this, I found out that at about 4:30 every morning, a small plane would land at the town’s modest airport.  Closer astral investigation confirmed that in every instance, the plane was loaded to the max with cocaine, marijuana, heroin, or some other illegal product they could make money on.
A large pickup truck with a camper trailer would meet the plane at the airport.  They would load the trailer with the contraband.  The pickup truck would pull the camper trailer to the nearest major city, which was about one hundred miles away.  The drugs would be sold in the big city.  The local policemen got a ten percent cut for looking the other way.
During the course of all this, the cops murdered a man, then set it up to look like his wife had done it, even though she was out of town at the time.  This man had stumbled onto the knowledge of the contraband operation.  On his own, he had done what he thought was a discreet investigation.  Apparently, his investigation was not discreet enough.  One night while his wife was away at a seminar, the police came into his house and killed him, setting his wife up to take the fall.
The first thing I did was to locate a detective in the city police who was earnestly trying to figure out where all these drugs and stuff were coming from.  When I found someone who would listen to me, I drove to the city and met the guy.  His name was Miguel Hernandez.  I told him all the information I had.
Miguel said, “I can’t just bring an army of policemen to your town until I see the operation for myself.”
“That’s okay,” I said.  “I’ll show you everything you need to see.  In the meantime, you can stay at my place.  You’ll be my Uncle Paul.”
“That works for me.  Let’s do it,” said Miguel.
Miguel came home with me.  We got up the next morning at 3:00.  We drove to a location where we could walk across a field and through some trees to the edge of the forest.  From there, we could watch any activity at the airport using infra-red binoculars.  Hopefully, the smugglers wouldn’t be doing the same to us.
Sure enough, we saw the pickup with the camper-trailer pull up and wait.  At 4:25, we spotted the small plane.  By 5:00, the trailer was loaded and well on its way.  Both the trailer and the plane were long gone.
When we got back to my place, Miguel started making phone calls.  By 4:00 the next morning, the place was crawling with federal agents that couldn’t be seen.  The big bust went down without incident.
In the weeks that followed, the local police department was cleaned out.  The case of murder was re-opened.  The woman who had been accused of murdering her husband was released from prison.  The real killers were hunted down and died in a gunfight with the federal police.

Chapter 4--The Missing Town

My work was done and I had built up some more money, so I moved on.
My next stop was a town in mid Texas.  I had heard rumors about a devil worshiping cult there.  I came into town and got myself an apartment.  I figured I would be there for a while.  The next thing I needed was a job.  There was a fast food place down the street that was looking for help.  So I applied there and got the job.  The money sure wouldn’t hurt anything, plus it would put me out among people.  Maybe I would hear something.
Once I got settled in, I resumed my daily meditation exercises.  These sometimes gave me insight as to what was going on around me.  Sometimes during meditation, I would even project my astral form and have a look around.
At first, I didn’t pick up on anything.  So each time I extended my senses a little farther, concentrating on the slightest sensations.  After a few days, I pickup up on something.  It was very small and insignificant, but it was something none-the-less.  Each day I concentrated on that insignificance.  Each day I saw more and more into it.  There was definitely something going on in that town, something dangerous, and something evil.
I got into my car and cruised the area, using my own sensitivity as a tracer.  When I got near the softball field, I was overcome with dizziness and a sense of foreboding doom.  There was definitely something going on there.
I got out of my car and tried the gate.  It was locked, of course.  But during the course of my apprenticeship with James, I had learned a lot of minor tricks, along with the major ones.  One such trick dealt with locks.
I rubbed my hands together.  I took the padlock into my right hand.  I could feel/see all the tiny parts inside the lock and knew what each part did.  Then, as if the lock had become a part of me, I willed it unlocked and pulled it open.
I walked onto the softball field and started looking around.  I was able, through my discipline, to block out the bad vibrations, now that I found what I was looking for.  I shined my flashlight down and dug around in the sand with my foot.  Under the sand was a layer of charcoal dust.
The charcoal dust was what I had been looking for.  If there had been any devil worshiping going on, they would have needed a fire.  That is the only thing I could think of that would have explained the layer of charcoal dust.  They sure did a thorough job of cleaning up after the service, though, I thought.
Now that I found the location where everything was happening, I just needed to keep an eye on the area.  Whenever there was a ceremony, meeting, or whatever coming up, I knew I should be seeing construction vehicles, like a plow, dump truck, and even a fire truck, for the cleanup afterward.  Sure enough, about a week or two later, a plough and a dump truck sat parked inconspicuously right outside the fenced-in field.
I went out at about 10:00 that night.  I drove almost all the way to the field, but parked a safe distance away in the shadow of some trees.  I walked to a point where I would not be seen.  From there, I witnessed the goings on in the fenced in area.  I put a simple spell around myself so that I could not be psychically detected, just in case someone there had that ability.
When I arrived at that vantage point, there was already some activity going on.  They had a pile of wood about ten feet high and they were still adding to it.  Someone had built a makeshift staircase that went up to a plywood platform just above the wood pile.  Presently, someone arrived with a goat.  I figured it was probably going to be sacrificed that evening.  Hopefully, it would be the only sacrifice, but I doubted it.  I had heard too many stories from James.
About half an hour later, another car arrived.  It pulled into the fenced-in area.  Then it went over and parked near some other cars.  An important-looking man with a very decorative costume met the car.  The driver got out, went around to the back of the car and opened up the trunk.  He reached in and grabbed his cargo by the hair of her head and pulled it up for the important-looking man to see.  Even at this distance, I could see that it was a blond-headed little girl.
This was probably going to be the main sacrifice for the evening.  This was bad.  For one thing, it meant that these were serious devil worshipers, not just someone doing it for kicks.  It also meant that I would have to step in to rescue the child.  I was not capable of just standing by and watching.
I stood there and thought out my course of action.  I needed to get a hold of a robe.  Then I could infiltrate the group as long as I kept looking down.  Fortunately, no one was paying any attention to the child.  The whole scene was festively chaotic.  I figured I should be able to pull it off.  So I went for it.
I stealthily worked my way to the gate, crawling at the bottom of the fence to stay in the shadow.  When I got to the gate, I waited for my opportunity.  The car was fairly close to the gate, but not close enough.  One of the members came up to the car and inspected the contents of the trunk.  When his back was turned to me, I came up behind him and slugged him over the head with a rock I had picked up along the way.  The guy went out like a light.  I didn’t know and didn’t care whether the guy was dead or just unconscious.
I dragged the guy behind the car, removed his robe, and put it on myself.  Then I dragged the body--I was sure now that the guy was dead--to the bottom of the fence and put him into the shadow.
Now came the hard part.  I came up to the trunk of the car.  I looked inside and saw the child.  She looked drugged, but otherwise all right.  I looked around.  Nobody was watching.  The fence was at least thirty feet away.
I grabbed the child and placed her at the bottom of the fence, where the shadows made her invisible.  Then I made it back to the trunk without anyone noticing.
I yelled, “Hey!  Where’s the kid?”
Someone came up to the trunk without even looking at me.  (I was using very subtle sorcery to go unnoticed.)  The guy looked into the trunk.  He said, “Mark opened the trunk and she was in it then.”
I said, “I saw Mark over there just a moment ago.”  I was pointing to a group of robed figures over on the other side of the field.
“Yeah, I think I see him.  Thanks,” said the guy.  He went over to the group.
I went into the shadow of the fence and became invisible.  I stayed there for a while and watched as events reached a climax with people running back and forth and accusing each other.  When things started settling down, I sneaked the little girl to my car and drove her to the nearest major city police department, about eighty miles away.  Then I headed back home.
Things hadn’t gone the way I had hoped, but I did save the little girl’s life.  Once she was returned to her parents, they would sure be grateful.  Sometimes you took what you could get.  Later, I learned that she had been abducted from one of the surrounding towns.

2.  When I arrived back at the town, there was a big gaping hole where the town had been.
Whatever it was they were sacrificing to was pissed!  Maybe the sacrifices weren’t to gain power, but to placate something.
The sun was coming up, so I took a look to see how far down the hole went.  I couldn’t see the bottom per se, but I could see into a nether region where everything seemed like fire and molten lava.  I could just barely make out a large figure down there, moving around the edge.
Just then, a man from the state police pushed me back.  “Until we find out what is down there and what caused this hole, it will be declared off limits to unauthorized personnel,” he said.
“I understand,” I said.  There was no sense in trying to push the point.  I knew I would have to descend into the hole.  There was just no way around it.  But the state police would not understand.
I knew what this was.  I had learned all about this type of portal from James.  I had just never seen one before.  I doubted that even James had ever seen one of these.  But I knew that in order to shut it off, I would have to descend into the hole and work a powerful spell from the inside.  If I did all this within twenty four hours of the portal’s appearance, everything would go back to being the way it was, provided of course that the sorcery was good enough.  I didn’t know if my sorcery was, but I had to try.
I drove away, parked my car, and hiked back.  I figured and hoped that a hole this size couldn’t be guarded very well all the way around.  I was right.  It didn’t take long to find a break in the line of policemen around the hole.  I walked over to the edge of the hole.  I used some foot and hand holds I found to lower myself into the abyss.  The dirt along the sides was crumbly.  My footing was anything but steady.  Slowly, I lowered myself the forty feet or so to where the next realm started.
I felt a tingle as I slipped through the energy field of the border between realms.  Then I was in the other realm.  As I passed into the other realm, I felt the gravity reverse itself.  I had to turn myself around quickly before I fell back into the energy field.  Hell, if I would have known this, I would have just dived down the side of the whole head first in the first place.
Though the hole looked to be the same size on both sides, it wasn’t.  In the other realm, the hole was just large enough for a person to crawl through.  (That’s why the figure I saw on the other side looked so big.)  It came out into a fenced-in area behind a house.
As I expected, I came up in the same town.  I didn’t know if the citizens were even aware that they were in another realm.  All I knew was that everyone who went into this realm had to be within the city limits when I worked my spell, or else the spell wouldn’t work.
So I told everyone what was going on.  If someone didn’t believe me, which most people didn’t, all I had to do was show them the sky.  It was an emerald green with patches of black here and there.
There were a few early risers who went out to explore this strange new world.  I knew that a lot of these extra-dimensional worlds were dangerous.  Anything could happen.  So I had to go out and try to retrieve those lost people.  Then I had to set up a place and perform some strong ceremonial sorcery, all within twenty four hours.
Luckily, I had slept in most of the day before, so I wasn’t really lacking sleep, much.  Plus, my assorted disciplines could keep me alert much longer than the average person.  So I went out searching.  After a preliminary look around the area, I decided that I should take some water with me on my more detailed search.  After gathering water and some supplies, I set out again.  I started by following one set of footprints to an outcropping of rocks just outside of the city.  As I walked along, I saw some strange creatures along the way.  Most of these creatures were shy, some weren’t.
I was able to ward off most of these creatures just by using my sorcery.  I concentrated on the space in the middle of the creature’s forehead, or between its eyes, depending on how it was built.  Then I pictured the creature turning away, and it did.
Thus, I made my way through the rocks and into the open desert.  The footprints ahead of me just kept going off into the distance.  All things considered, it was a miracle that the person made it this far.
Presently, I came across the mutilated corpse.  Apparently, the guy’s luck hadn’t held out for long.  The body was so badly mutilated, that it couldn’t be moved without falling apart.  I knew I would have to go back into town to get some help.  I also knew that if I left the body unattended, it would probably be devoured, between the flying things and the crawling things.
I decided that the best course of action was to bury the body.  The sand was deep, so I was able to dig a good-sized hole with my hands.  I worked the corpse into the hole, trying to do as little damage as possible to it.  Then I pushed sand over on top of it.  After that, I piled rocks on the spot to mark it.  I had to go half a mile just to find the rocks.
It was afternoon when I came back into town.  The townspeople had been waiting for me when I returned.  I told them, “I need help to bring the body back.  It has been torn to pieces.  In its present condition, it will fall apart if it’s not handled carefully.”
After I described the body, it was identified.  The head of the family that the body belonged to was a large, sad-faced man named Isaac.  He told me, “Just leave it there.”
I explained, “I am a journeyman sorcerer.  You are here because of a spell.  I am here to bring everyone back.  To counter this spell, the town has to have all the components it had when it arrived, or else it could cause an imbalance between the two realms.  And I don’t know what the result of that would be.  Without the dead body, I don’t know if the sorcery will work.  Even with the body, the way it’s torn up, I don’t know if the spell will work.  We have to at least try to bring the body back.  If we start to run short on time, then we will be forced to try the sorcery without the body.  If the spell doesn’t work, we can try crawling through the hole between the realms.  But we should do that only as a last resort.  If too many people crawl through that hole, it could mess up the energies between the realms.”
Isaac said, “I guess you know what you’re doing.  Count me in.  I want to help.”
I enlisted the help of the local four-wheel-drive club.  We loaded up a small group of four-by-fours and headed off into the desert.  We had to find a roundabout way of getting to the spot where I left the body.  The original rout I took was way too rough for any motorized vehicle.  We were just barely able to make it on the new rout.  Finally, we got over the rocks and were making our way across the sand.
Along the way, we had to shoot occasional creatures.  The bullets didn’t do any harm, but the reports scared the creatures away so that we were able to finish our mission unmolested.
When we got back into town, there was a lot of lamenting for the dead body, as well as relief for the return of the four- wheelers.  The body being lamented had belonged to a popular young man in the town.
By this time, the other wanderers had returned on their own.  They were a little worse for wear, but returned in good condition.  Fear had kept them from wandering off too far.
Evening was coming and I was bushed.  I knew that time often runs differently in different realms.  For all I knew, one thousand years may have already gone by in my own realm.  On the other hand, it might only be minutes or seconds.  There was no way of knowing for sure.  I decided that I might as well return to my apartment--it had made the transition over to this realm and was still intact, along with the rest of the town--and turn in for the night.  I left orders that no one was to go outside, unless it was absolutely necessary, and never alone.  And if anything should happen, I was to be notified immediately.
For the most part, the night had been uneventful.  I got up in the morning and went to the cafe’ for breakfast.  There were a lot of other people there and I decided that I could sure use the company.  It looked like a lot of the people had spent the night there.  They were all glad to see me when I came in.
Some guy in the group, I believe Charles was his name, appointed himself to be the spokesman for the group.  He asked, “What are you going to do about this situation?”
I said, “I’m going to do a very complicated spell.  I have the whole ritual planned out.  It will focus my sorcery along the various paths that it needs to go along.  Maybe the spell will work and maybe it won’t.  We’ll worry about that when we have to.”
I picked out some people from the crowd to assist me.  We went behind the house to where the hole was.  I removed the boards I had placed over it.  As I looked through the hole, everything looked tiny at the other end.  I could just barely make out tiny figures along the edge.  They didn’t seem to be moving at all.  That was good.  That meant time was passing slower in my own world.  I could take my time and make sure everything was set up right.
I covered the hole back up with the boards.  I set up my altar, complete with incense, knife, wand, and the colored candles I had selected for the purpose.  I had my ceremonial robe on and was ready.
I opened up my book of shadows.  It was just a tattered green spiral notebook that I had filled with rituals copied from other books of shadows, mostly from James’s.  I turned to the page I wanted.  The ceremony was a brief, but powerful one.  It would take most of my life energy, leaving me exhausted for a couple of days.  It would be a good week before I could do any sorcery again.  And that was just to petition the entity whose power I needed to complete the spell.
After reading through the ceremony a few times until I thought I understood it pretty well, I lit my first candle and began.  There was no power in the ceremony.  It was merely to focus my mind and life energy to complete the task.
Halfway through the ceremony, I became charged with the energy of the entity.  My mind became really clear and focused.  I could feel the energies go out from myself as I completed the ceremony.  That was the last thing I could remember before I awoke.

3.  When I awoke, I found myself right back in the middle of the softball field in the early afternoon.
It was like the whole thing didn’t happen, except that it was the next day; there was no longer a demon for this town to petition; and the little girl was safe and sound with her parents.
As for the local devil-worshipers, all they knew was that something terrible had just happened.  They no longer had any desire to do any devil-worshiping ever again.

Chapter 5--The Sanctuary

Having completed this task, I was no longer a journeyman sorcerer.
I was now a first degree master sorcerer.
As such, I had to find a place to settle down.  It would be my base of operations, where I would keep all my books, tools, and talismans.
Over time, my home would soak up and save some of my energies.  If I was ever exhausted from battle or whatever, I could enter my home and it would recharge me. It would be my protected sanctuary.
I would now be attracted to the location of my future sanctuary. It would probably be a big place, costing me a million dollars or more.  That was no problem.  I was now a master sorcerer and I would attract the money I needed. No one had to tell me this, though James had mentioned it during my apprenticeship with him.  But even without him telling me, I just knew it.
It took me about forty-five minutes to get all of my stuff out of my apartment and into my car.  When I was done, I had the trunk full, the back seat full, and the front seat--except where I sat to drive--full.  Then I got into my car and started driving down the highway.
I went from state to state, crossing boundaries.  I no longer had to find work to pay my way. Money just came to me, more and more money, faster than I could possibly spend it. I won it betting on horses, gambling in casinos, and buying lottery tickets. By the time I reached my destination, I had several million dollars and it was growing.
I ended up in a small town in Wyoming. The highway ran north and south through town. The highway also served as the main street of the town. It was lined on both sides with all the businesses of the town, such as stores, restaurants, hotels, the police station, the town hall, and the chamber of commerce. The residential district lay on both sides of the business district for a few blocks each way.   On the East side of town, beyond most of the houses, a hill rose up.  On this hill, part way up so that it was protected from the wind, was a large house, the biggest house in town.
I looked at a few houses in that town and finally settled on one that cost seven hundred thousand dollars.  It was the big place up on the hill.  It had about twenty or more different rooms that could be used for different purposes.
From the outside, it didn’t look like much except that it was impressively big.  It stood four stories high.  It was on a ten acre plot of land, which included the entire hill.  It had a really run-down look to it.  A lot of the windows were broken. The siding that was still on the house had a rotten look to it. The front door looked like it could be knocked down with my pinky.
The inside had some good points to it. It had a fancy chandelier hanging from the ceiling of the main entryway.  The carpet was mostly rotted, but in some rooms there were Persian rugs that were in pretty good shape.  There were just a few places where the floor looked unsafe.  Mostly, the hardwood floor just needed some cleaning and varnishing.  It had a basement and a sub-basement. Each of these had several rooms that could be used for various purposes.
The reason I got the house so cheap was because it hadn’t been lived in for a long time.  It was in a state of disrepair and needed a lot of fixing up here and there.  When the water was turned on, it had to be turned off right away because pipes were leaking all over the place.  So I had plumbers come in and fix all the pipes in the place.  I had the wires looked over before I turned the electricity on.  It was a good thing I did, because they were shot.  I had a team of electricians come in and replace all the wiring in the house and even add a bunch of outlets here and there.  A lot of the doors to different rooms were just hanging on their hinges.  I fixed these myself.  That was after I had the unsafe sections of floor replaced.  I did a lot of the painting myself and I hired painters to do a lot of it, also.  I replaced a bunch of the windows that were broken.  The list goes on and on.  I became quite the handyman doing the work I could do on that house.
When I was satisfied with the house, I started making tools and talismans to help me in my work.  Most sorcerers make their own tools, partly because it is hard to find what they need in stores, but mostly because it puts part of their own energy into the objects.  I made several types of wands for different purposes, such as warding off certain kinds of demons or for attracting the right kinds of spirits.  Some of these were made out of wood, some out of stone, and some out of metal.
They all had spells carved, etched, or engraved on them according to their own special purposes.  I made talismans out of different materials for the different types of work I thought I would be doing.  Some were for protection; some were for attacking entities if that need ever arose.  I never made any special robes or other clothing for my work.  I just like wearing plain clothes, like sweatshirts and jeans in the winter; t-shirts and jeans in the summer.

2.  Within ninety days of buying my house, I was ready to start work as a master sorcerer.
I was hired to do all kinds of stuff, like exorcisms and removing curses. If the evil sorcerer who did the curse was more powerful than me, then I would just refer the client to a more powerful good sorcerer. If that sorcerer had to, he would pass the client off to an even more powerful sorcerer, and so on, and so on.

Chapter 6--The Demon of the Pyramid
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